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ACT I. 

IkXtit i. Mrs Mechlin's Houfi* 

Ci^ iflpeJUng ai the, JDoor.} 
Mnter Jepay. 



J' 



■eftf T> AP, rap, ra]^, *iiJN.ft;airs and down, from morning 
'*-^ to night ; if this fame commiffary ftajs much 
longer amongft us, my miftre& muft e'en hire a porter* 
Who's there ? 

Simon without. 

Sim. Is Mrs Mechlin at home ? 

yen. No. (opens the door.) Oh, what i& it you, Sisaon* 

Enter SimcHi. 

Sim. At your fervice, fweet Mrs Jane. 

yen. Why, you knock with authority ; and what ar« 
your coflfmands, Mafter Simon ? 

Sim. I come. Madam, to receive thofe of your miftreftf* 
What, Jenny, has flie any great affair on the anvil ? Her 
futnmons is moft exceedingly preffing ; and you need not he 
told, child, that a man of my coniequence does not trouble 
himfelf about trifles. 

Jen. Oh, Sir, I know Very well you principal aftor* 
don't perform every night. 

Sim. Mighty well. Ma'am, but notwithftanding your 
ironical fneer, it is nbt every man that will do for your 
xtiiitrefs ; her agents muft have genius and pa^rts : I don't 
fuppofe, in the whole bills of mortality, there is fo general 
and extenfive a dealer ais my friend Mrs Mechlin. 

yen. Why, to be fure, we have plenty of cuftomers ; and 
for various kinds of commodities it would be pretty diffi- 
cult, I fancy, to 

Sim. Commodities ! your humble fervant, fweet Mrs 
Jane : yes, yes, you have various kinds of commodities, 
indeed. 

Jen. Mr Simon, I don't underftand you ; I fuppoiie it 
is no fecret in what fort of goods our dealing confifts. 

Sim. No^ no, they are pretty well known. 

yen. 
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yen. And to be fure, though now and then, to oblige • 
cuflomer, my miflrefs does condefcead to fmuggle a little-— 

&Vw. Keep it up, Mrs Jane. 

yen. Yet there are no people in the liberty of WefU 
minfter that live in more credit than we do. 

&Vw. Bravo. 

yen. The vfery beft of quality are not ^am'd to rifit 
my miflrefs. 

Sim. They have reafon. 

^en. Refpefted by the neighbours. 

Sim. I know it. 

Jen. Punctual in her payments. 

Sim. To a moment. 

yen. Regular hours* 

Sim. Doubtlefs. 

Jen. Never miffes the farmant oti Sundays^ 

l^im. I own it. 

yen. Not an oath comes out of her mouth, unlefs, now 
and then, when the poor gentlewoman happens to be over- 
taken in liquor. 

Sim. Granted. 

yen. Not at all given to lying, but, like other tradef* 
iblks, in the way of her bufinefs. 

Sim. Very well. 

Jen. Very well ! then pray, Sir, what wou'd you in-^ 
finuate ? Look you, Mr Simon, don't go to caft refledliont^ 
upon us ; don't think to blaft the reputation of our——* * 

Sim. Hark ye, Jenny, are you ferious ? 

yen. Serious ! ay, marry am I. 

Sim. The devil you are ! 

yen. Upon my word, Mr Simon, you fliou'd not give 
your tongue fuch a licence ^ let me tell jou^ thefe air» 
don't become you at all. 

Sim. Hey-day ! why, where the deuce have I got ; fare 
I have miftaken the houfe ; i» not this Mrs Mechlin's ? 

yen. That's pretty well known. 

Sim. The commodious, convenient Mrs Mechlin, at the 
fign of the flar, in the' pariih of St Paul's ? 

yen. Bravo. 

Stm. That conunercial caterpillar ? 

Jen. I know it. 

5i)». That murderer o£ manufafture* ^ 

yen, Doubtlefcr 

Sim. 
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iitn. Tbat walking warehoufe ? 

Jen. Granted. 
. Sim. That carries about a greater cargo of contrabani 
goods un^er her petticoats than a Calais cutter ? 

yen. Very well. 

&im^ That engroffer and feducer of virgins ? 

Jen. Keep it up. Mailer Simon. 

Sim. That fpreftaller of bagnios ? 

Jen. Incomparable fine. 

Sim. That canting, couzening, money-lending, matcb- 
inaking, pawnbroking — \^Loud knocking.'\ 

Jen. Mighty well. Sir, here comes my miftrefs, (he 
tti'am thank you for the pretty pifture you have been plea- 
fed to draw. 

Sim. Nay, but dear Jenn y ■ 

yen. ^he fhaU be told how highly flie (lands in your 
favoui*. 

Sim. But, my fweet girl — {KnocUng again.'] 

yen. Let me go, Mr Simon, don't you hear ? 

Sim, And can you have the heart to ruin me at once ! 

yen. Hands off. 

Sim. A peace^ a peace^ my dear Mrs Jane, and didatc 
the articles. 

nter Mrs Mechlin, yb/Zouitf^/ ty a haciney coachman^ with 
*Jeveral bundles^ in a capuchin^ a bonnet^ and b/er cloaths 
finned up. 

Mrs Mech. So, hufTey, what, mud I flay all day In the 
ftreets ? who have we here ! the devil's in the wenches, I 

think, — one of your fellows, I fuppofe Oh, is it you ! 

havr fares it, Simon ? 

yen. Madam, you (hould not have waited a minute, but 
Mr Simon— 

Sim. Hufh, huih ! you barbarous jade— 

Jen. Kiiowing your knock, and eager to open the door, 
flew up (lairs, fell over the landing-place, and quite barr'd 
tip the way. 

Sim. Yes, and I am afraid I have put out my ankle. 
Thanks, Jenny ; you (hall be no lofer, you (lut. 

Mrs Mech. Poor Simon.— —Oh, Lord have mercy upon 
me, what a round have I taken ! Is the wench petri- 
fied, why don't you xegch me a chair, don't you fee I'm 
(ii^ to death ? 
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yen. Indeed, Ma'am, youTl kill yourfclf. 

Sim. Upon my word. Ma'am Mechlin, you fhou'd take 
:^ little careof yourfelf ; indeed you labour too hard. 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, Simon, and for little or nothing : onljr 
TiAuals and cloaths, more coft than worihip. Why does 
^ot the wench take the things from the fellow ? Wdl, whiat'f 
your fare ? 

Coachm. Miftrefs, it's honeftly worth half a crown. 

Mrs Mecb. Give him a couple of ihillings and fend hin| 
Jiway. 

Coacbm. I hope you'll tip me the tetter to drink. 

Mrs Mech. Thpm there fellows are never contented | 
drink ! ftand farther off; why, you fmell already as ftron^ 
as a beer-barrel. 

Coacbm. Miftrefs, that's becaufe I have already h^^n 
drinking. 

Mrs Mecb. And are not you aihamed, you fot, to be 
eternally guzzling ! You had better buy you fome cloaths* 

Coacbm. No, Miftrefs, my honour won't let me do that. 

Mr4 Mecb. Your honour ! and pray how does that 
binder you. 

Coacbm. Why, when a good gentlewoman like you. 
cries. Here, coachman, here's fomething to drink-— 

Mrs Mecb. Well ! 

Coacbm. Wou'd it be honour in me to lay It out in any- 
thing elfe ? No, Miftrefs, my cqnfcience won't let me, be^ 
jpaufe why, it's the will of the donor, you know. 

Mrs Mecb. Did you ever hear fuch a blockhead ? 

Coacbm. No, no, Miftrefs ; though I am a poor man, I 
.won't forfeit my honour ; my cattle, tho'f I love 'em, popr 
beaftefTes, are not more dearer to me than that. 

Mrs Mecb. Yes, you and your horfes give pretty ftrong 
proofs of your love and your honour ; for you have no 
cloaths on your back, and they have no flfjrfh. Well, Jenny^ 
give him the fixpence ; tiiere, there, lay it out as you will. 

Coacbm. It will be to your health, Miftrefs ; it (ball 
melt at the Meufe, before I go home \ I ftiall be eyeful tQ 
(plear my confcience. 

Mrs M^cb. I don'jt doubt it. 

fioaebm. You need not. Miftrefs, your fervant. 

[^Exit coacbmoM. 

Mrs Mecb. Has there been any body here, Jenny ? 
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yen. The gendeman, Ma'am, about the Glouceflerfliire 
living. 

Mrs Mech. He has, oh ho ! what, I fuppofe his ftomach's 
come down. Does he like the incumbrance ? will he marry 
the partj ? 

Jen. Why, that article feems to go a little againft him. 
Mrs Mech. Does it fo ? then let him retire to his Cumr 
berland curacy : that's a fine keen air, it will foon give 
him an appetite. He'll ftick to his honour too, till his 
caflbck is wore to a rag. 

Jen. Why, indeed, Ma'am, it feems pretty rufty aj*- 
ready. 

Mrs Mech. Devilifli fqueamilh, I think ; a good fat 
living, and a fine woman into the bargain \ You told him 
a friend of the lady's will take the child oflF her hands ? — 
Jen. Yes, Madam. 

Mrs Mech. So that the affair will be a fecret to all but 
himfelf. But he muft quickly refolve, for next week his 
wife's month will be up. 

Jen. He promifed to call about four. 
Mrs Mech. But don't let him think we are at a lofs for 
a hufband ; there is to my knowledge a merchant's clerk in 
the city, a comely young man, and comes of good friends^ 
that will take her with but a fm^ place in the cuftom- 
houfe. 

Jen. He fhall know it. 

Mrs Mech. Aj, and tell him, that the party's party ha$ 
intereft enough to obtain it whenever he will. And then 
thei bridegroom may put the purchafe-money too of that 
fame prefentation into his pocket. 

Jen. Truly, Ma'am, I fhould thin}c this would prove 
the beft match for the lady* 

Mrs Mech. Who doubts it ? — Here^ Jenny, carry thefe 
things above flairs. Take care of the eigrette, leave the 
-watch upon the table, and be fure you don't miflay the pearl 
necklace ; the lady goes to Mrs Cornellys's to-night, and 
if fhe has any luck, fhe will be fure tp redeem it to-morrow. 

{_£xit Jenny. 
Sim. What a world of affairs ! it is a wpnder, Madam^ 
ho"W you are able to remember them all. 

Mrs Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, Mafler Simon. But I 
have a great affair in hand — fuch an affair^ if well managed^ 
it will be the making of us all. 

Vol. n. ^ Sim. 
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Sim. If I, Ma'am, can be of the leaft ufe 

Mrs Mech. Of the higheft ! there is no doing without 
you. — You know the great 

y^«. I have put the things where you ordered. Ma'am. 

MrsMech. Very well, you may go. [£ar// Jenny .] I fay, 
you know the great conuniffary, that is come to lodge in 
xny houfe. Now they fay this Mr Fungus is as rich as an 
Indian governor. Heaven knows how he came by it : but 
that, you know, is no bufinefs of ours. Pretty pickings, I 
warrant, abroad. \_Loud knocking, '\ Who the deuce can that 
be ? but let it be who it will, you rnuil not go till I fpeak 
to you. 

Enter Jenny. 

Jen. The widow Loveit, Ma'am. 

Mrs Mech. What, the old liquorifh dowager from De- 
vonfliire Square ? fliew her in. [Exit Jenny.] You'll wait 
in the kitchen, Simon ; I ihall foon difpatch her affair. 

[Exit Simon. 

Enter Mrs Loveit. 

Mrs Lov. So, fo, good morning to you, good Mrs Mech- 
lin. John, let the coach wait at the comer. 

Mrs Mecb, You had better fit here. Madam. 

Mrs Lov. Any where. Well, my dear woman, I hope 
you have not forgot your old friend — ugh, ugh, ugh, — 
[coughs,'\ Confider I have no time to lofe, and you are al- 
ways fo full of employment. 

Mrs Mech. Forgot you I you fliall judge Mrs Loveit. 
I have. Ma'am, provided a whole cargo of hufbands for you, 
of all nations, complexions, ages, tempers, and fizes : fo you 
fee you have nothing to do but to chufe. 

Mrs Lov. To chufe ! Mrs Mechlin ; Lord help me, what 
choice can I have ? I look upon wedlock to be a kind of a 
lottery, and I have already drawn my prize ; and a great 
one it was I my poor dear man that's gone, I fliall never 
meet with his fellow. 

Mrs Mecb. 'Pfliaw ! Madam, don't let us trouble our 
heads about him, it's high time that he was forgot. 

Mrs Lov. But won't his relations think me rather tox 
quick. 

Mrs Mech. Not a jot ; the greateft compliment yoB 
cou'Li pay tc l.ii m^i^jory, it is a proof he gave you reafoa 

to 
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ko be fond of the ftate. But what do you mean bj quick I 
i¥hy he has been bury'd thefe three weeks-^ 

Mrs Lov. And three days, Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Indeed ! quite an age ! 

Mrs Lov. Yes ; but I fliall never forget him ; fleeping, 
or waking, he's always before me. His dear fwelPd belly, 
and his poor ihrunk legs. Lord blefs me^ Mrs Mschlm, 
he had no more calf than my fan. 

Mrs Mecb. ,No ! 

Mrs Lov* No, indeed ; and then, his bit of a purple 
nofe, and his little weezen face as fharp as a razor— don't 
mention it, I can never forget him. \Cries^ 

Mrs Mech. Sweet marks of remembrance, indeed. But, 
Ma'am, if you continue to be fo fond of your laft hufband, 
what makes you think of another ? 

Mrs Lov. Why, what can I do, Mrs Mechlin ? a poor 
lone widow woman as I am ; there's no body minds me ; 
my tenants behind-hand, my fervants all carelefs, my child- 
ren imdutiful — ^ugh, ugh, ugh — \coughs.'\ 

Mrs Mech. You have a villainous cough, Mrs Loveit ; 
ihall I fend for fome lozenges ? 

Mrs Lov. No, I thank you, it's nothing at all ; mere 
habit, juft a little trick I've got. 

Mrs Mech, But I wonder you fliou'd have all thefe 
vexations to plague you, Madam, you, whd are fo rich, 
and fo — 

Mrs Lov. Forty thoufand in the four per cents, every 
morning I rife, Mrs Mechlin, befides two houfes at Hack- 
ney ; but then my affairs are fo weighty and intricate ; 
there is fuch tricking in lawyers, and fuch torments in 
children, that I can't do by myfelf ; I muft have a help- 
mate ; quite neceflity, no matter of choice. 

Mrs Mech. Oh, I underftand you, you marry merely 
for convenience ; juft only to get an affiftant, a kind of a 
guard, a fence to your property ? 

Mrs Lov. Nothing elfe. 

Mrs Mech. I thought io ; quite prudential ; fo that age 
is none of your objedl ? you don't want a fcampering, giddy, 
iprightly, young — 

Mrs Lov. Young ! Heaven forbid. What, do you think, 
like fome ladies I know, that I want to have my hufband 
taken for one of my grand-children ! No, no ; thank Heaven, 
fuch vain thoughts never enter'd my head. 

Mrs Mech. 
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Mrs Mech. But yet, as your matters ftand, he ought not 
to be fo very old neither ; for inftance now, of what ufe 
to you wou'd be a hufband of fixty. 

Mrs Lov. Sixty ! are you mad, Mrs Mechlin, what do 
think I want to turn nurfe ? 

Mrs Mecb. Or fifty-five ? 

Mrs Lov. Ugh, ugh, ugh — 

Mrs Mech. Or fifty ? 

Mrs Lov, Oh ! that's too cunning an age ; men, now- 
a-days, rarely marry at fifty, they are too knowing and 
cautious. 

Mrs Mech. Or forty-five, or forty, or — 

Mrs Lov, Shall I, Mrs Mechlin, tell you a piece of my 
mind? 

Mrs Mecb, I believe. Ma'am, that will be your bed 
way. 

Mrs Lov. Why, then, as my children are young and re- 
bellious, the way to fecure and prefcrve their obedience, 
will be to marry a man that won't grow old in a hurry. 

Mrs Mecb, Why I thought you declar'd againfl youth ? 

Mrs Lov. So I do, fo I do ; but then, fix or feven and 
twenty is not fo very young, Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb. No, no, a pretty ripe age ; for at that time 
of life, men can buftle and ftir, they are not eafily check'd, 
and whatever they take in hand they go through with. 

Mrs Lov. True, true. 

Mrs Mech. Ay, ay, it is then they may be faid to be 
nfeful ; it is the only tear and wear feafon. 

Mrs Lov. Right, right. 

Mrs Mecb* Well, Ma^am, I fee what you want, and 
to-morrow about this time, if you'll do me the favour to 
caU^ ^ • 

Mrs Lov. I fhan't fail. 

Mrs Mecb. I think I can fuit you. 

Mrs Lov. You'll be very obliging. 

Mrs Mecb. You may depend upon't I'll do my endea- 
vours. 

Mrs Lov. But, Mrs Mechlin, be fure don't let hiifx be 
elder than that, not above feven or eight and twenty at 
moft ; and let it be as foon as you conveniently can. 

Mrs Mecb. Never fear. Ma'am. 

Mrs Lov. Becaufe, you know the more children I have 
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by the fecond venter, the greater plague I fliall prove to 
thofe I had by the firft. 

Mrs Mech. True, Ma'am. You had better lean on me 
to the door ; but indeed, Mrs Loveit, you are very malici- 
ous to your children, very revengeful, indeed. 

Mrs Lov. Ah, they deferve it, you can't think what 
fad whelps they turn out ; no punifhment can be too much ; 
if their poor father cou'd but have forefeen they wou'd 
have— why did I mention the dear man ! it melts me too 
much. Well peace be with him. To-morrow about this 
time, Mrs Mechlin, will the party be here, think you ? 

Mrs Mech. I can't fay. 

Mrs Lov. Well, a good day, good Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Here, John, take care of your miftrefs.— - 
\Kx%t Mrs Loveit.] A good morning to you. Ma'am. 
Jenny, bid Simon come up. A hufband ! there now is a 
proof of the prudence of age ; I wonder they don't add a 
claufe to the ad to prevent the old from marrying clan- 
deftinely as w«ll as the young. I am fure there are as 
many unfuitable matches at this time of life as the other. 

Enter Simon. 

Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr Fungus's 
fervants below ? 

Sim. Three or four ftrange faces. 

Mrs Mech. Ay, ay, fome of that troop I fuppofe ; come, 
Simon, be feated. Well, Simon, as I was filing you, this 
Mr Fungus, my lodger above, that has brought home from 
the wars a whole cart-load of money, and who (between 
you and I) went there from very little better than a driver 
of carts — 

&im. I formerly knew him. Ma'am. 

Mrs Mech. But he does not know you ? , 

Sim. No, no. 

Mrs Mech. I am glad of that — this fpark, I fay, not 
content with being really as rich as a lord, is determin'd 
to rival them too in every other accomplifliment. 

Sim. Will that be fo eafy ? why he mult be upwards of— 

Mrs Mech. Fifty, I warrant. 

Sim. Rather late in life to fet up for a gentleman. 

Mrs Mech. But fine talents, you know, and a ftrong in- 
clination-— 

Sim. That, indeed — 

MnHH. 
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Mrs Mich. Then I promife jou he fpares for no painsi 

Sim. Diligent ? 

Mrs Mech. Oh, always at it. Learning fomething or 
other from morning to night ; my houfe is a perfed aca-> 
demjyfuch a throng of fencers, dancers, riders, muficians ; — 
but, however, to fweeten the pill, I have a fellow-feeling 
for recommending the teachers. 

Sim, No doubt. Ma'am ; that's always the rule. 

Mrs Mech. But one of his ftudies is really diverting ; 
I own I can't help laughing at that. 

Sim. What may that be ? 

Mrs Mech. Oratory. — ^You muft know his firft ambi- 
tion is to have a feat in a certain afTembly ; and in order 
to appear there with credit, Mr What-d'ye-Call'em, the 
man from the city, attends every morning to give him a 
lefture upon fpesJ^ing, and there is fuch haranguing and 
bellowing between them — ^Lord have mercy upon — ^but 
youll fee enough on't yourfelf ; for do you know, Simon, 
you are to be his valet de chambre ? 

Sim. Me, Madam ! 

Mrs Mech. Ay, his privy counfellor, his confidant, his 
direftor in chief. 

Sim. To what end will that anfwer ? 

Mrs Mech. There I am coming. You are to know^ 
that our 'Squire Wou'd-be is violently bent upon matri- 
mony J ai^d nothing forfooth will go down but a perfon of 
rank and condition. 

Sim. Ay, ay, for that piece of pride he's indebted to 
Germany. 

Mrs Mech. The article of fortune he holds in utter con- 
tempt ; a grand alliance is all that he wants ; fo that the 
lady has but her veins full of high blood, he does not care 
two-pence how low and empty her purfe is. 

Sim. But, Ma'am, won't it te difficult to meet with si 
fuitaUe fubje& ? I believe there are few ladies of quality 
that — 

Mrs Mech. Oh, as to that, I am already provided. 

Sim. Indeed! 

Mrs Mech. You know my niece Dolly ? 

Sim. Very well. 
. Mrs Mech. What think you of her ? 

Sim. Of Mifs Dolly, for what? 

Mrs Meci. 
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Mrs Mech. For what ! you are plaguUy dull : why a 
ivoman of fafliion, you dunce. 

Sim. To be fure Mifs Dolly is very deferving, and few 
ladies have a better appearance ; but, blefs me, Madam^ 
here people of rank are fo generally known, that the fligbteft 
enquiry wou'd poifon your proje^. 

Mrs Mech. Oh, Simon, I have no fear from that quarter; 
there I think I am pretty fecure. 

Sim. If that, indeed, be the cafe — 

Mrs Mecb. In the firft place, Mr Fungus has an entire 
reliance on me. 

Sim* That's fomething. 

Mrs Mecb. Then to baffle an idle curiofity, we are not 
derived from any of your new-fangled gentry, who owe 
their upftart nobility to your Harry's and Edward's. No^^ 
no, we are fcions from an older ftock ; we are the hundred 
and fortieth lineal defcendant from Hercules Alexander, 
Earl of Glendowery, prime minifter to King Malcolm the 
Firift. 

Sim. Odfo ! a qualification for a canon of Strafbourg. 
So then it feems you are tranfplanted from the banks of 
the Tweed ; cry you mercy ! But how will Mifs Dolly be 
able to manage the accent ? 

Mrs Mecb. Very well; fhe was two years an aftrefs ia 
£denboroiigh. 

Sim. I hat's true ; is the overture made, has there been 
any interview ? 

Mrs Mecb. Several ; we have no diflike to his perfon ; 
can't but own he is rather agreeable ; and as to his pro. 
pofals they are greater than we cou'd defire : but we are 
prudent and careful, fay nothing without the Earl's appro- 
bation. 

Sim. Oh, that will be eafily had. 

Mrs Mecb. Not fo eafily ; and now comes your part : 
but firft, how goes the world with you, Simon ? 

Sim. Never worfe ! the ten bags of tea, and the cargo 
of brandy, them peering rafcals took from me in SuflcXp 
has quite broken my back. 

Mrs Mecb. Poor Simon ! why then I am afraid thcrc'i 
an end of your traffick. 

Sim. Totally : for now thofe fellows have got the Ifle of 
Man in their hands, I have no chance to get home, Mm 
Mefhlin. 

Mrs Micf^ 
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Mrs Mech. Then you are entirely at leifurc. 

Sim. As a Bath turnfpit in the month of July. 

Mrs Mech, You are then, Simon, an old family fervant 
in waiting here oiti the lady ; but difpatch'd to the north 
•with a view to negotiate the treaty, you are juft returned 
with the noble Peer's refolution. Prepare you a fuitable 
equipage, I will provide you with a couple of letters, one 
for the lover and one for the lady — 

^im. The contents — 

Mrs Mecb. Oh, you may read them within : now with 
regard to any queftions, I will fumifli you with fuitable 
anfwers ; but you have a bungler to deal with, fo your 
cards will be eafily play'd. 

Enter Jenny. 

yen. Mifs Dolly, Ma'am, in a hackney coach at the 
comer ; may flie come in ? 

Mrs Mech. Are the fervants out of the way ? 

Jen. Oh, fhe is fo muffled up and difguifed, that ihe'll 
run no dangei: from them. 

Mrs Mech. Be fure keep good watch at the door, Jenny. 

Jen. Oh, never fear. Ma'am. [Exit Jenny. 

Mrs Mecb. Simon, take thofe two letters that are under 
the furthermoft cufhion in the window, run home, get a 
dirty pair of boots on, a great coat, and a whip, and be here 
with them in half an hour at farthefl. 

Sim. I will not fail. But have you no farther direct 
tions ? 

Mrs Mech. Time enough. I {hall be in the way ; for 
It is me that muft introduce you above. [^Exit Simon.] So 
things feem now in a pretty good train ; a few hours, it is 
to be hoped, will make me eafy for life. To fay truth^ 
I begin to be tir'd of my trade. To be fure the profits are 
great ; but then, fo are the riiks that I run : befides, my 
private praftice begins to be fmoak'd. Ladies are fup- 
pos'd to come here with different deligns than merely to look 
at my goods ; fome of my beft cuftomers too, are got out 
of my channel, and manage their matters at home by their 
maids. Thofe afylums, they gave a dreadful blow to my 
bufinefe. Time has been, when a gentleman wanted ^ 
friend, I could fupply him with choice in an hour ; but the 
market is fpQiled, and a body might as foon procure a hare 
or a partridge as a pretty— .[£/i^^r Dolly.]— So niece, are 

all 
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Ui tilings prepared? have 7011 got tht papcrli fironi 
Harpj ? 

Dotty . Here thej are^ Ms^am. 

Mrs Mecb. Let me fee- ^h the marriage articles fblr 
t^ungus to fign. Hkire jou got the bontrad abciut joti ? 

Deifyi Yoa Imow, aunt, I left it with joii. 

Mrs Mecb. Truei I had forgot : but where is the bond' 
tiiat I-— here it id ; this^ D6II71 you muft iign and feal be- 
fore witnefles. 

Dotty » To what end^ aunt ? . , 

Mrs Metb, Only, child, a trifling atknowledgment fot 
Ul the trouble I have taken ; a little hint to your huiband^ 
that he may reimbiirfe your poor aunt^ for your doaths^* 
board, lodgings and breeding. 

Dotty. I hope my atmt do^ss not fufped that I can evet^ 
bewanting'^- 

Mrs Mecb. No^ my dear, not in the ledft : biit it is beftj 
Polly, in order to prevent dl retrofpeftion^ that we fettle 
Hccounts before you change your condition. 

Dotty. But^ Ma'am, may not I fee the contents ? 

Mrs Mecb. The contents, love, of y^hat ufe will that 
be to you ? Sign and feal^ that's enough. 

Dotty. But^ aunt, I thufe to feci what I fign* 

Mrs Mecb. To fee ! .what then you filfped me ? 

Dotty. No^ Ma'am ; but a little caution — ' 

Mrs Mecb. Caution I Here's an inipudent baggage ! 
How dare you difpute my commands ? Have not I made 
j-ou, raifed you from nothings and won't a word frdm my 
inouth reduce you again ? 

Dotty. Madam^ I — 

Mrs Mecb. Anfwer me,^ hudy^ ^as not yoii a beggar's 
i>rat at my door ; did not I^ out of compaiuon, take you 
into my houfe^ call you my niece^ and give you fuitable 
breeding ? 

Do//^. I'rue^ Madam; 

Mrs Mecb. And what retuhi did yoit make! ihe ? YotL 
had fcarce entered into your teens^ you forward flut, but 
jou brought ine a child almoft as big as yourfelf ; and a de- 
lightful father yeu chofe for it ! Do3or Gatgut^ the meagre 
snufician ; that fick monkey-face maker of crotchets ; that 
eternal trotter after all the little draggle-tail'd girls of town. 
Oh, you low flutj had it been by a gentleman, it would not 
have vex'd me ; but a fidler t 

Vol. II. C bottf. 
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DoUy. For heavcn*s ffike-i- 

Mrs Mech. After that you eloped, commenced flroller, 
and in a couple of jears returned to town in your original 
trim, with fcarce a izg to your back. 

Dolly. Pray, Ma'am — 1 

Mrs Mech. Did not I, notwithftanding, receive you 
again? have not I tortured my brains for your good? 
found you a hufband as rich as a Jew, juft brought aUmj 
matters to bear, and now you refufe to fign a paltry paper ? 

Dolly. Vx^jy Madam, give it me, I will fign^ execute, . 
do all that you bid me. 

Mrs Mech. You will ; yes, fo you had beft. And what'f 
become of the child, have you done as I ordered ? 

Dolly. The Dofi^or was not at home ; but the nurfe left 
the child in. the kitchen, 

Mrs Mech. You heard nothing from him ? . ; 

Dolly. Not a word. 

Mrs Mech. Then he is meditating fom« mifchie^ I war- 
rant. However, let our good ftars fecure us to-day, aa^ 
a fig for what may happen to-morro^. It is a little un- 
lucky, thoV that Mr Fungus has chofen the Dodor for lus 
mailer of mufic ; but as yet he haa not been here, and, if 
poffible, we muft prevent him. 

Enter Jenny, bqftily, 

Jen. Mr Fungus, the tallow-chandler. Ma'am, is crolfing 
the way, fliall I fay you are at home ? 

Mrs Mech, His brother has fervants enough, let feme 
of them anfwer. Hide, Dolly. . [Exit Dolly and Jexmy.^] 
— [One knock at the door."] — Ay, that's the true tap of the 
trader ; this old brother of ours tho' is fmoky and fhrewd, 
and tho' an odd, a fenfible fellow ; we . muft guard againft 
him : if he gets but an inkling, but the ilightefl fufpici(m, 
our projeft is marr'd. — [j4 noife without.'] — ^What the 
deuce is the matter ! As I live a fquabble between him 
and La Fleur, the French footman we hir'd this morning. 
Tills may msike mirth, I'll liften a little. [Retires^. 

Enter Mr Ifaac Fungus, driving in La Fleur. 

/. Fung. What, is there no-body in the houfe than caa 
give me an anfwer ; where's my brother, you rafcal ? 
La Fleur. Je n' entend pas. 

/. Fung. ]?as, what the devil is that -, anfwer yes or no, 

is 
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is my brother at home ; don't flirug ujp your {houldert at 
uktp yott O h^ here comes a rational being.-— 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Madam Mechlin, how fares it ? this here lanthom-jaw'd 
rafeal won't give me an anfwer, and indeed wou'd fcarce 
kt me into the houfe. 
* Za Fleur. C'ft gros Bourgois a fait une tapage de diable. 

Mrs Mecb. ¥y done c'eft le frere de moi^eur. 

Za Fleur. Le frere ! Mon Dieu ! 

/. Fung. What is all this ? what the devil linguo is the 
fellow a talking ? , 

Mrs Mecb. This is a footman from France that your 
brother has taken. 

/• Fung. From France ! and is that the beft of his breed- 
ing ? I thought we had taught them better manners abroad, 
than to come here and infult us at home. People make 
fodi a rout about fmuggling their Frenchified goods, their 
men do us more mifchief. If we could but hinder 'the im- 
porting of them— - 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, you are a true Briton, I fee that, Mr 
Ifaac. 
. /. Fung. I warrant me : is brother Zachary at home ? 

Mrs Mecb. Above flairs. Sir. 

/. Fung. Any company with him? 

Mrs Mecb. Not any to binder your vifit. La Fleur, 
«uvrez le porte. 

/. Fung. Get along you — Mrs Mechlin, your fervant. 
I can't think what the devil makes you quality fo fond of 
the mounfiers 5 for my part, I don't fee — March and be 
iKan^d to you— »you footy-fac'd — 

[Exeunt I. Fungus, and La Fleur; 

Mrs Mecb. Come, Dolly, you may now appear. 

Ent^r Jenny. \ 

Jen. Mr Paduafoy, Ma'am, the Spitalfields leaver ; he * 
h«s been waiting this hour, and fays he has fome people 
at home 

'Mrs Mecb. Let him enter ^ in a couple of minutes 111 
fbUow you, Dolly. Exit ]eimj. 

Eater 
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£Mf^ Paduafoy. 

Mrs Mech. Mr Paduafoj^ you may load yourfdf hoBM 
. with thofe filks, they won^t do for my market. 

Mr fad. Why, what's the matter, Madam ? 

Mrs Mech. Matter ! ^ou are a pre^y fellow indeedj^ 
you a tradefman ! but it*^ lucky I know you ; things 
might have been worfe ; let us fettle accounts^ Mr Padtta^ 
£oy 5 youll fee no more of my money. 

Pad. \ fliall be forry far that^ Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Sorry ! anfwer nie one queftioiti ; i|m not I 
the heft cuftomer that ever you had ? 

tad. I confefs it. 

Mrs Mech. Have not I mortgaged my precioas foul^ Vpr 
fwearing to ndy quality c^ftomexii that die fluff from your 
looms was the produce of Lyons ? 

Pad. Granted. 

Mrs Mech. And unlefs that had been believ^dy couU 
you have fold them a yard, nay a nail ? 

Pad. I believe not. 

Mrs Mech. Very well. Did not. Sir, I procure yoo 
more money for your cursed goods^ when fold as the m»; 
nufafture of France, than as mere Engliih they could have 
ever produced you ? 

Pad. I neyer deny'd it. 

Mrs Mech. Then are not you a pretty fellow, to Uow 
up and ruin my reputation at once ? 

Pad. Me, Madam ! 

Mrs M^ch. Yes, you. 

Pad. As how? 

Mrs Mech. Did not you tell me thefe pieces of filk 
were entire, and the only ones you had made of that paU 
iem? 

Pad. Idid. 

Mrs Mech. Now mind. Laft Monday I left them as 
juft lande^f"* upon a pretence to fecure them firom feixurej^ 
at the old Countefs of Furbelow's, by whofe means I wall 
fure, at my own price, to get rid of them both ; and who 
ihould come in h& night at the ball at the Manfion-Houfe,^ 
where my lady unluiily happened to be, with a full fuit 
pf the blue patterti upon her back^ but Mrs Deputy Dow^ 
•^afs, dizen'd out like a duchefs. 
" Pad. Mrs Deputy Dowlafis ! Is it poffible ? 
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Mrs Mecb, There is no denying the faft ; but that ^ 
not all : if indeed Mrs Depntj had behaved like a gentle- 
woman, and fwore they had been fent her from Paris, whj 
there the thing would have died ; but fee what it is to have 
|o do with mechanics, the fool owned flie had them from 
jou. I Ihould b^ glad to fee any of my cuftomers at a lols 
for a lye. But diofe trumpery traders, Mr Paduafoy, 
you'll never gain any credit by them. 

Pad. Thi? muft be a trick of my wife's ; I know the 
^omen are intimate, but this piece of intelligence will make 
a hot houfe. None of n^y fault indeed, Mrs Mechlin ; I 
hope. Ma'am, this won't make any difference ? 

Mrs Mech. PifEerence ! I don't believe I fhall be able 
to fmuggle a gown for you thefe li^ months. What is ia 
lliat bundle? 

Pad. Some India handkerchiefs, that you promist'd to 
procure of & fupercargo at Woolwich, for Sir Thomas 
CaUico's lady. 

Mrs Mtcb. Are you pretty forward with the light 
i}>rigg'd waiftcoats from Italy ? 

Pmd. They will be out of the loom in a week. 

Mrs Mech. You need not put any Geno4 velvets m 
luuid till the end of die autumn $ but you may make me 
immediately s^ freih fortment of foreign ribbons for funiH 
mer. 

Pad. Any olhet eommands, Mrs Mechliu ? 

Mrs Mecb. Not at prefent, I think. 

Pad. I wiih you, Madam, a very good morning. 

Mrs Mecb. Mr Paduafoy, Lord ! I had lik'd to have 
forgot. You muft write an ^onymous letter to the Cuf- 
tom»hoTife, and fend me fcune old uiks to be feized ; I muft 
treat the town with a l^osAxt : it wiU make a fine para^. 
graph for the papers ; and at the fan^^ time advertife the 
public where fuch things may l^ had. 

Pad. I {han't fail. Madam. Exit Paduafoy* 

Mrs Mecb. Who fays now that I am not a friend to my 
country? I think the fociety for the encouragement of 
^rts fliould vote me a premium. I am fure I am one of 
0|e greateft eucom^gers ^ our own manufaftures. 

Emi Mrs Mechlin. 
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ACT 11. 

Scene I. continues^ 

Enter Commiflary Fungusy Ifaac Fungus, and 
Mrs Mechlin. 

Z. Fung. "DROTHER Ifaac, you are a blockhead, I tell 
^ you. But firft suifwer me this ; can know* 
ledge do a man any harm. 

/. Fmg. No, farting ^ what is befitting a man for to 
learn. 

Z. Fung. To learn ! and how fliould you know what is 
befitting a gentleman to learn ? Stick to your trade, mafter 
tallow-chandler. 

/. Fung. Now, brother Zachary, can you fay in your 
confcience, as how it is defcent to be learning to dance^ 
when you ha' almoft loft the ufe of your legs ? 

Z. Fung. Loft the ufe of my legs ! to fee but the malice 
of men ! Do but ax Mrs Mechlin ; now, Ma'suii, does not 
Mr Dukes fay, that, confidering my tipie, I have made • 
wonderful progrefs ? 

/. Fung. Your time, brother Zac ! 

Z. Fung. Ay, my time, brother Ifaac. Why, I ha*nt 
been at it pafting a couple of months, and we hove at our 
fchpol two aldermen and a ferjeant at law, that were fuU 
half a year before they could get out of hand* 

Mrs Mecb. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fung. There now, Mrs Mechlin can vouch it. And 
pray. Ma'am, does not mafter allow, that of my age, I am 
the moft hopeful fcholar he has ? 

Mrs Mech. I can't but fay, Mr Ifaac, that the ^fquire 
has made a moft prodigious improvement. 

Z. Fung. Do you hear that ? I wifti we had but a kit, 
I would mow you what I could do : one, two, three, ha. 
One, two, three, ha. There are rifings and finkings ! 

Mrs Mech. Ay, marry, as light a9 a cork. 

Z. Futtg^ A'n't it ? Why, before next winter is over, he 
fays, hell fit me for dancing in public ; and whp knows 
but in Lent you may fee me amble at a Ridotto with an 
#pcr^ finger. 

Mrs Mecb^ 
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Mrs Mech. And I warrant he acquits himfelf as well as 
the beft. 

/. Fung. Mercy on me ! and praj, brother, that thing 
like a fword in jour hand, what maj the ufe of that ixn- 
plement be ? 

Z. Fuug. This > oh, this is a foil* 

/. Fung. A foil. 

Z. Fung. Ajy a little inftrument, bj which we who are 
gentlemen are inftru&ed to kill one another. 

/. Fung. To kill ! Marry, heaven forbid ; I hope you 
have no (uch bloody intentions. Why, brother Zac. you 
was ufed to be a peaceable man. 

Z. Fung. Ay, that was when I was a peltry mechanic, 
and afraid of the law, but now I am another guefs perfon : 
I have been in camps, cantoons, and intrenchments \ have 
marched over bridges and breaches ; I have feen the Ezel 
and Wezel ? I'm got as rich as a Jew, and if any man 
dares to affront me, I'll let him know that my trade has 
been fighting. 

/. Fung. Rich as a Jew ! Ah, Zac. Zac. but if you had 
not had another guefs trade than fighting, I doubt whether 
you would have returned altogether fo rich : but now you 
have got all this wealth, why not fit down and enjoy it 
quiet? 

Z. Fung. Hark ye, Ifaac, do you purtend to know Ufe ? 
are you acquainted with the Beaux d'Efprits of the age? 

/. Fung. I don't underftand you, 

Z. Fung^ Np, I believe not ; then how ihould you know 
what belongs to gentility ? 

/. Fung. And why not as well as you, brother Zac. I 
hope I am every whit as well bom ? 

Z* Fung. Ay, Ifaac, but the breeding is all ; confider I 
have been a gentleman above five years and three quarters, 
and I think fiiould know a little what belongs to the bufi- 
nefs ; hey, Mrs Mechlin ? 

Mrs Mech. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fung. A|id as to this foil, do you know, fiaacp ia 
"VKhat the art dF fencing confifts ? 

/. Fung. How ibou'd I ? i* .. 

Z. Fung. Why, it is ihort ; there am 
firft is, to give your antagonift is fla 
the fecond, to be careful and- vai 

/• Fung. But how is this to 
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Z. Fung. 0\ eafy enoag}i ; for do jou fee^ if yoti cail 
but divert your adverfary's point from the Unc of yoirif 
tiody, it is impoflible he erer mould hit you ; and all this 
is done by a little turn of the wrift, eidier this way^ or 
that way. But 111 ihow you : John, bring me a foil. 
Mrs Mechlin, it will be worth your obferving. Here^ 
brother Ifaac [Offers him afoU^ 

/. Fung. Not I. 

Z. Fung. Thefe Bourgois are fo frightful— ^— Mrs Mecb-! 
iin, will ^ou. Ma'am, do me the £avour to puih at me d 
litde ? Mind, brotlier, when ihe thrufts at me in carte, I 
do fo ; and when ihe puihes in tierce, I do fo ; and by this 
means a man is fure to avoid being killed. But it may 
not be amifs, brother Ifaac, to give you the progrefs of a 
regular quarrel ; and then you wiU fee what fort of a 
thing a gentleman is. Now 1 have been told, do fee,. bro- 
ther Ifaac, by a friend who has a regard for my h6nour^ 
that Captain Jenkins, or Ho|^ins, or Wilkins^ or what 
captain you pleafe, has in public company call'd me a 
cuckold 

/. Fung. A cuckold ! But how can that be ? becaufe 
why, brother Zac. you be'nt married. 

Z. Fung. But as I am juft going to be married, diat may 
very well happen, you know. 

Mrs Mech. True. 

Z. Fung. Yes, yes, the thine is natutal ehough. Well^ 
the captain has faid, I am a cuckold ; upon which^ the firft 
time I fet eyes on captain Wilkins, either at Vauxhall, ot* 
at Ranelagh, I accoft him, in a courteous, genteel-likd 
manne r 

/. FuHg. And that's xtiore than he merits. 

Z. Fung. Your patience, dear I&ac ^in a courteous^ 

gentleman-like manner ; Captain Hopkins, your fervant. 

/. Fung. Why, you call'd him but now Captain Wil« 
kins. 

Z. Fung. P'fiiaw ! you blockhead, I tell ydu tbe nam6 

does not fignify nothing Your fervant ; ihall I crave 

your ear for a moment ? iTie captain politely replies, your 
commands, good Mr Fungus ? Then we walk fide by fide 
-—Come here, Mrs Mechlin — \TChey walk up and dawn^ 
for fome time as civil as can be. Mind^ brodier Ifaac* 

/. Fun* I do, I do. 

Z. F^ung. 
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Z. Fung. Hey !-^nO| t'other fide, Mt$ Mechlin-^at's 
tight^-I hear/ Captain WiUdoii— 

/. Fung. I knew it waa Wilkins. 

Z. Fung. Zotlnds ! Kaac> be qtiiet--^Wilkin3> that joii 
have taken fonoie liberties about and concerning of me; 
which, damme, I don't underftand*— 

/. Fung. Don't fwear, brother- Zachary. 

Z. Fung. Did ever mortal hear the like of this fellow ^ 

/• Fung. But jou are grown fuch a reprobate fince you 
went to the wars^- 

Z. Fung. Mrs MechliA, ftop the tongue of that blockhead i 
v/hj, dunce, I am fpeaking by rule^ and Mrs MecHlin can 
tell you that duels and damme'i go always together. 

Mrs Mecb. Oh, always. 

Z. Fung. Which, damme, I don't undierftand. Liberties 
v^ith you, cries the captain, where, when, and in what man- 
ner ? Laft Friday night, in company at the St Albnn's, you 
called me a buck, and moreover faid that my horns were ex- 
alted. Now, Sir, I know very well what was your meaning 
by that, and therefore demand fatisfafkion. That, Sir, is what 
I never deny to a gentleman ; but as to.you, Mr Fungus, 
I can't confent to give you that rank. How, Sir, do you 
deny my gentility! Oh, that aflBront muftbe anfwered this in-i 
ftant — ^Draw, Sir! Nowpufh, Mrs Mechlin. [Tbey fence.'} 
There I parry tierce, there I parry carte, there I parry- 
Hold, hold, have a care, zooks ! Mrs Meclilin. 

/. Fung. Ha, ha, ha \ I think you havt met with your 
anatch ; well puih'd, Mrs Mechlin* 

Z. Fung. Ay, but inftead of pufliing in tierce^ fhe puflied 
me in carte, and came fo thick with her thrufts that it was 
not in nature to parry them. 

/. Fung. Well, well, I am fully convinced of your Ikill ; 
but I think, brother Zac. you hinted an intention of marry- 
ing, is that your defign ? 

Z. Fung. Undoubtedly. 

/. Fung. And when ? 

Z. Fung. Wbiy this evening. 

!• Fung. So fudden ! and ptij ii it a fecret to whom ? 

Z. Fung. A fecret, no, I am proud of the match ; ihe 
brings me all that I w4nt, her veins full of good blood : 
fuch a fiunily ! fuch an aUiitnce ! zooks, fhe has a pedigree 
as long as the Mall, brother Ifaac^ with large trees on each 
fide, sind all the boughs loaded with lords* 

Vol. n, D /. Fung^ 
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/. Fung. But has the ladj no name. 

Z. Fung. Name ! ay, fuch a name, Lord, we have no-* 
thing like it in London : none of jour ftunded little dwaffiih 
words of one fyllable ; your Watts, and your Potts, and 
your Trotts ; tfiis rumbles through the throat like a cart 
with broad wheels. Mrs Mechlin, you can pronounce it 
better than me^ 

Mrs Mech. laAy Sacharifla Mackirkincroft. 

Z. Fung. Kirkincroft ! there are a mouthful of fyllables 
for you. Lineally defcended from Hercules Alexander 
Charlemagne Hannibal, Earl of Glendower^ prime minifter 
to king Malcolm the firft. 

/. Fung. And are all the parties agreed. 

Z. Fun{[. I can't fay quite all ; for the right honourable 
Peer that is to be my pappa (who by the bye is as proud 
as the devil) has flatly renounc'd the sdliance, calls me here 
in his letter Plebeian, and fays if we have any children, 
they wiM turn out very little better than pye-baUs. 

/. Fung. And what does the gentlewoman fay ? 

Z. Fung. The gentlewoman ! oh, the gentlewoman (who* 
between ourfelves) ifs pretty near as high as her &dier ; 
but, however, my perfon has prov'd too hard for her pride^ 
and I take the affair to be as good as concluded. 

/. Fung. It is refolv'd ? 

Z. Fung. Fix'd. 

/. Fung. I am forry for it. 

Z. Fung. Why fo ? come, come, brother Ifaac, don't be 
uneafy, I have a (hrewd guefs at your grievance ; but 
though you may not be fuffer'd to fee lady ScracariiTa at 
firft, yet who knows before long I may have intereft enough 
with her to bring it about ; and in the mean time you may 
dine when you will with the fteward. , 

/. Fung. You are exceedingly kind. 

Z. Fung. Mrs Mechlin, you don't think my lady will 
gainfay it ? 

Mrs Mech. By no means ; it is wonderful, confidering 
her rank, how mild and condefcending fhe is : why, but 
yefterday, fays her Ladyihip to me, though, Mrs Mechlin, 
it can't be fuppos'd that I inou'd admit any of the'Fungus 
family into my prefence— - 

Z. Fung. No, no, to be fure ; not at firft, as I faid. 

Mrs' Mech. Yet his brother, or any other relation, may' 
dine with the fervant« every day. 

ZrFung. 
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Z. Fung. Do you hear, Ifaac ? There's your true, in- 
herent nobility, fo humble and affable ! but people of real 
rank never have any pride ; that is only for upftarts. 

/. Fung. Wonderfully gracious ! but here, brother Zac. 
you miftdke me, it is not for myfelf I am forry. **^ 

Z. Fung. Whom then ? 

/. Fung. For you. Don't you think that your wife will 
defpife you ? 

Z. Fung. No. 

/. Fung. Can you fuppofe that you will live together a 
month ? 

Z. Fung. Yes. 

/. Fung. Why, can you bear to .walk about your own 
houfe like a paltry dependent ? 

Z. Fung. No. 

/. Fung. To have yourfelf and your orders contenm'd 
by your fervants ? 

Z. Fung. No. 

/. Fung. To fee ybur property devoured by your lady's 
beggarly coufins, who, notwithitanding, won't vouchfafe 
you a nod ? — 

Z. Fung. No. 

/. Fung. Can you be blind at her bidding, run at her fend- 
ing, come at her calling, dine by yourfelf when flie has better- 
moil company, and fleep fix nights a week in the garret ? 

Z. Fung. No. 

/. Fung. Why, will you dare to difobey, have the im- 
pudence to difpute the fovereign will and pleafure of a lady 
like her ? 

Z. Fung. Ay, marry will I. 

/. Fung. And don't you expeA a whole clan of Andrew 
Ferraros, with their naked points at your throat ? 

Z. Fung. No. 

/. Fung. Then yoi^ don't know half you will have to go 
through. 

Z. Fung. Look you, brother, I know what you wou'd 
be at ; you don^t mean I ihou'd marry at all. 

/. Fling. Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong me ; I 
ihould with pleafure fee you equally match'd, that is, to 
one of your own rank and condition. 

Z. Fung. You would ? I don't doubt it, but that is a 
pleafure you never will have. Look you, Ifaac, I have 
made up my mind ; it is a lady I like, and a lady I will 

lis^vc : 
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have ; and if you faj any more. 111 not be contmCed with 
that, for damme, I'll marry a docheia. 

Enter La Fleur. 

Za Fkur. Le Maitre poi^r donner d'eloquence. 

Z. Fung. What does the puppy fay, Mrs Mechlin, for 
you know I can't parler vous. 

Mrs Mech. The gentleman from the city, that is to 
make you a fpeaker. 

Z. Fung. Odzooka ! a fpecial fine feUow, let'^ hare hini. 

Mrs Mccb. Faites V entrer. [^Exit La Fleur. 

/. Fung. Brother, as you are bufy, I will take another— 

Z. Fung. No, no, this is the fineft fellow of all, it is he 
that is to make me a man ; and hark ye, brother, if I 
fhou'd chance to rife in the ftate^ no more words, your 
bufinefs is done. 

/. Fung. What, I reckon fome member of parliament. 

Z. Fung. A member ! Lord help you, brother Ifaac, 
this man is a whole fenate himfelf. Why, it is the famousi 
orationer that has publiihed the book. 

/. Fung. What, Mr Gruel ? 

Z. Fung. The fame. 

/• Fung* Ye^]|, I have feen his name in the news. 

Z. Fung. Hi§ knowledge is wonderful ; he has told me 
fuch fecrets— Why, do you know, Ifaac, by what meansi 
Uis we fpeak? 

/. Fung. Speak ! why we fpeak widi our mouths. 

Z. Fung* No, we don't. 

/. Fung. Np ! 

Z. f'ung. No. He fays we fpeak by means of the 
tongue, the teeth, and the throat ; and without them we 
only fhould bellow. 

/. Fung. But furely the mouth—* 

Z. Fung. The mouth, I teU you, is little or nothing, 
only juft a cavity for the air to pafs through. 

I.Fung. Indeed! 

Z. Fung. That's all ; and when the cavity's fmall, little 
founds will come out ; when large, the great ones proceed : 
obferve now in whiftling and bawling— [wij/?Zpj and 
bawls,'] Do you fee ? Oh, he is a miraculous man. 

/. Fung. But of whatufc is all this ? 

Z. Fung. But it's luiowledge, an't it ; and of what figni- 
fication is that, you fool ! And then as to ufe, why he can 
** make 
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make me fpeak in any manner he pleafea ; as a lawjer, a 
merchant, a country gentleman ^ whatever the fubjed re- 
quires. — But here he is. 

Enter Mr Gruel. 

Mr Gruely yeur fcrvant ; I have been holding forth in your 
praife* 

GruiL I make no doubt, Mr Fungus, but to your decla- 
mation, or recitation (as Quintilian more properly terms 
it), I &all be indebted for much future praife, in as much 
as the reputation of the fcholar does (as I may fay) confer, 
or rather as it were reSe6):, a marvellous kind of luftre on 
the fame of the mafter himfelf • 

Z. Fung. There, Ifaac ! didft ever hear the like ? he 
talks juft as if it were all out of a book ; what wou'd you 
give to be able to utter fuch words ? 

/. Fung. And what fhou'd I do with them ? them holi- 
day terms wou'd not pafs in my ihop ; there's no buying 
land felling with them. 

Gruel. Your obfervation is pithy and pertinent : diflTe- 
rent ftations different idioms demand ; poliihed periods ac- 
cord ill with the mouths of mechanics 5 but as that tribe 
is permitted to circulate a bafer kind of coin, for the eafe 
^d convenience of inferior traffic, fo it is indulged with a 
vernacular or vicious vulgar phrafeology, to carry on their 
interlocutory commerce. But I doubt. Sir, I foar above 
the region of your comprehenfion ? 

/. Fung. Why if you would come down a ftep or two, 
1 can't fay but I fhould underftand you the better. 

Z. Fung. And I too. 

GrueL Then to the familiar I fall : if the gentleman has 
any ambition to ihine at a veftry, a common-hall, or even 
a convivial club, I can fupply him with ample materials. 

/. Fung. No, I have no fuch defire. 

Cruel. Not to lofe time ; your brother here (for fuch 
I find the gentleman is), in other refpeSbs a common man 
like yourfelf — 

Z. Fung. No better. 

Gruel. Obferve how altered by means of my art : are 
you prepar'd in the fpeech on the great importance of 
trade ? 

Z. Fung. Pretty well, I believe. 

Gruil 
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Gruel. Let jour gefticulations be chafte, and jour mufT 
eolar moveoxents confiftent. 

Z. Fung. Never fear — 

[Enter Jenn j, and whifpers Mrs Mechlin. 
Mrs Mechlin, jou*ll ftaj ? 

Mrs Mfcb. A little bufinefs ; 111 return in an inftanjt. 

[Exit Mrs Mechliup 

GrueL A little here to the left, if jou pleafe. Sir, there 
jou will onlj catch hisprofile— that's right— now jou will 
have the full force of his face ; one, two, three ; now off 
JOU go. 

Z. Fung. When I confider the vail importance of this 
day's debate ; when I revolve the various viciiStudes that 
this foil has fuftained ; when I ponder what our painted 
progenitors were -, and what we, dieir civilized fucceflbrs, 
are ; when I refled, that thej fed on crab*apples and chef^ 
nuts 

Gruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if jou pleafe. 

Z. Fung. I ou are right ; crab-apples and pignuts ; and 
that we feaft on green-peas, and on cuftards : when I trace, 
in the recording hiftorical page, that their floods gave thenx 
nothing but frogs, and now that we have fiih bj land-car* 
riage, I am loft in amazement at the prodgious power of 
commerce. Hail, commerce ! daughter of induftr j, con- 
fort to credit, parent of opulence, full fifter to libertj, and 
great grandmother to the art of navigatio n 

/. Fung. Whj this gentlewoman has a pedigrfse as long 
as jour wife's, brother Zac. 

Z. Fung. Prithee, Ifaac, be qi^iet— -art of navigation-^. 

a a 'vigation Zooks, that fellow has put me quite 

put. 

GrueL It matters not ; this daj's performance has largel j 
fulfill'd jour jefterdaj's promife. 

Z. Fung. But I han't half done, the beft is to come ; let 
me juft give him that part about tumpegs — ^for the floughs, 
the mires, the ruts, the impaflable bogs, that the languid, 
but generous, fteed travelled through ; he now pricks up 
his ears, he neighs, he canters, he capers through a whole 
region of turnpegs. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Your riding-mafter is below. 
Z. Fung. Gadfo ! then here we muft end. You'll 

pard9n 
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]»ardon me, good Mr Gruel ; for as I want to be a finiih'd 
gentleman as foon as I can, it is impoiSble for me to flick 
long to any one thing. 

GrueL Sir, though your exit is radier abrupt, jet the 
multiplicitj of your avocations, do (as I may fay) in 
fome meafure, cicatrize the otherwife mortal wound on 
this occafion fuftained by decorum. 

Z. Fung. Cicatrize ! I could hear him all day. — He 
is a wonderful man, WcD, Mr Gruel, to-morrow we 
will at it again. 

GrueL You will find me prompt at your flighteft volition. 

Z. Fung. I wiih, brother Ifaac, I could have ftaid, 
you fhould have heard me oration away like a lawyer, 
about pleadings and prefidents ; but all in good time— 

{Exit Fungus. 

Mrs Mech. This gentleman. Sir, will gain you vaft 
credit. 

GrueL Yes, Ma'am, the capabilities of the gentleman, 
I confers, are enormous ; and as to you I am indebted for 
this promifing pupil, you will permit me to expunge the 
obligation by an inftantaneous and gratis ledure on that 
fpecies of eloquence peculiar to ladies. 

Mrs Mecb. Oh, Sir, I have no fort of occafion— 

GrueL As to that biped, man (for fuch I define him to 
be), a male or mafculine manner belongs — 

Mrs Meeb. Any other time, good Mr Gruel. 

GrueL So to that biped, woman, fhe participating of 
his general nature, the word homo, in Latin^ being pro- 
mifcuouily ufed as woman or man — 

Mrs Mecb. For Heaven's fake— • 

GrueL But being caft in a more tender and delicate 
mold — ' 

Mrs Mecb. Sir, I have twenty people in waiting— 

GrueL The foft, fupple, and infinuating graces— 

Mrs Mecb. I muft infiil— 

GrueL Do appertain (as I may fay) in a more peculiar, 
or particular, manner ;— 

Mrs Mecb. Nay, then-— 

GrueL Her rank in the order of entities— 

Mrs Mecb. I muft thruft you out jpf my houfe. 

GrueL Not calling her forth—. 

Mrs Mecb* Was there ever fuch a {fujbwg bim out.^ 

Re-enter 
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Gruel. Let your gefticulations be chafte, and your miilV 
eolar movements confiftent. 

Z. Fung. Never fear — 

[Enter Jennj, and whifpers Mrs Mechlin. 
Mrs Mechlin, jrou^ll ftay ? 

Mrs Mfcb. A little bufinefs ; 111 return in an inftanf:. 

[Exit Mrs Mechliup 

Gruel. A little here to the left, if you pleafe. Sir, there 
you will only catch hisprofile— that's right— now you will 
have the full force of his face ; one, two, three i now off 
you go. 

Z. Fung. When I confider the vail importance of this 
day's debate ; when I revolve the various viciiStudes that 
thu foil has fuftained ; when I ponder what our painted 
progenitors were ; and what we, dieir civilized fucceflbrs, 
are ; when I refled, that they fed on crab*apples and chefr 
nut s 

Gruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if you pleafe* 

Z. Fung. You are right ; crab-apples and pignuts ; and 
that we feaft on green-peas, and on cuftards : when I trace, 
in the recording hiftorical page, that their floods gave them, 
nothing but frogs, and now that we have fiih by land-car- 
riage, I am loft in amazement at the prodgious power of 
commerce. Hail, commerce ! daughter of induftry, con* 
fort to credit, parent of opulence, full fifter to liberty, and 
great grandmother to the art of navigatio n 

/• Fung. Why this gentlewoman has a pedigree as long 
as your wife's, brother Zac. 

Z. Fung. Prithee, Ifaac, be qi^iet— -art ic^ navigation-^ 

a a 'vigation Zooks, that fellow has put me quite 

put. 

Gruel. It matters not ; this day's performance has largely 
fulfill'd your yefterday's promife. 

Z. Fung. But I han't half done, the beft is to come ; let 
me juft give him that part about tumpegs — ^for the floughs, 
the mires, the ruts, dhe impaiTable bogs, that the languid, 
but generous, fteed travelled through ; he now pricks up 
his ears, he neighs, he canters, he capers through a whole 
region of tumpegs. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Your riding-mafter is below, 
Z. Fung. Gadfo ! idien here we muft end. You'll 

pardpn 
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jpardon me, good Mr Gruel ; for as I want to be a finiih'd 
gentleman as foon as I can, it is impoiSble for me to flick 
long to anj one thing. 

GrueL Sir, though your exit is radier abrupt, yet the 
-xnultiplicitj of your avocations, do (as I may fay) in 
fome meafure, cicatrize the otherwife mortal wound on 
tiiis occafion fuftained by decorum. 

Z. Fung. Cicatrize ! I could hear him all day. — He 
is a wonderftd man, WeU, Mr Gruel, to-morrow we 
will at it again. 

GrueL You will find me prompt at your flighteft volition. 

Z. Fung. I wifh, brother Ifaac, I could have ftaid, 
70a fhould have heard me oration away like a lawyer, 
about pleadings and prefidents ; but all in good time— 

[Exit Fungus. 

Mrs Mech. This gentleman. Sir, will gain you vaft 
credit. 

GrueL Yes, Ma'am, the capabilities of the gentleman, 
I confers, are enormous ; and as to you I am indebted for 
this promifing pupil, you will permit me to expunge the 
obligation by an inftantaneous and gratis ledure on that 
fjpecies of eloquence peculiar to ladies. 

Mrs Mech. Oh, Sir, I have no fort of occafion— 

GrueL As to that biped, man (for fuch I define him to 
be), a male or mafculine manner belongs — 

Mrs Meeb. Any other time, good Mr Gruel. 

GrueL So to that biped, woman, fhe participating of 
his general nature, the word homo, in Latin^ being pro- 
mifcuouily ufed as woman or man — 

Mrs Mech. For Heaven's fake— 

GrueL But being caft in a more tender and delicate 
mold — ' 

Mrs Mech. Sir, I have twenty people in waiting— 

GrueL The foft, fupple, and infinuating graces-— 

Mrs Mech. I muft infiil— * 

GrueL Do appertain (as I may fay) in a more peculiar, 
or particular, manner ;— 

Mrs Mech. Nay, then-— 

GrueL Her rank in the order of entities— 

Mrs Mech. I muft thruft you out jpf my houfe. 

GrueL Not calling her forth-— 

Mrs Mech. Was there ever fuch a [fu/bing him oui.^ 

Rgmenter 
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Re-enter Gruel. 

Grml To thofe emiaent, hazardous, and (as I may fay) 
perilous conflids, which fo often-* 

Mrs Mecb. Get down ftairs, and be hang'd to jou-^ 
\jpujhes him outJ\ There he goes, as 1 live^ from the top 
to the bottom : I hope, I han^t done him a mifchief : You 
ar'n't hurt» Mr Gruel ? — No, all's fafe \ I hear him going 
on with his fpeech ; an impertinent puppy. 

/• Fung. Impertinent, indeed : I wonder all thofe people 
don't turn your head, Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Oh, I am pretty well ufed to 'em. But 
who comes here ? Mr Ifaac, if you will ftep into thef 
next room, I have fomething to communicate that wellde- 
ferves your attention. \j£»int Ifaac Fungus. 

Enter Simon. 

Sim. Dodor Catgut at the foot of the ftairs. 

Mrs Mech. The devil he is ! what can have brought 
him at this time of day ? Watch, Simon, that nobody comes 
up whilft he is here. \Exit Simon] I hope he has not 
heard of the pretty prefent we fent him to-day. 

Enter Dr Catgut. 

Br Cat. Madam Mechlin, your humble. I have, 
IMa'am, received a couple of compliments from your man- 
fion this morning ; one I find from a lodger of your's, the 
other I prefume from your niece j but for the laft, I rather 
fuppofe 1 am indebted to you. 

Mrs Mech. Me ! indeed DoAor, you are widely nufta- 
ken ; I aflure you. Sir, fince your bufinefs broke out, I 
have never fet eyes of her once. 

Dr Cat. Then I am falfely informed. 

Mrs Mech. But after all you niuft own it is but what 
you deferve ; I wonder, Dofior, you don't leave off thefe 
tricks. 

Dr Cat. Why, what can I do, Mrs Mechlin ? my confti- 
tution requires, it. 

Mrs Mech. Indeed ! I fliould not have thought it. 

Dr Cat. Then the dear little devils are fo defperatcly 
fond. 

Mrs Mech. Without doubt. 

Dr Cat, 
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27f Cat. And for frolick^ limtion^ diligeocei dfefs^ 
luid adtfrefs — 

Mrs Mtch. To b« fux^* 

Dr Cat. Fdf vAm, ydu e«U genuuM gallAatrj^ few nMn^ 
I flatter tajiAS^ will be found that oan matdh mei 

Jfr^ M9ch. Ohy thtt's St point gitvn up. 

Dr £'a/. Harfc yt^ Molly MccUin^ let me petiik^ diild^ 
JOB look diraieljr to-dcty. 

Mrs Mecb. Indeed ! 

Dr Cat. But that I have two ot three ajBTaird on my 
hands, I flioa'd be pbfitively tempted to trifle with thee a 
little. 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, bttt Dodor^ confider I am not of a 
trifling age, it wou'd be only lofiag yoar time. 

Dr Cat- Ha, fo coy ! But a propos, Molly^ this lodger 
of your's ; who is he, and what does he want ? 

Mrs Mecb. You have heard of the great Mr Fungus ? . 

Dr Cat. Well i 

Mrs Mecb. Being informed of your Ikill and abilities^ 
he has fent for you to teach him to fing. 

Dr Cat. Me teach him to fing ! What, does the fcoun- 
drel mean to affront me ? 

Mrs Mecb. AflSfOnt yOtt ! 

Dr Cat. Why, don't you know, child> that I have quit^ 
ted that paltry profei&on ? 

Mrs Mecb. Not !• ^ 

Dr Cat. Oh, entirely renotlnc'a it. 

Mrs Mecb. Then What may you follow at prefent ? 

Dr Cat. Me ! — ^nothing. I am a poet, my dear. 

Mrs Mecb. A poet ? 

Dr Cat. A poet. The Mofes-^yeu know I was always 
fond of the ladies : I fuppofe you have heard of Shakcfpeay, 
and Shadwell^ of Tom Brown, and of Milton, and Hudi- 
bras ? 

Mrs Mecb. I have. 

Dr Cat. I ihall blaft all their laarek, by gad $ 1 have juft 
^ven the public a tafte, but there's a belly-fiill for them 
in my larder at home. 

Mrs Mecb. Upon my word, yOtt furj^rife me : bnt pray, 
is poetry a trade to be leam'd ? 

Dr Cat. Donbtlefs. Capital as^ I tm, I have not ac- 
quired it above a couple of years* 

Vol. II. E Mrs Mecb. 
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Mrs Mecb. And could you communicate jour art to 
another ? 

Dr Cat. To be fure. Why, I have here in my pockety 
my dear, a whole folio of rhimes, from Z quite to great A.' 
Let us fee, A. ay^ here it begins. A, als, pafs, grafii^ 
mafs, lafs, and fo quite thro' the alphabet down to Z. — 
2U>unds, grounds, mounds, pounds, hounds. 

Mrs Mech. And what do you do with thofe rhimes ? 

Dr Cat. Oh, we fupply them. 

Mrs Mech. Supply them ? 

Dr Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will Ihew you. Laft 
week, in a ramble to Dulwich, I made thefe rhimes into 
a,. duet for a new comic opera I have on the ftocks. Mind, 
for I look upon the wonb as a model for that fort of 
writing. 

Firft flie. — There to fee thejluggijh afs^ 
\ Through the meadows as we pa/s. 

Eating up the farmer'* s grafs^ 
£lyth, and merry, by the mafs^ 
As a lively country lafs. 

Mrs Mech. Very pretty. 

Dr Cat. A'n't it ? Then he rci^ies, 

]^ear the farmer cry out, Zounds I 
As he trudges through the grounds^ 
Yonder heafl has broke my mounds ; 
If the parifb has no pounds. 
Kill, and gite him to the hounds. 

Then Da Capo, both join in repeating the laft fianza ^ 
and this tack'd to a tolerable tune, will rim you for a couple 
of months. You obferve ? 

Mrs Mech. Clearly. As our gentleman is deiirous to 
learn all kinds of things, 1 can't help thinking but he will 
take a fancy to this. 

Dr Cat. In that cafe, he may command me, my dear j 
and I promife you, in a couple of months, he ihall know 
as much of the matter as I do. 

Mrs Mtcb. At prefent he is a little engaged^ but as 
foon as the honey-moon is over — 

Dr Cat* Honey-moon ! Why, is he going to be marry'd? 

Mrs Mech. This evening, I fancy. 

Dr Catn The fineft opportunity for an introduaion in 

nature. 
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nature. I have by me. Ma'am Mecblin, of my own com- 

pofition, fuch an epithalmium — 

• Mrs Mecb. Thalmium, what's t^at ? 

Br Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets compofe at 
the folemnizatlon of weddings. 

Mrs Mech. Oh, oh ! 

Dr Cat. It is fet to mufic already i for I ftill cote- 
pofe for myfelf 

Mrs Mecb. You do ? 

Dr Cat. Yes. What think you now of providing a band, 
and ferenading the *fquire to-night ? It will be a pretty 
extempore compliment. 

Mrs Mecb. The prettied thought in the world. But 
I hear Mr Fungus's bell. You'll excufe me, dear Do&or, 
you may fuppofe we are bufy. 

Dr Cat. No apology then. 111 about it this inftant. 

Mrs Mecb. As ibon as you pleafe ;— any thing to get 
you out of the way. [^j^de and exitJ^ 

Dr Cat. Your obfequious, ^ood Madam Mechlin. But 
notwithftanding all your fine Ipeeches, I fhrewdly fufped 
my bleffed bargain at home was a prefent from you ; and 
what {hall I do with it P Thefe little embarrafies we men 
of intrigue are eternally fubjed to. There will be no 
fending it back. She wiH never let it enter the houfe. — 
Hey ! gad, a lucky thought is come into my head — this 
ferenade is finely contrived — Madam Mechlin (hall have 
ker coufin again, for I will return her bye-blow in the 
body of a double bafe-viol ; fo the bawd fhall have a con- 
$:ert as well as the 'fquire.-*- [Exit Dr Catgut. 



ACT III. 

Scene continues. 

Enter Harpy, Young Loveit, and Jenny. 

Har. 'X'ELL your miftrefs my name is Harpy ; fhe knows 
•*■ me, and how precious my time is. 
Jen. Mr Harpy, the attorney of Fumival's Inn ? 

[Exii Jennjr* 
Har. The fame. Ay, ay, young gentlemaa, tb' 
your woman; I warrant your buunefs is done* 



3tf THfl COMMISSARY. 

knrw Kittj WiUiapASy that many'd Mr Abed&ego Potipharj 
the Jew broker ? 

T. Lov. I did. 

Har. And RipbiQ Rfunbow, the happj hiifbaad of the 
widow Champanfy, from the ifle of St Kitt'9 ? 

?*• Lov. I have feen him. 

Jiar. All owing to her. Her fuccefe in that branch of 
bufinefs is wonderful ! Why, I dare believe, fince laft fum-« 
mer, {he has not fent o£f lefs than forty couple to Edin- 
burgh. 

T. X^t Indeed I fhe muft be yerr adroit. 

Har, Adroit ! jou (hall judge ; I will tell you a cafe : 
you know the large briok houfe at Peckham, with a turret 
^t top ? 

r. Lov. Well. 

Har. There liv'd MUs Cicely Mite, the only daughter 
of old Mite the cheefemonger, at the comer of Newgate- 
ilreet, juft turned of fourteen, and under the wing of an 
old maiden aunt, as watchful a> a dragon— but hufli — I 
hear Mrs MephUn, I'll take another f^on to finiib my 
tale. 

jT. Lov. But, Mr Harpy, as tbefe kind of women are a ' 
good deal given to goffiping, I wou'd rather my real name 
was a fecret till there is a fort of neceffity. 

Har. Goffiping ! She, Lord help you, fhe is as clofe as a 
Catholic confeiTpr. 

T. Lov. That may be, but you muft give me leave to 
infift. 

Har^ Well, well, as you pleafe. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Your very humble fervant, good Madam Mechlin ; I have 
taken the liberty to introduce a young gentleman, a friend 
' of mine, to crave your affiftance. 

Mrs Mech. Any friend of your*s, Mr Harpy ; — won't 
you be feated. Sir ? 

2*. Lov. Ma'am. [^^yjit down. 

Mrs Mech. And pray. Sir, how can I ferve you ? 

Har. Why, Ma'am, the gentleman's fituation is — ^but. 
Sir, you had better ftate your cafe to Mrs Mechlin your- 
felf. 

T: Lqv. Why^ you are to know, Ma'am^ that I am juft 

efcap'd 
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efcap'd from the univerfitjr, where (I need not tell jou) 
you arc greatly efteem'd. 

Mrs Mecb. Very obliging. I muft own. Sir, I have 
had a very great refped for that learned body, ever 
fince they made a near and dear friend of mine a doidor of 
xnufic. 

T. Zov. Yes, Ma'am, I remember the gentleman. 
Mrs Mecb. Do you know him, Sir ? I ezpeft him here 
every minute to inftru£t a lodger of mine. 

2*. Lav. Not intimately. Juft arrived, but laft night ; 
upon my coming to town I found my father deceas'd, and 
all his fortune devig'd to his relid, my mother. 
Mrs Mecb. What, the whole ! 
T. Lov. Every {hilling — ^that is, for her life. 
Mrs Mecb. And to what fum may it amoimt ! 
JT. Lov. Why, my mother is eternally telling me, that^ 
jrfter her, I fliall inherit fifty or fixty thoufand at leafl. 
Mrs Mecb. Upon my word, a capital fum. 
T. Lov. But of what ufe, my dear Mr* Mechlin, fince 
Ihe refufes to advance »e a guinea upon the credit of it, 
and while the grafs grows — ^you know the proverb — 

Mrs Mecb. What, I fuppofe you want fomething for 
prefent fubfiftence. 

T. Lov. Juft my fituation. 

Mrs Mecb. Have you thought of nothing for yourfdf ? 
T. Lov. I am refolv'd to be guided by you. 
Mrs Mecb. What do you thmk of a wife ? 
T. Lov. A wife ! 

Mrs Mecb. Come, come, don't dcfpife my advice : when 
a young man's finances are low, a wife is a much better 
refource than a ufurer ; and there are in this town a num- 
ber of kind-hearted widows, that take a pleafure in repair- 
ing the injuries done by fortune to handfome young fel- 
lows. 

Har. Mrs Mechlin has reafon. 

T. Lov. But, dear Ma'am, what can I do with a wife ? 
Mrs Mecb. Do ! Why, like other young fellows who 
marry ladies a little ftricken in years ; m^e her your 
banker and fteward. If you fay but the word, before 
night I'll give you a* widow with two thoufand a year in 
her pocket. 

T. Lov. Two thoufand a year ! a pretty employment; 
if the refidence cou'd but be difpens'd with. 

Mrs Mecb., 
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Mrs Meeh. What do jou mean by refidence ? Do joti 
think a gentleman, like a pitiful trader, is to be eternally 
tackM to his wife*s petticoat : when flie is in town, be you 
in the country ; as flie fliifts, do you fliift. Why, yon 
need not be with her above thirty days in the year ; and 
let me tell you, you won*t find a more eafy condition : 
twelve months fubfiftence for one month's labour ! 

jT. Lov. Two thoufand a year, you are fure ? 

Mrs Mech. The leaft penny. 

T. LoV' Well, Madam^ you {ball difpofe of me jnft as 
you pleafe. 

Mrs Mech. Very well ; if you will call in half an hour 
at fartheft, I believe we fhall finifli the bufinefs. 

T. Lov. In half an hour ? 

Mrs Mech. Precifely. Oh, difpatch is the very life snd 
foul of my trade. Mr Harpy will tell you my terms, you 
will find them reafonable enough. 

Har. Oh, I am fure we (hall have no difpute about tfaofe. 

T. Lov. No, no. — ^ — [Go/«f .] 

Mrs Mech. Oh, but Mr Harpy, It mzj be proper to 
mention that the gentlewoman, the party^ is upward of 
fixty. 

T. Lov. With all my heart ; it is the purfe, not the 
perfon I want. Sixty ! fhe is quite a girl ; I wiili with 
aH my foul fhe was ninety. 

Mrs Mech. Get you gone, you are a devil, I fee that. 

T. Lov. Well, for half ah hour, fweet Mrs Mechlin, 
adieu. [Exeunt Young Loveit and Harpy. 

Mrs Mech. Soh ! I have provided for my dowager from 
Devonfhire-fquare, and now to gater for mj commifiTary, 
Here he com^s. 

Einter Fungus and Bridoun* 

Fung. So, in fix weeks O h, Mrs Mechlin, any news 
from the lady ? 

Mrs Mech. I expeft her here every moment. She is 
confcious that in this ftep (he defcends from her digoi^; . 
but being defirous to fcreen you from the fury of her noolo 
relations, fhe is determined to let them fee that the aft 
deed is entirely her own. 

Fung. Very kind, very obliging, indeed* But, 
Mechlin, as die family is fo furious, I reckon we 
never be reconcil'd. 

MrsA 
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Mrs Mich. I don't know that. When jou have bought 
commiifions for her three younger brothers, difcharg'd the 
mortgage on the paternal eftate, and portioned off eight or 
nine of her fifters, it is not impolfible but my lord may be 
prevailed on to fuffer your name-^ 

Fung. Do you thii^ fo ? 

Mrs Mecb. But then a work of time, Mr Fungus. 

Fung. Ay, ay, I know very well things of that kind are 
not brought about in a hurry. 

Mrs Mecb. But I mull prepare matters for the lady's 
reception. 

Fung. By all means. The jewels are fent to her lady* 
lliip ? 

Mrs Mecb. To be fure. 

Fung. And the ring for her ladyihlp, and her ladylhip^s 
licence ? 

Mrs Micb. Ay, ay, and her ladyfhip's parfon too ; aU 
are prepar'd. 

Fung. Parfon ! why, won't her ladyflup pleafe to be 
xnarry'd at PowPs ? 

Mrs Mecb. Lord, Mr Fungus, do you think a lady of 
her rank and condition would bear to be feen in public at 
once with a perfon like you ? 

Fung. That's true, I— . 

Mrs Mecb. No, no ; I have fent to Dr Tickletext, and 
the buiineis will be done in the parlour below. 

Fung. As you and her ladyihip pleafes, good Mrs 
Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb. You will get drefs'd as foon as you can. 

Fung. I fhall only take a ihort leiTon from Mr Bridoun, 
and then wait her ladyfhip's pleafure. Mrs Mechlin, may 
my brother be by ? 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, ay, provided his being fo is J^ept a fe- 
cret from her. 

Fung. Never fear. — [^Exit Mrs Mechlin. 

Well, Mr Bridoun, and you think I am mended a little ? 

Brid. A great deal. 

Fung. And that in a month or fix weeks t may be able 
to prance upon a long tail'd-horfe in Hyde-Park, without 
any danger of falling ? 

JBrid. Without doubt. 

Fung. It will be vaft pleafant, in the heat of the day, 
to canter along the ELing's-road, fide by fide, with the 

ladies. 
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hdies, in the thick Ql;the daft ; but Chat I maft not hope 
for this fummer. 

Brid. 1 don*t know that, if yon follow it dofe. 

Fuffg. Never fear, I ihan't be fparing of<-^But come, 
come, let us get to our buiinefs— -John, have the carpefi- 
ters brought home my new horfe ? 

£nter John. 

yobn. It is here, Sir, upon the top of the ftairs. 

Fung. Then fetch it in, in an inftant. [^Exh John.]— 
What a deal of time and trouble there goes, Mr Bridonn, 
to the making a gentleman. And do your gentlemen bom 
now Cfor I reckon you have had of all forts) take as much 
pains as we do ? 

Brid. To be fure, but they begin at an earlier age. 

Fung. There is fomething in that ; I did not know but 
they might be apter, more cuterer now in catching their 
laming. 

Srtd. Difpofitions do certainly differ. 

Fung. Ay, ay, fomething in nater, I warrant, as they 
fay the children of blackamoors will fwim as foon as they 
come into the world. 

[Enter Servants with a Wooden Hor/e."] 

Oh, here he is, — ods me ! it is a ftately fine beaft. 

Brid. Here, my lads, place it here — very well ; whereas 
your fwitch, Mr Fungus ? 

Fung. I have it. 

Brtd. Now let me fee you vault nimbly into your feat. 
—Zounds ! you are got upon the wrong fide, Mr Fungus? . 

Fung. I am fo indeed, but we'll foon reftify that. Now 
we are right : may I have leave to lay hold of the mane ? 

Brid. If you can't mount him without. 

Fung. I will try ; but this fteed is fo deviliih tall — Mr 
Bridoun, you don't think he'll throw me ? 

Brid. Never fear. 

Fung. Well, if he fliou'd, he can't kick j that's one com- 
fort, however. 

Brid. Now mind your pofition. 

Fung. Stay till I recover my wind. 

Brid. Let your head be ereft. 

Fung. There. 

Brid. And your flioulderg fall eafily back. 

Fung* 
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j^ung. Ho— Ttfaere. 

Brid. Your fwitch perpendicular in jour right hand— 
.your right — ^that is it \ jour left to the bridle* 

Fung. There. 

Brtd» Your knees in, and jour toed out. 

Fung. There. 

Brid. Are jbu readj ? 

Fung.' When joii will. 

Brid. Off jou go. 

Fung. Don't let him gaUop at firft. 

Brid. Verj well : preferve jour pofidon. 

Fung. I warrant; 

Brid. Does he carr j jou eaf j ? 

Fung. All the world like a cradle, fiut^ Mr iBridoUn^ 
I go at a wonderful rate. 

Brid. Mind jour kneed. 

Fung. A J, a J ; I can't think but this here horfe ftands 
ftill ver J near as ifaft as another can gallop. 

BHd. Mind jour toes. 

Fung. Hoy flop the horfe. TLounds ! I'm out of the 
Airrups, I can't fit him no longer ; there I go-^— [FaUs off. 

Brid. I hope jou ar'n't hurt ? 

Fung. M J left hip has a little contufidn. 

Brtd. A trifle^ quite an accident ; it might happen to 
the ver J beft rider in England* 

Fung. Indeed! 

Brtd. We have fuch things happen cverj daj at the 
manege ; but jou are vaftlj improv'd. 

Fun^. Whj^ I am grown bolder a little ; and, Mr Bri- 
doun, when do jou think I maj venture to ride a live 
horfe? 

Brid^ Tke very inftant jou are able to keep jour feat 
on a dead one— - 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb. Blefs me^ Mr Fungus^ how j6u are trifling 
jour time ! I ezpe& ladj Sachariffa everj moment^ and 
fee what a trim jou are in. 

Fung. I beg pardon^ good Madam Mechlin. I'll be 
equipp'd in a couple of minutes \ where will her ladjfhip 
pleafe to receive ? 

Mrs Mecb. In this room, to be fure j conie^ ftir^ ftir ! 

Vol. II. F Fung. 
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Fung. I have had a little fall from my horfe. Ill go 
as fail as I-^Mr Bridoun, will you lend me a lift ? 

[Exeunt Fungus and Bridoon. 

Mrs Mech. There — ^Jennjr, (how Mrs Loreit in here— - 
Who*s there— 

Enter Servants. 

Pray move that piece of lumber out of the way. Come, 
come, make hafle. Madam, if you'll ftep in here for a 
moment. 

Enter Mrs Loveit. 

Mrs Lov. So, fo, Mrs Mechlin— well, jrou fe^ I am 
true to my time ; afld how have you throve, my good 
woman ? 

Mrs Mecb. Beyond expeSations. 

Mrs Lov. Indeed ! And have you provided a party ? 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, and fuch & party, you might iearch 
the town round before you could meet with his fellow : 
he*ll fuit you in every refpefi. 

Mrs Lov. As how, as how, my dear woman ? 

Mrs Mecb. A gentleman by birth and by breeding, 
none of your little whipper fnapper Jacks, but a counte- 
nance M comely, and a prefence as portly: he has one 
fault indeed, if you can but overlook that. 

Mrs Lov. What is it ? 

Mrs Mecb. His age. 

Mrs Lov. Age ! how, how ? 

Mrs Mecb. Why, he is rather under your mark, I am 
afraid; not above twenty at mod. 

Mrs Lov. Well, weU, fo he anfwers in every thing elfc,. 
we muft overlook that ; for, Mrs Mechlin, there lA no ex- 
pefting perfefkion below. 

Mrs Mecb. True, Ma'am. 

Mrs Lov. And where is he? 

Mrs Mecb. I look for him every minute ; if you will 
but ftep into the drawing-room, I have given him fuch a 
pifture, that I am fure he is full as impatient as you. 

Mrs Lov. My dear woman, you are fo kind and obli- 
ging : but, Mrs Mechlin, how do I look ? Don't flatter me^ 
do you think my figure will ftrike him ? 

Mrs Mecb. Or he muft be blind. 

Mrs Lov. You may juft hint black don't bocome me^ 

that 
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tbat I am a little paler of late ; the lofs of a hufband one 
loves will caufe an alteration^ you know. 

Mrs Mecb. True ; oh, be will make an allowance for 
that. 

Mrs Lov. But things will come round in a trice. 

[JEatiV Mrs Loyeit, 

Enter Simon. 

Sim. Madam, Mifs Dolly is dizen'd out and every thing 
ready. 

Mrs Mecb. Let her wait for the Commiffary here ; I 
will introduce him the inftant he is drefs'd. 

[Exit Mrs Mechlin, 

Sim. Mifs Dolly, you may come in ; your aunt will be 
here in an inilant. 

Enter Dolly and Jenny. 

Dolly. Huih, Simon, hufb, to your poft« 

Sim. I am gone \_Exit Simon. 

Dolly. Well, Jenny, and have I the true quality air ? 

yen. As perfeftly. Ma'am, as if you had been bred to 
the buiinefs ; and for figure, I defy the firft of them all. 
For my part, I think Mr Fungus very well off; when the 
fecret comes out, I don't fee what right he has to be angry. 

DoUy. Oh ! when once he is noos'd, let him ftruggle as 
much as he will, the cord will be drawn only the tighter. 

yen. Ay, ay, we Qiay truft to your management. I 
hope, Mifs, I fliall have the honour to follow your fortunes ; 
there will be no bearing this houfe when once you have 
left it. 

Dolly » No, Jenny, it would be barbarous to rob my 
aunt of fo ufefiU a fecond ; beiides, for millrefs a^d maid, 
we rather know one another a little to well. 

Jen. Indeed ! — ^but here comes Mr Fungus ; remember 
diftance and dignity. 

Dolly • I warrant you, wench. 

Jen. So, I fee what I have to hope. Our yoijng fiUy 
feems to be fecure of her match ; but I may jofUe her the 
wrong fide the poft : we will have a trial, however 5 but 
I muft fee and find o^t the brother. 

Enter Z. Fungus and Mrs Mechlin. 

Fifng. Yes, fcarlet is vaftly becoming, and takes very 

much 
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much with the ladies ; quite proper too, as I have been in 
the army* 

Mrs Mecb. Stay where jou are till jrou are annonnc'd 
to the lady. Mr Fungus begs leave to throw himfelf at 
your ladyihip's feet. 

Dolly > The mon may dra nigh. 

Mrs Mecb, Approach. 

Fung. One, two, three, ha ! Will that do ? 

Mrs Micb. Pretty well. 

Fung. 'SAzj I begin to make love ? 

Mrs M^cb. When you will. 

Fung. Now ftand my friend, Mr Gruel. But ihe has 
fuch a deal of dignity that ihe dafhes me quite. 

Mrs Mecb. Courage. 

Fung. Here, hold the paper to prompt me in cafe I 
Ihou'd {tumble — Madam, or, may it pleafe your ladyihip, 
when I preponderate the grander of your high ginnyalogy, 
and the mercantile meannefs of my dingy defcent ; when 
I confider that your anceftors, like Admiral Anfon, failed 
all round the world in the ark, and that it is a matter of 
doubt whether I ever had any forefathers or no ; I totter, 
I tremble, at the thoughts of my towering ambition. — ^Ah 
—a, is not Phaeton next P-^ 

Mrs Mecb. Hey ! — \_Looking at tbe paper.'] — ^No, Luna. 

Fung. Right ;— -ambition — dignity how debased, diflance 
how great ! it is as if the link flioii'd demand an alliance 
with Luna, or the bufhy bramble court the boughs of the 
ilately Scotch fir ; it is as if What's next ? 

Mrs Mecb. Next — ^hey I 1 have loft the place I am 

afraid — Come, come, enough has been faid; you havcti 
Ihow'd the fenfe you entertain of the honour. Upon thefe 
occafions, a third perfon is fitteft to cut matters ihort.^- 
Your ladyihip hears that — 

Dolly. Yes, yes, I ken weel enough what the mon wou'd 
be at. Mrs Mechlin has fpeard like things in your great 
commendations, Mr Fungus, that I canno' but fay I clik'd 
a fancy to you from the very beginning. 

h ung. Much obliged to Mrs Mechlin, indeed, pleafe your 
la'fliip— 

Dolly. You ken I am of as auncient a family as any 
North-Briton can boaft. 

Fung. I know it full well, pleafe your la'fliip. 

DoBy. 
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Doily. And that I Ihall get the ill-wuU of a' mj kin bj 
'^hi^ match. 

JFung. I am forry for that, pleafe your la'ihip. 

Dolly. But after the ceremony it will be proper to 
^^ithdra' from town for a ftiort fpace o' time. 

Fting. Pleafe your la'fliip, what your la^ip pleafes. 

Dotty. In order to gi' that goffip. Scandal, juft time to 
-tire her tongue. 

Fung. True, your la'fhip. 

Dolly. I mun expeft that the folk will mak' free wi* 
:my chara&er in choofing like a confort as you. 

Fung. And with me too, pleafe your la'fhip. 

Dolly. Wi* you, mon ! 

Mrs Mech, Hold your tongue. 

Dolly. Donna you think the honour will dra' mickle 
envy upon you ? 

Fung. Oh, to be fure, pleafe your la%ip. I did not 
mean that. 

Dolly. Weel, I fay, We'll gang into the country. 

Fung. As foon as your la'fhip pleafes \ I have a fweet 
houfe hard by Reading. 

Dolly. You ha' ; that's right. 

Fung. One of the moft pleafanteft pla^s that cau be 
again. 

Dolly. Ha' you a good profpeft ? 

Fung. Twenty ftage-coache^ drive every day by the 
door, befides carts anid gentlemens carriages. 

Dolly. Ah, that will — 

Mrs Mech. Oh, your ladyihip will find all things pre* 
par'd : in the next room the attorney waits with the writ- 
ings. 

Fung. The honour of your la'fhip's hand-— 

Dolly. Maifter Fungus, you're a little too hafty. 

lExit Dolly. 

Mrs Mech. Not till after the nuptials ; you muft not 
exped to be too familiar at firft. 

Fung. ¥r3.j, when do think we Ihall bring the bedding 
about ? 

Mrs Mech. About the latter end of the year, when the 
winter fets in. 

Fung. Not before! 

Enter , 
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Enter Young Loveit. 

T. Lov. I hope. Madam Mechlin, I have not exceeded 
my hour ; but I expefted Mr Harpy wou'd call. 

Mrs Mech. He is in the next room with a lady. Oh, 
Mr FungiiSy this gentleman is ambitious of obtaining the 
nuptial benedi&ion from the fame hands after you. 

Fung. He*s heartily welcome — ^What, and is his wife a 
woman of quality too ? 

Mrs Micb, No, no, a cit ; but monftroufly rich : but 
your lady will wonder— 

Fung. Ay, ay, but you'll follow; for I ihan't know 
what to fay to her when we are alone. [_Exit Fungus. 

Mrs Mecb, I will fend you, Sir, your fpoufe in an in- 
fant : the gentlewoman i$ a widow, £6 you may throw in 
what raptures you pleafe. 

T. Lov. Never fear. [Exit Mrs Mechlin.] And yet 
this fcene is fo new, how to acquit myfelf — ^let me recol- 
lect — ^fome piece of a play now. — " Vouchafe, divine per- 
feftion" — ^No, that won*t do for a dowager ; it is too 
jiumble and whining. But fee, the door opens, fo I have 
no time for rehearfal — I have it, — 

" Clafp*d in the folds of love I'll meet- my doom, 
« And aft my"— 

Enter Mrs Loveit. 

Mrs Lov. Hah ! 

T» Lov, By all that's monftrous, my mother ! 

Mrs Lov. That rebel my fon, as I live ! 

T. Lov. The quotation was quite a-propos : had it been 
a little darker, I might have ra^iv'd the ftorey of OEdipus. 

Mrs Lov. So, firrahj, what makes you from your 
ftudies ? 

T. Lpv^ A fmall hint I received of your inclinations 
brought me here. Ma'am, in order to prevent, if pofliblej^ 
my father's fortune from going out of the family. ^ 

Mrs Lov. Your father ! how dare you difturb his dear 
afhes ! you know well enough how his dear memory melts 
me ; and that at his very name my heart is ready to break. 

T. Lov. Well faid, my old matron of Ephefus. 

Mrs Lov. That is what you want, you difobedient, 
unnatural monfter ; but complete, accomplifli your cruelty : 

fend 



THE COMMISSARY. 47 

fend me the fame road your villanies forc'd your father to 
take. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb, Hey-day ! What the deuce have we here j 
our old lady in tears ! 

Mrs Zov. Difappointed a little, that's all. # 

Mrs Mecb, Pray, Ma'am, what can occafion-^- 

Mrs Lov. Lord blefs me, Mrs Mechlin, what ja blunder 
you have made ! 

Mrs Mecb. A blander ! as how ? 

Mrs Lov. Do you know who you have brought me ? 

Mrs Mecb. Not perfefUy. 

Mrs Lov. My own fon ! that's all. 

Mrs Mecb. Your fon ! 

Mrs Lov. Ay, that rebellious, unnatural— 

Mrs Mecb. Blunder indeed ! but who could have thought 
it ? Why, by your account. Ma'am, I imagin'd your fon 
was a child fcarce out of his frocks. 

Mrs Lov. Here's company coming, fo my reputation 
will be blailed for ever. 

Mrs Mecb. Never fear, leave the care on't to me. 

Enter Fungus and Dolly. 

Fung. What is the matter ?— ^you make fuch a noife, 
there is no fuch thing as minding the writings. 

Mrs Mecb. This worthy lady, an old i^iend of mine, 
not having fet her eyes on her fon fince the death of his 
father, and being appris'd by me that here ihe might meet 
with him, came with a true paternal alEedion to give him 
a little wholefome advice. 

Mrs Lov. Well faid, Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb* Which tiie yoimg man retum'd in a way fo 
brutal ,and barbarous, that his poor mothers-be comforted 
Ma'ttoi ; you had better repofe on my bed— 

Mrt £ov. Any where to get out of his fight. 

Mrs Mecb. Here, Jenny — 

, Mrs Loif. Do you think you can procure me another 
party? 

Mrs Mecb. Never doubt it. 

Mrs Lov. Ugh, ugh- \Exit coughing. 

Mrs Mecb, Bear up a little, Ma'am* 

Fung. 
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Fung. Fje upon you ! jou have thrown the old gentled 
woman into the ftericks. 

r. Lov. Sir ! 

Fung. You a man^ you are a fcandal, a fhame to your 
fed. 

Enter Dr Catgut. 

Br Cat. Come, come, Mrs Mechlin, are the couple 
prepared ? — ^The fiddles are tun'd, the bows ready rofin'd^ 
and the whole band — Oh, you, Sir, are one party I reckon, 
but where is the — ^Ah^ Dolly, what arc you here, my 
dear? 

Polly. Soh ! . 

Fung. Dolly ! Who the devil can this be ? 

Dr Cat. As nice and as fpruce too, the bride-maid I 
warrant — why, you look as blooming, you flut* 

Fung. What can this be ? hark ye. Sir ! 

Lr Cat. Well, Sir. 

Fung. Don't you think you are rather too familiar with 
a lady of her rank and condition ? 

Dr Cat. Rank and condition ! — ^what, Dolly ? 

Fung. Dolly ! what a plague poflefies the man— .this is 
no DoUy, I tell you. 

Dr Cat. No ! 

Fung. No, this is lady Scracarifla Makirkincroft. 

Dr Cat. Who ? > 

Fung. Defcended from the old, old, old earl of Oleu' 
dowery. 

Dr Cat. What, £be, Dolly Mechlin ? 

Fung. Dolly Devil, the man's out of his wits, I believe. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin< 

Oh^ Mrs Mechlin, will you fet this matter t6 rights ? 

Mrs Mecb. How, Dr Catgut ! 

Fung. The ftrangeft fellow here has danc'd upftairs, astd 
has Dollys DoUjr, Dolly'd my lady ; who the plague can 
he be? 

Dr Cat. Oh, a-propos, Molly Mechlin, what is this the 
man that is to be marry'd ? the marriage will never hold 
good ; why, he is more frantic and madder — 

Fung. Mad 1 John, f^tch me the foils ; I'U carte and 
tierce you, you fcoundrel. 

Enter 
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Enter Ifaac Fungus and Jennj. 

/. Fung. Where's brother ?— it a'n*t over % you bc*n't 
marry'd, I hope. ^ 

Z. Fung. No, 1 lieKeve not ; why, what is the— - 

L Fung. Pretty hands you are got into. Yotwferrant, 
good Madam ; what, this is the perfon, I warrant ; ay, how 
pretty the puppet is painted ! do you know who ihe is ? 

Z. Fung. Who flic is ? without doubt. 

/. Fung. No, you don't, brother Zac. only the fpawn 
of that devil incarnate, drefs'd out as— 

Z. Fung. But hark ye, Ifaac, are— don't be in a hurry- 
are you fure— * 

/. Fung. Sure — ^the girl of the houfe, abhorring their 
fcandalous projeft, has freely confeffed the whole fcheme. 
Jenny, ftand forth, and anfwer boldly to what I ihall aik : 
Is not this wench the woman's niece of the houfe ? 

Jen. I fancy flie will hardly deny it. 

/• Fung. And is not this ufiiftrefs of your's a moil pro- 
[gate- 

Mrs Mech. Come, come. Mailer Ifaac, I will fave you 
the trouble, and cut this matter ihort in an inilant — ^well 
then, this girl, this DoUy, is my niece ; and what then ? 

Z. Fung. Andjir'n't you afliamed ! 

T. Lov. SheVmamed I I would have told you, but I 
could not get you to liilen ; why, ihe brought me here to 
marry my mo|:her. 

Z. Fung. Marry your mother ! Lord have mercy on us, 
what a moniler ! tP draw a young man in to be guilty of in^ 
cenfe. But hark ye, brother Ifaac, {they retire'^ — 

Lr Cat. Gads my life, what a fweet projedl I have help'd 
to deilroy ! But come, Dolly, I'll piece thy broken fortunes 
again : thou hail a good pretty voice ; I'll teach thee a 
t^ill and a ihake ; perch thee amongil the boughs at one of 
the gardens ; an4 then as a miilrefs^ which, as the world 
goes, is a much better ilation than diat of a wife, not the 
proudeil of them all— 

Mrs Mecb. Miilrefs ! No, no, we have not managed our 
matters fo badly. Hark ye, Mr ConMuilTary. 

Z. Fung. Well, what do yov| want ? 

Mrs Mech. Do you propofe to confummate your nup- 
tials ? 

Z. Fung. That's a pretty queiH*, indeed. 
Vol. II. G Mrs Mech. 
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Mrs Mith. You have no oUeAion then to pajring the 
penalty^ the tontraft here that Mr Harpy has drawn. 

Z. Fung. The contrad, hej, brother IUolc. 

I. Fuag. Let me fee it. 

Mrs Micb. Soft jou there, mj maker of candles^ it is 
as well jirhere it is ; but you ne^ not doubt of it's gpod- 
nefs : I promife you th^ beft advice has been taken* 

Z. Fvng. What a^amn'd fiend, what a harpy I 

Mrs Mech. And why fo, my good Mgfter Funeus ? Is 
it becaufe I have praiSis'd ^at trade by retail which you 
have carry'd on in the grofs ? What injury do t do tl^e 
world ? I feed on their foUies, 'tis true ; and the game, the 
plunder, is fair : but the fangs of you, and your tribe, 

A whole people have felt, and for age# will feel ; 
To their candour and juftice I make my appeal : 
Tho' a poor humble fcourge in a national caufe, 
As I truil I deferve, I demand your applaufe. ' 
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A COMEDY, 



i* 



THREE ACTS. 



PROLOGtfE. 

Written and Spoken by Mr GcMTLtMAK. 

PROLOGUES, like cards of compliment, we find. 

Mod as onmeaoing as politely kind ; 
To beg a ^yonr, or to plead excufe. 
Of bodi appears to be the general ufe. 

Shall my words, tipt with flattery, prepare 
A kind exertion of your tend Veil care ? 
Shall I prefent oar Author to your fight, 
All pale and trembling for his fate thu night ? 
Shall I folicit the molt powerful arms 
To iid his canie— -the force of beauty's charms ? 
Or tell each critic, hit approving tafte 
Muft give the fterling ftamp, wherever plac'd ? 
This might be done— but lo to feek applaufe 
Argues a confcioos weaknefs in the caufe. 
No— let the Mofe in fimple truth appear, " 
Reafon and Nature are the judges here : 
If by their ftri^ and felf-defcribing laws, 
The fevVal chara&ers to-night (he draws ; 
If from the whole a pleafing piece is made. 
On the true principles of light and (hade ; 
Struck with the harmony of juft defign. 
Your eyes— your ears*-your hearts, will all combine 
To grant applaufe : — but if an erring hand 
Grofs difpropordon marks in motley band. 
If the group'd figures falfe connexions (how,^ 
And gbring colours without meaning glow, 



Your wounded feelings, turn'd a difrrent way, 
juftly damn — ^th' abortion of a plav. 
As Farquhar has obferv'd, our Engfi(h law. 



Like a fair fpreading oak, the Mufe (hall draw, 
By Providence defign'd, and wifdom made 
For honefty to thrive beneath its (hade ; 
Yet from its boughs fbme infedts (belter find. 
Dead to each nobler feeling of the mind, 
Who thrive, alas ! too well, and never ceafe 
To prey on juftice, property, and peace. 

At fuch to-night, wiUi other legal game. 
Our vent'rous author takes fatiric aim ; 
And brings, he hopes, originals to view. 
Nor pilfers from th' Old Magpie, nor the New*# 
But will to Candour cheerfully fubmit ; 
She reigns in boxes, galleries, and pit. 

f Alloding to Mr Garrick's Prologue to the Jobikc. 
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ACT 



ACT I. 

Eniir Serjeant Circuit and Charlotte. 

Char. T Tdl you. Sir, his love to me is all a pretence : 
•^ it is amazing that you who are fo acute, fo quick 
in difceming on other occaiions, fhould be fo blind upon 
this. 

Serj\ But where are your proofs, Charlotte? What 
fignifies your opening matters which your evidence qan- 
not fuppprt ? 

Cbar. Surely, Sir, ftrong circumftances in every court 
Ibould have weig})t. , 

SerJ. So they have collaterally, child, that is by way 
as it were of corroboration, or ivhere mattets are doubt- 
ful ; then indee4, as Plowden wifely obferves, ** Les cir« 
Gonftances ajout beaucoup dqpoids aux faits*'' — ^You un-' 
tSerftandme? 

Cbar. Not perfeftly well. 

SerJ^ Then to explain by cafe in point ; A, we will 
fuppofcj^ ioly dear, rob^ B of a watch upon Hounflow heath 
— 4y*e mind, child ? 
Cbar, I do. Sir. 

ierj. A is taken up and indlfted ; B fwe^rs ppfitivdy 
to the identity of A— Dy'e obfcrve ? 
Cbar. Attentively. 

Sirj\ Then what doe^ me A, but fets up the alibi C^ 
to defeat the ailidavit of Bt — You takq me. 
«flr.* Clearly. 

Serj\ So far you fee then the balance is even. 
Char. True. 

^erj. But then to turn the fcale, child, againft A, in fa- 
vour of B, they produce the circumftance D, viz. B's 
watch found in die pocket of A ; upon which, the teftimony 
rf C being contradifted by B,— no, by D, — ^why then A^ 
that is to fay C, — ^no D, — joining B, they convift C, — ^no, 
no. A, — againft the affidavit of C. — So this being pretty 
dear, child, I leave the application to you. 

Cbar. VcTj obliging. Sir. But fuppofe now, Sir, it 

ikoold appear that the attention of Sir Luke Limp is direcr 

ted to lome other obje&, would that not induce you to — 

' Serf. Other objca ! Where? 

^ '^ • Char. 
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Char. In this verj houfe* 

Serj. Here ! why, the girl is non compos f there's no^ 
y^ij here, child, bi|t ^ parcel of Abigails. 

Char* No, Sir? 

Serj. No. 

Ciar. Yes, Sir, onip perfon eUe. 

iS^r;. Who is that ? 

Char. But remember. Sir, my accnfation i$ confined to 
Sir Luke. 

Serj. Well, well. 

Char. Suppofe, then, Sir,'thofe powerful charms which 
made a conqueft of jou^ may have extended their empire . 
orer the heart of Sir Luke ? 

Serj. Vfhj, huffy, you don't hint at your mother-iib. 
law? 

Char. Indeed, Sir, but I do. 

Serf. Ay; why, this is point Uank treafon a^ainfi my 
fovereign authority : but can you^ Charbtte, brmg pro^ 
of any overt afts ? 

Char. Overt ads ! 

Serj. Ay ; that is, any dedUrationby writing, or even 
word of mouth is fufficient; then let 'em demur if they 
dare. 

Char. I can't fay that, Sir j but another organ has beeQ 
pretty explicit. 

^fr;. Which? 

Char. In thofe cafes a very infallible one^^the eye* 

Serf. Pfliaw ! nonfenfe and ftuff.-*The eye !— llie eye 
has no authority in a court of law. 

Char. Perhaps not, Sir ; but it is a decifive evidence in 
a court of love. 

Serj. Hark you, hufly, why you would not file an in- 
formation againft the virtue of madam your mother ; you 
would not infinuate that fhe has been guilty of crim* con. ? 

Char. Sir, you miftake me ; it is not the Igdy^ but the 
gentleman I am about to impeach. 

Serf. Have a care, Charlotte, I fee on what ground your 
a^ion is foun4ed — jealoufy. 

Char. You were never more deceived in your life j for 
it is impoffible, my dear Sir, that jealoufy can fubii^ 
without love. 

Serj. WeU* 

Char. 
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Cbar. And from that paiEon ('thank heaven) I am pretty 
free at prefent. 

Serj\ Indeed ! 

Char. A fweet obje& to excite tender deiires ! 

Sefj\ And why not, hufly ? 

Cbar. Sirft as to his years. 

Serj. What then? 

Char. I own. Sir, age procures honour, but I believe 
it is very rarely produftive of love. 

Serj\ Mighty well. 

Cbar. And tho' the lofs of a kg can't be imputed to Sir 
Luke limp as a fault—- 

Serj\ How. 

Char. I hope. Sir, at lead you wiU allow it as a misfor- 
tune. 

Serj. Indeed ! 

Cbar, A pretty thing truly, for a girl, at my time of 
life, to be tied to a man with one foot in the grave. 

Serj. One foot in the grave ! the reft of his body is not 
a whit the nearer for that. — There has been only an execu- 
tion iflued againft part of his perfonals, his real eftate Is 
unincumbered and free — befides, you fee he does not mind 
it a whit, but is as alert, and as merry, as a defendant 
after non-fuiting a plaintiff for omitting an S. 

Cbnr. O, Sir ! I know how proud Sir Luke is of his 
leg, and have often heard him declare, that he would not 
change his bit of timber for the beft flefli and bone in the 
kmgdom. 

Serj. There's a hero for you ! 

Cbar. To be fure, fuftaining unavoidable cvil^ with con* 
ftancy is a certain lign of greatnefs of mind. 

Serj. Doubtlefs. 

Cbar. But then to derive a vanity from a misfortune, 
will not I'm afraid be admitted as a vaft inftance of wifdom, 
and indeed looks as if the man had nothing better to diftin- 
gniih himfdf by. 

Serj. How does that follow ? 

Cbar. By innuendo. 

Serj. Negatur. 

Cbar. Beiides, Sir, I have other proofs of your hero's 
vanity, not inferior to that I have mentioned. 

Serj. Cite them. 

Vol.il H Char, 



^8 THE LAME LOVER. 

Char. The paltry ambition of leveeing and following 
titles. 

Serj. Titles ! I don't underftand 70U ? 

Char. I mean the poverty of faftening in public upon 
men of diftinftion, for no other reafon but becaufe of their 
rank j adherbg to Sir John till the Baronet is fuperfeded 
by my Lord ; quitting the puny Peer for an Earl ; and 
facrificing all three to a Duke. 

Serj\ Keeping good company ! a laudable ambition ! 

Cbqr, True, Sir, if the virtues that procured the father 
a peerage could with that be entail'd on the fon. 

Serj. Have a care, huffy — there are fevere laws againfl 
fpeaking evil of dignities. 

Cbar. Sir? 

Serj\ Scandalum magnatum is a ftatute muft not be 
trifled with : why, you are not one of thofe vulgar fluts 
that think a man the worfe for being a Lord ? 

Char. No, Sir ; I am contented with only, not thinking 
him the better. 

Serj. For all this, I believe, huffy, a right honourable 
propofal would foon make you alter your mind. 

Char. Not unlefs the propofer had other qualities than 
what he poffeffes by patent. Befides, Sir, you know Sir 
Luke is a devotee to the bottle. 

Serj. Not a whit the lefs honeft for that. 

Char. It occafions one evil at leaft ; that, when under its 
influence, he generally reveals aU, fometimes more than he 
knows. 

Serj. Proofs of an open temper, you baggage ; but, 
come, come, all thefe are but trifling objedions. 

Char. You mean. Sir, they prove the objeft a trifle. 

Serj. Why, you pert jade, do you play on my words ? 
I fay Sir Luke is — 

Char. Nobody. 

Serj. Nobody ! how the duce do you make that out ?— 
He is neither perfon attainted or outlaw'd, may in any of 
his Majefty's courts fue or be fued, appear by attorney, or 
in propria perfona, can acquire, buy, procure, purchafe, 
poffefs, and inherit, not only perfonalities, fuch as goods, 
and chattels, but even realities, as all lands, tenements, and 
hereditaments, whatfoever, and wherefoever. 

Char. But, Sir — 

Serj. Nay, further, child, he may fell, give, beflow, be- 
queath. 
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tjueath, devife, demife, leafe, or to farm let^ ditto lands, or 
to any perfon whomfoever— and— • 

Char. Without doubt, Sir ; but there are notwithftand- 
ing in this town a great number of nobodies, not defcribed 
bj Lord Coke* 
Serj. Hej! 

Char. There is your next-door neighbour. Sir Harry 
Hen, an abfolute blank. 
Serj\ How fo, Mrs Pert ? 

Char. What, Sir ! a man who is not fuffered to hear, 
fee, fmell, or in fhort to enjoy the free ufe of any one of 
his fenfes ; who, inftead of having a pofitive will of his 
own, is denied even a paltry negative ; who can neither 
refolve or reply, confent or deny, without firft obtaining 
the leave of his lady : an abfolute monarch to fink into the 
fheaking ftate of being a flave to one of his fubjefts — Oh 
fie! 

Serj. Why, to be fure. Sir Harry Hen is, as I may fay— 
Char. Nobody, Sir, in the fulleft fenfe of the word — 
Then your client Lord Solo. 

Serj. Heyday ! — ^why, you would not ^imihilate a peer 
of the realm, with a prodigious eftate, and an allowed judge 
too of the elegant arts. 

Char. O yes. Sir, I am no ftranger to that nobleman's 
attributes ; but then. Sir, pleafe to confider, his power as 
a peer he gives up to a proxy ; the direftion of his eftate^ 
to a rapacious, artful attorney : and as to his fkill in the 
elegant arts, I prefume you confine them to painting and 
mufic„ he is dire^^ed in the firft by Mynheer Van Eifel, a 
Dutch dauber ; and in the laft is but the echo of Signora 
' Florenza, his Lordfliip's miftrefs and an opera finger. 
Serj. Mercy upon us I at what a rate the jade runs ! 
Char. In fliort. Sir, I define every individual who, cea- 
fing to aft for himfelf, becomes the tool, the mere engine 
of another man's will, to be nothing more than a cypher. 

Serf, At this rate the jade will half unpeople the world : 
but what is all this to Sir Luke ? to him, not one of your 
cafes apply. 

Char. Every one — Sir Luke has not a firft principle in 
his whole compofition j not only his pleafures, but even 
his pafiions are prompted by others ; and he is as much 
direfted to the objefts of his love and his hatred, as in his 
eating drinking, and drefling. Nay, though he is aftive^ 

and 
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and eternally bufy, yet his own private affairs arc ncglcft- 
ed ; and he would not fcruple to break an appointment 
that was to determine a confiderable part of his property, 
in order to exchange a couple of hounds for a lord, or to 
buy a pad-nag for a lady. In a word — but he's at hand, 
and will explain himfelf beft ; I hear his ftump on the 
ftairs. 

Serj\ I hope you will preferve a little decency before 
your lover at lead. 

Char. Lover ! ha, ha, ha ! 

\ Enter Sir Luke Limp. 

Sir Lute. Mr Serjeant, your flave— -Ah ! are you there 
iay little — O Lord ! Mifs, let me'tell you fomething for 
fear of forgetting— Do you know that you are new chriftcn- 
<d, and have had me for a goifip ? 

Char. Chriftened ! I don't underftand you. 

Sir Luke* Then lend me your car— Why, laft night, 
as Colonel Kill'em, Sir William Weezy, Lord Frederick 
Foretop, and I were carelefsly Aiding theRanelagh round, 
picking our teeth, after a damn'd muzzy dinner at Boodle's, 
who fhould trip by but an abbeis, well known about town, 
with a finart little nun in her fuite. Says Weezy (who, 
between ourfelves, is as bulky as hell), Who is' that ? odds 
flefli, file's a delicate wench ! Zounds ! cried Lord Frede- 
rick, where can Weezy have been, not to have fe6n the 
Harietta before ! for you muft know Frederick is a bit of 
Macaroni, and adores the foft Italian termination in a. 

Char. He does. 

Sir Luke, Yes, a dilettante all over.— Before I replied 
Weezy j crufli me if ever I faw any thing half fo hand- 
fome before ! — No ! replied I in an inftant ; Colonel, what 
will Weezy fay when he fees the Charlotta P-^^Hcy ! you 
little — 

Char, Meaning me, I prefume. 

Sir Luke, Without doubt ; and you have been toafted 
by that name ever fince. 

Serj. What a vaft fund of fpirits he has ! 

Sir Luke. And why not, my old fplitter of caufes ? 

Serj. I was juft telling Charlotte, that you was not a 
whit the worfe for the lofs. 

Sir Luke, The worfe, much the better, my dear. Con- 
fider, I can have neither ftrain, fplint, fpavin, or gout ; 

have 
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have no fear of corns, kibes, or that another man fhould 
kick mj {bias, or tread on my toes. 

Serf. Right. 

Sir Luke. What, d'je think I would change with Bill 
Spindle for one of his drumfticks, or chop with Lord Lum- 
ber for both of his logs ? 

Serj. No! / 

Sir Luke. No, damn it, I am much better. — ^Look there 
•.ha ! — ^wh^ is there I am not able to do ? To be fure I 
am a little aukward at running ; but then, to make me 
amends, I'll hop with any man in town for his fum. 

Serj. Ay, and PU go his halves. 

Sir Lukei Then as to your dancing, I am cut out at 
Madam Comellj's, I grant, becaufe of the croud ; but as 
far as a private fet of fix couple, or moving a chair-minuet, 
match me who can. 

Cbar. A chair-minuet ! I don't underftand you. 

Sir Jjt^* Why, child, all grace is confined to the motion 
of the head, arms, and cheft, which may fitting be as fully 
difplayedy as if one had as many legs as a polypus.*— As 
thus— >tol de rol— -don't you fee. 

Serj. Very plain. 

Sir Luke. A leg ! a redundancy ! a mere nothing at all. 
Man is from nature an extravagant creature. In my 
opinion, we might all be full as well as we are, with but 
half the things that we have. 
. Char. Ay, Sir Luke ! how do you prove that ? 

Sir Luke. By conftant experience. — You muft have feen 
the man who makes and ufes pens without hands. 

Serj. I have. 

Sir Luke. And not a twelvemonth ago, I loft my way 
in a fog, at Mile-End, and was conduced to my houfe in 
May-Fair by a mau as blind as a beetle. 

Serj. Wonderful ! 

Sir Luke. And as to hearing and fpeaking, thofe organs 
are of no manner of ufe in the world. 

Serj. How ! 

Sir Luke. If you doubt it, I will introduce you to a 
whole family dumb as oyfters, and deaf as the dead, who 
chatter from morning till night by only the help of their 
fingers. 

Serj. Why, Charlotte, thefe are cafes in point. 

£ir Luke* Oh ! clear as a trout-ftream ^ and it is not 

only. 
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Cnly, my little Charlotte, that this piece of timber anfwcrs 
every purpofe, but it has procured me many a bit of fun in 
my time. 

Serj. Ay! 

Sir Luke. Why, it was but laft fummer, at Tunbrid^e, 
we were plagued the whole feafon by a bullet-headed Swifs 
from the canton of Bern, who was always boafting, what^ 
and how much he dared do ; and then, as to pain, no Stoic^ 
not Diogenes, held it more in contempt. By gods, he vas 
no more minds it dan nothings at all — So, foregad, I gave 
my German a challenge. 

Serj. As how ? — mind Charlotte. 

Sir Luke. Why, to drive a corkin pin into the calves of 
our legs. 

Serj. Well, well- 

Sir Luke. Mine, you may imagine, was eafily done—but 
when it came to the Baron — 

Serj. Ay, ay. . n . . ^jJOI; • 

Sir Luke. Our modem Cato foon loft his codnefs and 
courage, fcrew'd his nofe up to his foretop, rapp'd out a 
dozen oaths in high Dutch, limp'd away to his lodgings^ 
and was there laid up for a month — ha, ha, ha ! - 

Enter a Servant^ and delivers a card to Sir Luke* 

Sir Luke reads. " Sir Gregory Goofe defires the honour 
*' of Sir Luke Limp's company to dine. An anfwer is 
<* defired." Gadfo ! a little unlucky ; I have been en* 
gag'd for thefe three weeks. 

Serj. What, I find Sir Gregory is retum'd for the cor- 
poration of Fleecem. 

Sir Luke. Is he fo ? Oh ho ! — That alters the cafe- 
George, give my compliments to Sir Gregory, and I'U 
certainly come and dine there. Order Joe to run to Alder- 
man Inkle's, in Threadneedle-ftreet ; forry can't wait upon 
him, but confin'd to bed two days with the new influenza. 

[^Exit Servant. 

Char. You make light, Sir Luke, of thefe fort of en- 
gagements. 

Sir Luke. What can a man do ? Thefe damn'd fellows 
(when one has the misfortune to meet them) take fcanda- 
lous advantage ; teaze, When will you do me the honour, 
pray. Sir Luke, to take a bit of mutton with me ! Do 
you name the day .— >They are as bad as a beggar^ who at-i 

tacks 
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tacks your coach at the mounting of a hill ; there is no 
getting rid of them, without a penny to one, and a promife 
to t'odier. 

Serj. True ; and then for fuch a time too — ^three weeks ! 
I wonder they expeft folks to remember. It is like a re- 
tainer in Michaelmas term for the fummer affizes. 

Sir Luke. Not but, upon thefe occafions, no man in Eng- 
land is more pun^ual than — . — 

Enter a Servant^ who gives Sir Luke a Letter. 

From whom ? 

Serv. Earl of Brentford. The fervant waits for an an- 
fwer. 

Sir Lukf, Anfwer ! — By your leave, Mr Serjeant and 
Charlotte. \Reads.'\ " Tafte for mufic — Monf. Duport — 
*' fail — Dinner upon table at fifve" — Gadfo ! I hope Sir 
Gregory's fervant an't gone. 
. Serv. Immediately upon receiving the anfwer. 

Sir Luke, Run after him as fail as you can — tell hinv 
quite in defpair — recoiled an engagement that can't in 
nature l^p miffed, — and return in an inftant. [Exit Servant. 

Char. You fee, Sir, the Knight muft give way for my 
Lord. 

Sir Luke. No, faith, it is not that, my dear Charlotte ; 
you faw that was quite an extempore buiinefs. — ^No, 
hang it, no, it is not for the title ; but to tell you the truth, 
Brentford has more wit than any man in the world ; it is 
that makes me fond of his houfe. 

Char. By the choice of his company he gives an un^ 
anfwerable inftance of that. 

Sir Luke, You are right, my dear girl. But now to 
give you a proof of his wit : You know Brentford's finances 
are a little out of repair, Which procures him fome vifits 
that he would very gladly excufe. 

Serj. What need he fear ? His perfon is facred ; for by 
the tenth of William and Mary — 

Sir Luke, He knows that well enough ; but for all that — 

Serj. Indeed, by a late aft of his own houfe, (which does 
them infinite honour) his goods or chattels may be — 

Sir Luke. Seized upon when they can find them ; but he 
lives in ready furnifli'd lodgings, and hires his coach by the 
month. 

Serj. Nay, if the flieriff return " non inventus" — 

Sir Luke^ 
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Sir Luke. A pox o*your law, jou make mc lofe fight of 
my ftory. One morning a Welih coachmaker came with 
his bill to my Lord, whpfe name was unluckily Lloyd. 
My Lord had the man up. You are call'd, I think, Mr 
Lloyd ? — At your Lordihip's fervice, my Lord. — ^What, 
Lloyd with an L ? — It was with an L indeed, my Lord.— - 
Becau£e in your part of the world I have heard that Lloyd 
and Flloyd were fynonymous, the very fame names —Very 
often indeed, my Lord. — But you always fpell your's with 
an L ? — Always. — That, Mr Lloyd, is a little unlucky ; for 
you muft know I am now paying my debts alphabetically, 
and in four or five years you might have come in with an 
F J but I am afraid I can give you no hopes for your L.— 
Ha^ ha, ha ! 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. There was no overtaking the fervant. 

Sir Luke. That is unlucky : tell my Lord I'll attend him. 
ni call on Sir Gregory myfelf. [Blxit Servant. 

Serj. Why, you won't leave us. Sir Luke ? 

Sir Luke. ^Pardon, dear Serjeant and Charlotta ; have a 
thoufand things to do for half a million of people pofitively ; 
promifed to procure a hufband for Lady Cicely Sulky, and 
match a coach-horfe for Brigadier Whip ; after that mufl 
run into the city to borrow a thoufand for young At-all at 
Almack's ; fend a Chefhire cheefe by the ftage to Sir Ti- 
mothy Tankard in Suffolk ; and get at the Herald's Ofiicc 
a coat of arms to clap on the coach of Billy Bengal, a nabob . 
newly arrived : fo you fee I have not a moment to lofe. 

Serj- True, true. 

Sir Luke. At your toilet to-nxorrow you may — 

Enter a Servant abruptly^ aud runjs againft Sir Luke. 

Can't you fee where you are running, you rafcal ! 

Serv. Sir, his grace the Duke of — 

Sir Luke. Grace! — Where is he? — ^Where — 

Serv. In his coach at the door — If you an't better en- 
gaged would be glad of your company to go into the city^j 
^d take a dinner at Dolly's. 

Sir Luke. In his own coach, did you fay ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Luke. With the coronets— or — 

Serv. I believe fo. 

Sir Luke. 
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Sit* Lute. There's no refifting of that.-^Bid Joe run to 
Sir Gregory Goofe's. 

Serv. He is akeady gone to Alderman Inkle's. 

Sir Lmie. Then do you ftep to the Knight — ^hey !.i— .no-«- 
yott TOuft go to pay Lord^s — ^hold, hold, no — ^I have it- 
Step firft to Sir Greg's, then pop in at Lord Brentford's 
juft as the company are going to dinner. 
. Serv. What fliall I fay to Sir Gregory ? 
JSir Luie. Any thing — what I told you before. 

Serv. And What to my Lord ? 

Sir Luie. What ! — ^Why, tell him that my uncle from 
£j^om-p-ao — that won't do^ for he knows I don't care a 
farthing for him — ^hey ! — ^why tell him-^hold, I have it— . 
tell him, that ^s I was going into ihy chair to obey his com- 
mands, I was arrefied by a couple of bailiffs ^ forced into a 
hadcaey coach^ a|id carried to the Pied Bull in the Borough ; 
I beg ten thoufand pardons for making his Grace wait, but 
his Grace know.s my misfor t 

[^Exeunt Sir Luke and Servant, 

Char. WcH> Sir, what dy'e think of the proofs ? 1 flatter 
myfelf I have pretty well eftal^lilhed my cafe. 

Sirj, Why, huffy, you have hit upon points ; but then 
l]iey are but trifling flaws, they don't vitiate the title, that 
fta^ unimpeached \ and — But, Madam, your mother. 

Enter Mrs Circuit. 

Mrs Ore. What have you done with the Knight ?— . 
Why, you have not let him depart ? 

Char, It was not in my power to keep him. 

Mr* Ore. I don't wonder at that ; but what took him 
away ? 

Char. What will at any time take him away — a Duke 
at the door. 

Mrs Circ. Are you cettain of that ? 

Sirj\ Why truly, chuck, his retreat was rather preci- 
pitate for a man that is juft going to be married. 

Mrs Circ. The profped of marriage does not always 
prove the ftrongeft attachment. 

Serj\ Pardon me, lovee ^ the law allows no higher con- 
fider^ibn than marriage^ 

Mrs Circ. Pfliaw ! 

Sefj\ Infomuch^ that if duke A was to intermarry with 
V OL. IL I chambermaid 
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chambermaid 6, difFerence of condition would prove n0 
bar to the fettlement. 

Mrs Circ. Indeed ! 

Serf, Ay ; and this was held to be law by Chief Baron 
Bind'em, on the famous cafe of the Marquis of CoUy, and 
Fanny Flip-flap the French dancer. 

Mrs Circ. The greater blockhead the Baron : but don't 
pefter me with your odious law cafes. Did not you tell 
me you was going to Kingfton to-day to try the Crown 
caufes ? 

Serj. I was begg'd to attend for fear his Lord(hip ihonid 
not be able to fit ; but if it proves inconvenient to you — 

Mrs Circ. To me ! Oh, by no means in the world ; I 
am too good a fubjeft to defire the leaft delay in the law's 
execution v and when d'ye fet out ? 

Serj. Between one and two ; I fhall only jufl give a law 
lefture to Jack. 

Mrs Circ. Lord! I wonder, Mr Circuit, you would breed 
that boy up to the bar. 

Serj. Why not, chuck ? He has fine fteady parts, and 
for his time moots a point — 

Mrs Circ. Steady ! ftupid you mean : nothing fure could 
add to his heavinefs^ but the being loaded with law. Why 
don't you put him into the army ? 

Serf. Nay, chuck, if you chufe it, I believe I have in- 
tereft to get Jack a commiffion. 

M^s Circ^ Whyy Mr Circuit, you know he is no fon of 
mine ; perhaps a cockade may animate the lad with feme 
fire. 

Serj\ Truey lovce ; and a knowledge of the laW mayn't 
be amifs to reftrain his fire a little. 

Mrs Circ. 1 believe there is very little danger of bis 
exceeding that way. 

Serj. Charlotte, fend hither your brother. 

lExit Charlotte. 

Mrs Circ. I'll not interrupt you. 

Serj. Far from it, lovee ; 1 fliould be glad ta have you a 
witnefs of Jacky's improvement. 

Mrs Circ. Of that I am no judge ; befides, I am full of 
bufinefs to-day — there is to be a ballot at one for the 
Ladies Club lately eftablifhed, and lady Bab Bafto has pro- 
pofed me for a member. Pray, my dear, when will you 
let me have that money to pay my Lord Loo ? 

Serf. 
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Serj. The three hundred yon mean ? 

Mrs Circ. And befides, there is my debt to Kitty Crib- 
bidge ; I proteft I almoft blufh whenever I meet them. 

Serj. Why, really, lovee, 'tis a large fum of money.-— 
Now, were I worthy to throw in a little advice, we might 
make a pretty good hand of this bufinefs. 

Mrs Circ, I don't underftand you. 

Serj\ Bring an aftion againft them on the ftatute, in the 
name of my clerk ; and fo not only refcue the debt from 
their bands, but recover likewife confiderabk damages. 

Mrs Circ. A pretty conceit, Mr Serjeant ! but does it 
not occur to your wifdom, that as I have (by the help of 
Captain Cog) been oftner a winner than lofer, the tables 
may be turned upon us ? 

Serj. No, no, chuck, that did not efcape me ; I have 
provided for that. Do you know, by the law, both parties 
are equdly culpable ; fo that, lovee, we fhall be able to 
fleece your friends not only of what they have won of poor 
4earee, but likewife for what they have loft. 

Mrs Circ. Why^ what a paltry, pettifogging puppy art 
thou ! And could you fuppofe that I would fumbit to the 
Scandalous office ? 

Serj. Scandalous ! I don't underftand this perv^erfion of 
words. The fcandal lies in breaking the laws, not in bring- 
ing the offenders to juftice. 

Mrs Circ. Mean-fpi-rited wretch ! — What, do you fup- 
pofe that thofe laws could be levell'd againft people of their 
high rank and condition ? Can it be thought that any fet 
of men would fubmit to lay legal reftraints on themfelves ? 
— Abfurd and prepofterous ! 

Serj. Why, by their public praftice, my love, onp would 
fufped that they thought themfelves excepted by a parti- 
cular claufe. 

Mrs Circ. Oh ! to be fure ; not the ieaft doubt can be 
made. 

Serj, True, chuck — but then your great friends fliould 
never complain of highwaymen ttopping their coaches, or 
thieves breaking into their houfes. 

Mrs Circ, Why, what has that to do with the bufinefs ? 

Serj. Oh ! the natural confequence, lovee ; for whilft 
the fuperiors are throwing away their fortunes, and con- 
fequcntly their independence above---you can't think but 
their domefiics are following their examples below. 

Mrs Circ 
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Mrs Circ. Well, and what then ? 

Serf. Then ! the fame diftrefs that throws the mafter 
and miftrefs into the power of any who are willing to pur- 
chafe them, hy a regular gradation, feduces the fervanta. 
to aftionsy tho' more criminal, perhaps not more atrocious. 

Mrs Circ. Pfhaw ! ftuff !— -I have no need to exa^miiie 
your dirty diftinftions— Don't teizc me with your jargon. 
I— I have told you the fums I ihall want, fo take care they 
are ready at your returning from Kingfton— Nay, don't 
heiitate ; recolle£l your own ftate of the cafe, and remem- 
ber, my honour is in pawn, and muft, (bxne yr^j or otheri^ 
be redeem'd by the end of the week. , [Exit. 

Strj. My honour is. in pawn ! — Good Lord ! how a 
century will alter the meaning of words ! — ^Formerlyii 
chaftity was the honour of women, and goojl £guth and in- 
tegrity the honour of men : but noWj^ « hdy who ruins 
her family by pundually paying her kfl^s at plajx and ^ 
gentleman who kills his beft friendin foqm triflingnivolous 
quarrel, are your only tip-top people of honour. Well, let 
them go on, it brings grift to our mill : for whilft both the 
fezes ftick firm to their honour,^ we (hall never want bu&-. 
nefs, either at Doflors Commons, or the Old Bailey. 

lExiu 



ACT IL 

Enter Serjeant Circuit and Jack. 

Serj. TACK, let Will bring the chaife to the door, 

•^ Jack. Mr Fairplay, Sir, the attorney, begs to 
fpeak a few wordjj. 

Serj. How often have I told you, that I will fee none 
of thefe fort of folks but at chambers ; you know how 
angry your mother is at their rapping, and littering the 
lioufe. 

Jack, He fays, Sir, he will not detain you five nunutes. 

Serj. Well, bid him walk in. 

Enter Fairplay. 

Serj. Well, Mr Fairplay, what's your will ? 
Fairp. I juft call'd, Mr Serjeant, to know your opinion 

upon. 
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upon the cafe of jroong Woodford, and if you like the pro* 
pofal of being concem'd. 

S^rj. If it turns out as jou ftate it^ and that the father 
of the lad was reallj a minor^ the EiTex eflate may with- 
out doubt be recover'd ; and fo maj the lands in the north, 

Fairp. We have full proofs to that fad. 

Serj. May be fo ; but really^ Mr Fairplaj, jou know 
the length of time ^at thefe kind of fuits — 

Tairp* True, Sir, but then jour experience will fhortea 
I appreh — 

Strj. That's m«re than I know : and then not onlj my 
£ees lying dormant, ^but, perhaps, ahexpe&ation of money 
to be advanced. 

Fairp. The property, Sir, is of very great value, and, 
upon tilt ^^9^X£Sm ^^7 acknowledgement fhall be readily 

^^^^ii^k^^^^^lSp^^J^ * ^ 7^^ know that In law, that 
wond fliqj^^bfifi.all^eailmg tt all? Befides, when people 
are.in dmrefsy they ^e lavifli enough of their offers ; but 
when their bn&icfs is done, then we have nothing but 
grumbling and gmdging* 

Fairp. You have only to diftate your terms. 

Serj. Does the lad live in town ? 

Fairp. He has been under my care fince the death of his 
father ; I have given him as good an education as my nar- 
row fortune would let me ; he is now ftudying the law in 
the Temple, in hopes that, fliould he fail of other aififtance, 
he may be able one day to do himfelf juilice. 

Serj\ In the Temple ? 

Fairp. Yes, Sir, in thofe little chambers juft over your 
head — I fancy the young gentleman knows him. 

Jach^ Who ? Mr Woodford ! Lord, as well as myfelf, 
he is a fweet fober youth, and will one day make a vaft 
figure, I am fure. 

Serj. Indeed ! 

yack, I am pofitive. Sir, if you were to hear him fpeak 
at the Robmhood in the Butcher-row, you would fay fo 
yourfelf : why, he is now reckon'd the third ; except the 
breeches-maker from Barbican, and Sawny Sinclair the 
fhuffinan, there is not a mortal can touch him. 

Serj, Peace, puppy ; well, Mr Fairplay, leave the pa- 
pers a little longer with me and— pray who is employed 
againft you ? 

Fairpn 
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Fairp. A city attorney, one Sheepikin. 

Serj. A cunning fellow, I know him \ well^ Sir, if yov 
will call at Pump-court in a week. 

Fairp. I jihall attend you. 

Serf. Jack, open the door for Mr.— [£af^««/ Fairplay 
find Jack.] Something may be made of this matter ; VYL 
fee this Sheepiliin myfelf. So much in future for carrying 
on the fuit, or fo much in hand to xiake it mifcarry : it 
vdfe man fiiould well weigh which party to take for. 

Enter Jack. »* 

So Jack, any body at chambers to day ? 

Jack. Fieri Facias from Fetter-lane, about ttfc bill to 
be filed by Kit Crape againft Will Vixaxd, this term. 

Serj. Praying for an ecjual partition of gander ? 

Jack. Yes, Sir, ^ 

Serj. Strange world we live in, tliar^Yen highwaymeii 
can't be true to each other ! [halfajide t6 himfetfJ]^ but w« 
Ihall make Matter Vizard refund, we'll £hew liini what 
long hands the law has. 

Jack. Facias fays, that in all the books he can't hit oq 
a precedent. 

Serj. Tl^en 111 make one myfelf ; aut inviniam^ autfa-^ 
€%am^ has been always my motto. The charge muft be 
made for partnerihip-profit, by bartering lead and gun-i 
powder, againil money, watches, and rings, on Epping- 
foreii, Hounflow-heath, and other parts of the kingdom. 

'Jack. He fays, if the court fliould get fcent of the fcheme, 
the parties would all Hand committed. 

Serj. Cowardly rafcal ! but however, the caution mayn't 
prove amifs. \Alide>^ I'll not put my own name to the bill. 

y^f^. The declaration too is delivered in the caufe of 
Roger Rapp'em againil Sir Solomon Simple. 

Serj. What, the aflfair of the note ? 

"Jack. Yes. 

Serj. Why, he is dear that his client never gave fuch a 
note. 

^ach. Defendant never faw plaintiff fince the hour he 
was born ; but, notwithftanding, they have three witneffe^ 
to prove a confideration, and figning the note. 

Serj> Ihey have? 

Jack. He is puzzled what plea to put in. 

Serj. Three witneffes ready, you fay ? 

Jack. 
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yaci. Yes. 

Serj. Tell him Simple mull acknowledge the note, [Jack 
JiartsJ\ and bid him, againil the trial comes on, to procure 
four perfons at lead to prove the payment, at the Crown 
and Anchor, the loth of December. 

Jtui. But then how comes the note to remain in plain- 
tiff's poflef&on ? 

Serj\ Well put. Jack ; but we have a falvo for that ; 
plaintiff happen'd not to have the note in his pocket, but 
promifed to deliver it up, when call'd thereunto hj defen- 
dant. 

Jack. That will do rarely. 

Serf. Let the defence be a fecret, for I fee we have able 
people to deal with. But come, child, not to lofe time, 
liave you carefuUy conn'd thofe inflru&ions I gave you ? 

Jack. Yes, Sir. 

Serf. Well, that we fliall fee. How many points are 
the great objefl: df ^raOice ? 

Jack. Two. 

Serf. Which are they ? 

Jack. The firft is to put a man in poffeffion of what is 
his right. 

Serj. The fecond ? 

Jack. Either to deprive a man of what is really his 
right, or to keep him as long as poffible out of poffeffion. 

Serj. Good boy ! To gain the laft end, what are the beft 
means to be ufed ? 

Jack. Various and many are the legal modes of delay. 

Serj. Name them. 

Jack. Injundions, demurrers, iham-pleas, writs of error, 
rejoinders, fur-rejoinders, rebutters, fur-rebutters, replica- 
tions, exceptions, effoigns, and imparlance. 

Serj. [7i bimfelf.'\ Fine inftruments in the hands of a 
man who knows how to ufe them. — But now. Jack, we 
come to the point : if an able advocate has his choice in a 
caufe (which if he is in reputation he may readily have), 
which fide fhould he chufe, the right, or the wrong ? 

Jack. A great lawyer's bufinefs, is always to make 
choice of the wrong. 

Serj. And prithee why fo ? 

Jack. Becaufe a good caufe can fpeak for itfelf, whilft 
ft bad one demands an able counfellor to givQ it a colour. 

Serj. 
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Serf. Very well. But in what refpefts will tWs ia£v^et 
to the lawyer himfelf ? 

JacL In a two-fold way ; firftly, his fees will be large 
in proportion to the dirty work he is to do. 

Serj\ Secondly? — i 

*Jack. His reputation will rife, by obtaining the viftory 
in a defperate caufe. 

Serj. Right boy. — ^Are you ready in the caufe of the 
cow? 

Jack. Pretty well, I believe. 

Serj. Give it then. 

Jiuk. Firft of April, anno feventeen hundred and blank, 
John a Nokes was indifted by blank, before blank, in the 
county of blank, for Healing a cow, contra pacem etcet— -^ 
And againft the flatute in that cafe provided and ndade, to 
prevent ftealing of cattle. 

Serj. Go on. 

*Jack. Said Nokes was convided up<firthe faid flatute. 

Serj. What follow 'd upon ?— 

^ack. Motion in arrelt of judgement, made by Goun*' 
fellor Puzzle. Firft, becaufe the field from whence the 
cow was conveyed is laid in the indi&ment as round, but 
tum'd out upon proof to be fquare. 

Serj. That's well : a valid objedion. 

^ack. Secondly, becaufe in faid indidment the colour of 
the cow is called red, there being no fuch things in rerum 
natura as red cows, no more than black lions, fpread eagles^ 
flying griffins, or blue boars. 

Serj. Well put. 

^ach. Thirdly, faid Nokes has not offended againft form 
of the fiatute ; becaufe ftealing of cattle is there provided 
againft : whereas we are only convifted of ftealing a cow. 
Now, though cattle may be cows, yet it does by no means 
follow that cows muft be cattle. 

t Serj^ Bravo, bravo ! bufs me, you rogue ; you are your 
father's own fon ! go on, and profper. I am forry, dear 
Jack, I muft leave thee. If providence but fends thee life 
and health, I prophefy, thou wilt wreft as much land from 
the owners, and fave as many thieves from the gallows, aa 
any praftitioner fince the days of King Alfred. 

Jack, m do my endeavour. \Exit Serjeant.] So !— . 
father is fet off. Now if I can but lay eyes on our Char- 
lotte, 
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kotte^ jait to deliver this letter before Madam comes home, 
^cre (he is Hift, fitter Charlotte ! 

Enter Charlotte. 

Char. What have you got there. Jack? 

yaci. Something for you, fifter. 

Char. For me ! prithee, what is it ? 

Jack. A thing. 

Chmr. What thing > 

JacJk^ A thing that will pleafe you Pm fure. 

Char. Come, don*t be a boy, let me have it. \yack 
;gives the leUer.j How's this ! a letter ! from whom ? 

Jack^ Can't you guefs ? 

Cbar^ Not 1 4 I d0n*t know the hand. 

yaci. May be not ; but you knOw the inditer. 

Char. Then tell me his name. 

yaci^. Break open th« feal^ and you'll find it. 

Char. [Opening tie letter.'] « Charles Woodford !"— I 
^un fure I know nothing of him^ 
^ Jack. Ay, but, fifter, you do. 

Char. How \ When, and where ? 

Jack. Don't you remember about three weeks ago, when 
yoa drtuik tea at our chambei's, there was a young gentle^* 
toan in it blue fattia waiftcoat, who wore his own head of 
hair? 

Char. Well? 

yadk. That letter's from he. 

Char* What can be his bufinefs with me ? 

yaci. R6ad that and you'll know. 

Char, [reads.'] ** Want words to apologize — ^hum — 
*' very firft moment I faw you— huna, hum— fmother'd 
*• long, in my breaft — ^hum> hum— ^-happieft, or clfe the 
** moft wretched of men." — So, Sir, you have undertaken 
a pretty Conuniffion ! and what do you think my father 
will— 

Jach. Why, I hope you won't go for to tell him. 

Char. Indeed, Sir, but I fliall. 

yack. No, fifl^er, I'm fure you won't be fo crofs. Be- 
fides, what could I do ? The pooi^ young lad begg'd fo 
hard ; and there for this fortnight he has gone about figh- 
ing, and mufing, and moping : I am fatisfied it would melt 
- you to fee him. Do, filler, let me bring him this evening, 
tkom £a|her is out. 

Vol. II. K Char. 
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Char., Upon my word ! — ^Thei young man has made no 
bad choice of an agent ; you are for pufhing matters at once. 
— But harkee. Sir, who is this fpark you are fo anxious 
about ? And how long have you known him ? 

Jaci. Oh ! a prodigious long while : above a month I 
am certain. Don't you think him mighty genteel ? I af* 
fure you he is vaftly liked by the ladies. 

Char, He is. 

yacJ^. Yes, indeed, Mrs Congo, at the Grecian coffee- 
houfe, fays^h^'s the fobereft youtii that comes to the houfe; 
and- all Mrs Mitten&'s 'prentices throw down tjieir work,^ 
and run to ^e window every time he goes by. 

Cbar, Upon my word ! 

yaci. And moreover, befides that, he has feveral great 
cftates in the. country, but only for the prefent, he is kept 
out of 'em all by the owners. 

Char. A^, Jack ! that's the worft part of the ftory. 

yaci. Pfliaw; ! that's nothing at all. His guardian, Mr 
Fairplay, has been with father to-day, and fays^ he is cer- 
tain that he can fet all to rights in a trice. ^ 

Cbar. Well, Jack, when that point is determined, it 
will be time enough to — 

yaci. Then, Lord of mercy ! why, fitter Charlotte, it 
is my private opinion, that if you don't give him fome 
crumbs of comfort, he wont live till Midfummer term. 

Char, I warrant you. Either Cupid's darts were al- 
ways but poetical engines, or they have been lately de- 
prived of their points^ Love holds no place in the modem 
bills of mortality. Hawever, Jack, you may tell your 
friendj that I have obferved his frequent walks in our ftreet. 

yaci. Walks ! Why one ihould think he was appointed 
to relieve the old watchman ; for no fooner one is off, but 
the other comes on. 

Char. And that from his eyes being conftantly fixed on 
my window (for the information of which, I prefume, he 
is indebted to you.) — 

Jack, he! he! he! 

Char. I had a pretty ibrewd gOefs at his bufinefs ; but tell 
him^ that unlefs my £a — Hufh ! our tyrant is retum'd.— i- 
Don't leave the houfe tiH I fee you. 

Enter Mrs Circuit and Betty. 
' Mrs Cire, So, Sir, what makes you loitering from cham- 
bers ? 
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bcrs ? I thought I told you, you (hould never be here hut 
"at meals ? [^Exit Jack.] One fpy is enough in a family.— 
Mifsy you may go to your room ; and d'ye hear — I fhall 
have company, fo you need not come down. \^Exit Char- 
lotte.] — Betty, no meflage or letter ? 

Betty. None, Madam. 

Mrs Circ, That is amazing ! — You know I expeft Co- 
lonel Secret and Mrs Simper every inftant. 

Betty. Yes, Madam. 

Mrs Ore. Put the fruit and the wine on the table in the 
next room. 

Betty, Very well. Madam. 

Mrs Circ. And, Betty, order the fellow to let nobody 
ixi but Sir Luke, 

Betty. Madam, I fliall take care. \Exit. 

Mrs Circ. [Jits down] The ballot muft be over by this 
time. Sure there is nothing fo dreadful as a ftate of fuf- 
pence : but fliould they black-ball me ! — No, there's no 
^danger of that ; Mifs Mattadore has infured me fuccefs.— 
Well, this is certainly one of the moft ufeful inftitutions ; 
it pofitively fupplies the only point of time one does not 
know how to employ. From twelve, the hour of one's 
rifing, to dinner, is a moft horrible chafm ; for though 
teizing the mercers and milliners, by tumbling their wares, 
is now and then an entertaining amufement, yet upon re- 
petition it palls. — But every morning to be fure of a party, 
and then again at night after a rout, to have a place to re- 
tire to ; to be quite freed from all pain of providing ; not 
to be pefter'd at table with the odious company of clients, 
and country coufins ; for I am determined to dine, and fup 
Ht the ciub, every day. I can tell 'em, they'll have but 
very few forfeits from me. 

Enter Betty, in bqfie, with a letter. 

Betty. By a chairman. Madam, from thcThatch'd-Houfc. 

Mrs Circ. Give it me, Betty, this inftant ; — ay — this 
is Mattadore's hand. [Opens and reads the letter. J " My 
'* dear Circiijt — it is with the utmcft concern, and confu- 
•** fion, 1 find myfelf obliged to acquaint you, tliat notwith- 
^* ftandingall the pains i have taken, the club have tjiotij'ht 
** fit to rcjcft" Oh ! [She faints.'] 

Betty. Blcfs my foul I nny lady i*> gone I John ! Will ! 

Kilty ! run hitlicr this inftant— 

t'.Uti't 
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Enttr two Maids and a Man Servant. 

Alt. What, what'« the matter ? 

fietty. Quick ! quick I fomc hartihorn smd water [parU 
her i&fl«^.] Madam ! Madam— - 

Serv. Here ! here ! here ! [bringing water. 

Betty. John, go for the potter-carrier this icdlant— I 
believes to my (quI fhe is dead — ^Kittj, fetch fome feathers 
to hum under her nofe ; — there, ftand further off, aod give 
her fome air-^ [Exeunt John and^Xty. 

Enter Sir Luke. 

Sir Luke. Heyday ! what the deuce is th^ matter ? 
What's the meaning of all this, Mrs Betty ? 

Betty. Oh I Sir, is it you-^my poor lady ! [fri0s'\ dap 
the bottle hard to her nofe. 

Sir Luke. Bi^t how came it about ? 

Betty. Some pf the continents of that ^ursi'd letter, Ihe 
has there in her hand. 

Sir Luke. Here, here, take fome of my eau-de-luqe. [of" 
feritig a iottle.2 

Betty. There ! fhe recovers a little — fome water-^I be- 
lieve it is nothing but a fatiricsd fit, I have had them my. 
ielf.— now' Q^t opens her eyes — ^fo, fo-^t>end her forward a 
little. 

Sir Luke. My fweet Mrs Circuit. 

Mrs Ore. Who is that ! 

Betty. Nobody at all. Madam, but only Sir Luke. 

Mrs Circ. Oh ! Sir Luke, fuch a jftroke, fo fatal, fa 
fudden, it is not in nature I fhould ever furvive it. 

Sir Luke. Marry^ heaven forbid ! but what caufe— what 
could — 

Mrs Circ. Leave the room. [7b the fervanfs^who go out. J 
—Only, look over that letter. 

Sir Luke. Hum, hum, — [reads'] *' fit to rejefl: you" — 
this — 

Mrs Circ. There I there ! there ! 

Sir Luke. I own this is the utmoft malic^of fortune — 
but let me finifli the letter. — " This calanuty, dear Cir- 
" cuit, is of fuch a nature as baffles all advice, or inter- 
" pofition of friends, I fhall therefore leave you to time, 
<' and your own good underftanding," [pretty and'fenfible] 
— *^ yours," &c. — But let us fee, what fays the poftfcript 

[reads. 
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^r-Treads.^ ** Perhaps it maj give you fome comfort to 
«' know that you had fixteen almoiidsy and but two raifins 
M againft Tou." 

Mrs Circ. But two ! 

Sir Luke. No more ! 
- Mrs Circ, This muft be Kitty Cribbage*3 doing, Oit 
has been tattling about the paultry trifle I owe her. 

Sir Luke. Not unlikely : but come, bear up, my dear 
Madam, and coniider that two — 

Afri Circ. Is as bad as two thoufand. 

Sir Luke. Granted ; but perhaps it mayn*t be too late 
to repair. — Gadfo ! I have thought of a fcheme— I'll be 
(4efted myfelf, and then I warrant we ms^nage — 

Mrs Circ. You, Sir Luke ? Thftt never can be. 

Sir Luke. No, Madam, and why not ? Why, you don't 
fuppofe that they would venture to — 

Mrs Circ. It would not only be againft the fpirit, but 
the very letter of their conftitution to chufe a member. 

Sir Luke. Ay, Madam, how fo ? 

Mrs Circ. Their ftatutes are felefted from all the codes 
that ever ezifled from the days of Lycurgus to the prefent 
Czarina. 

Sir Luke. Well. 

Mrs Circ, The law that relates to your c^e they have 
borrow'd from the Romau religion. 

Sir Luke, As how ? 

Mrs Circ, As no man can be admitted a Monk, who 
has the kaft corporal fpot, or defedl ; fo, no candidate can 
be received as a member who is deprived of the ufe of any 
one of his limbs. 

Sir Luke. Nay, then indeed I am clearly cut out ; that 
incapacity can never be got over. 

Mrs Circ. Indeed, the Serjeant fays, if the club could 
be induced to refolve in your favour, then the original law 
would fignify nothing. 

Sir Luke, Well, well, we'll fee what can be done. \^A 
loud knockirrg.'] But hulh ! the company's come ; collcft 
yourfelf, fweet Mrs Circuit ; don't give your enemies the 
malicious pleafure of feeing how this difappointmcnt affedt 
you. 

Mrs Circ. Never fear ; I know a little too much of tlic 
yrorld not to turn this defeat to my credit. 

Enter 
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^nter Col. Secret and Mrs Simper. 

Mrs Sim. Your fervant. Sir Luke ; my dear Circuit, 
I am frighten'd to death — ^your people tell me, you are but 
juft recovered from a — 

' Mrs Circ. Oh ! nothing at all ! a faintnefs, a kind of 
fwimming — ^but thofe people are ever fwelling mole hiUs 
to mountains. 

Mrs Sim. I proteft I was afraid that you had fuffer'd. 
your late difappointment to lay hold of your fpirits. 
" Mrs'Circ. What difappointmeiit, my dear ? 

Co/. Mrs Simper hints at the little mifiake made tliis 
morning at the Thatch'd-Houfe. 

Mrs Ore. That ! ridiculous ! I could have told you 
ih&t a fortnight ago, child — all my own doing. 

Mrs Sim. How J 

Sir Luie, Entirely. 

Mrs (ire. Oh ! I always detefted the thoughts of the 
thing ; — they would put me up, let me fay what I would, 
fb I was reduced to the neceffity of prevailing upon two 
friends to black-ball n>e. 

Mrs Sim. That, indeed, alters the cafe. 

CoL I am vaftly happy to hear it : your old acquain- 
tance were afraid they fhould lofe you. 

Mrs Circ, It is a fign they know but little of me — ^but 
come, my good folks, I have prepared a fnaall collation in 
the next room, will you — [^Exeunt. 

flnter Jack and Woodford. 

Jack. I'll watch fifter, to fee that nobody comes ; now, 
Woodford, make good ufe of your time. \^Exit Woodford.] 
There, I have left 'em together ; if I had ftaid, I don't be- 
lieve diey would have open'd their mouths for a month ; 
I never faw fuch an alteration in a lad fince the day I was 
bom. Why, if I had not known him before, I fhould not 
have thought he had a word to throw to a dog ; but I re- 
member the old proverb : 

True lovers are (hy, 
When people are by. 

I'll take a peep, to fee how they go on : — there they are, 
juft in the fame pofture I left them ; ihe folding her 
fing^trs, and he twirling his hat ; why they don't even look 

at 



THE LAME LOVER. 79 

at each other : was there ever fuch a couple of — ^ftay, ftaj, 
now he opens his mouth — pfhaw ! — lord 1 there he fhuts 
it again — huih I I hear fomehody coming — ^no— nothing at 

all : ^mother is fafe I am fure, — there is no danger froni 

her — now let lis take t'other — Ipeefs » / the do0r.ll hum I 
...gadfo, matters are mightily mended — there ! there ! 
very well — ^there he lays down the law— now he claps his 
hand on his heart — vaftly pretty, I vow — there he fwops 
with both his knees on the ground — charming ! — and 
fqueezes his hat with both hands, like one of the adors--^ 
delightful ! flie wants him to rife, and he won't---prodigiou« 
moving indeed ! 

Enter Betty, 

Betty. So, Sir, what are you doing there ? 

JacJ^. There ! where ! 

Betty. With your eyes glew'd clofe to the key-hole. 

Jaci. I wanted to fpeak a word to my fifter. 

Betty. Then why don't you open her door ? 

yaci. I did not know but flie might be faying her 
prayers. 

Betty. Prayers ! a likely ftory ! who fays their prayers 
at this time of the day ? — ^No, no, that won't upon me.-^ 
Let me look — very pretty ! So, fo, I fee there's fomebody 
elfe at his prayers too — ^fine doings !— «As foon as the com* 
pany goes, I fhall take care to inform Madam your mother. 

yaci. Nay, but Mrs Betty, you won't be fo — 

Betty. Indeed, Mr John, but I fliall — I'll fwallow none ' 
of your fecrets, believe me. 

JacL What, perhaps your ftomach is overloaded al- 
ready. 

Betty. No matter for that, I fhall be even with Mifs 
&r telling mailer about and concerning my drums. 

Jaci. Why, Mrs Betty, furely fifter could not — ^ 

Betty. When fhe very well knows that I have not fent 
cards but twice the whole feafon. 

yack. Lord ! what figni 

Betty. What would flie fay, if flie vifited the great fa- 
milies I do ? For though I am, as I may fay, but a commoner, 
no private gentlewoman's gentlewoman has a more prettier 
fet of acquaintance. 

yaci. Well, but— 

Betty. My routs indeed I—There is Mrs Allfpice, who 

lives 
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lives with lady Cicdy Sequence^ has fix tables eVery Siltl-i 
day, befiders looers, and braggers ; and moreover propofe^ 
giving a mafquerade^ the beginning of Jane, and I intends 
being there. 

"Jack. Well> but to talkcalnlly. 

Betty. And as Mifs is fo fond of fetching and carryings 
you may tell her we are to have a private j^ay among 
ourfelvesj as the qudity have : the Diftruftfbl Mother, 'tii 

call*d ^Pylades, by Mr Thomas, Lord Cataftro^e'i 

butler — Hermione, Mrs Allfpice ; and I ihall do Andro- 
mache myfelfi 

y«ri. A play ! lord, Mrs Betty, will yon give me a 
ticket ? 

Betty. All's one for that— ^^and fo you may tell Mils 
that — \heU ringi\ conling, Madam^ this minute-— .and that^ 
Mr John, is the long and Ae fhort on't«— [M/ rings agc.iri\ 
lordy I am comings \Exitk 

lE^nter Woodford i'o jack* 

Wofiif. What's the matter ? 

Jack. Here, Betty^ my mother^ fac totuni, has juft dif* 
tover'd your haunts \ and is gone to lay an injEormation 
mgainft you-^o depend upon it, a fearch warrant wiU iSSost 

Wood/. Stay but a moment, till I take leave of your 
fifter. 

yaci. Zooks ! I tell you the conftables will be here in 
a trice, fo you have not a moment to lofe. 

Wood/. How unlucky this is ! 

Jack. But I hope you have obtained a verdift however. 

Wood/. No. 

Jack. No ! 

Woodf. It would not have been decent, to ha^e ptefs*d 
the judge too fbon for a fentence. 

Jack. Soon ! You are a ninny, I tell you fo :— *here you 
win fuffer judgement to go by default. — You are a pretty 
praftitioner indeed ! 

Woodf. This, you may know, my dear jack, is en equity 
^e; I have but juft fil'd my IhU; one muft give t^ 
parties time to put in an anfwer. 

Jack. Time ! — »How you may come off m court I can't 
tel^ but you will turn out but a poor chamber counfel I 
^te,*MiWell, eome along, perhaps I may be able to pro- 
cure 
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tiire another hearing before it is — ^but, Ibrd o* mercy t 
there is father croiGng the hall — Ihould he fee us, all's over 
4— we have nothing for't but taking fhelter with fifter. 

IJSxeunt. 

Act lit. 

Sir Luke Limp^ Mrs Circuity Colonel Secret^ and Mrs 
Simper, difcover*d at a tahte, with a ct^lation before 
them. 

Mrs CirCi f\R ! hy the bye, Sir Luke— take fome of 
^^ thefe fweetmeats, my dear (to Mrs Sim- 
per) — did hot you promife to introduce to me that little 
agreeable piece of imperfeftion that belongs to the opera ? 
—Colonel won't you tafte the champaign ? 

Sir Luke. Who, Siguier Piano ? — Let me affift Mrs 
Simper.— -Why, Madam, I made an attempt ; but at 
prefent — flian't I fend you a bifcuit ? — ^he is in the poffef- 
fion of a certain lady^ who never fuffers him out of her 
fight for a moment. 

Mrs Sim. Oh ! the curmudgeon !^ am vaftly fond ot 
thefe cuftards. 

Sir Luke. Yes, they have a delicate flavour — ^but he 
promifed, M poffible^ to efcape for an hour — ^won't you ? 
[to Mrs Circuit.] 

Mrs Circ. No, it gives me the heart-bum— Then let 
lis leave him a cover. 

Col. By all means in the world. 

Mrs Circ. But there is, likewife, another party, for 
whom a place ought to be kept. 

Mrs Sim. Another ! Who can that be I wonder ? 

Sir Luhim A fmall appendix of mine. 

Mrs Sim. How, Madam ! 

Mrs Circ. You need not be jealous, Sir Luke— tafte 
that tart, Mrs Simper — it is only my hufl>and the Serjeant. 
-—Ha ! ha ! ha I — Betty makes them herfelf. 

Mrs Sim. Oh ! you abominable creature ! How could 
fuch a thought come into your head ? 

Sir Luke, Ma'am — {offering fweetmeats to Mrs Simper.] 

Mrs Sim. Not a bit more, I thank you*-— I fwear and 
vow I fliould fwoon at the fight* 

Vol. IL I Mrs Circ. 
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Mrs Ore. And I fhonld receive him with the poUte ia* 
difference of an abfolute ilranger. . 

Sir Luke. Well faid, my good Lady Intrepid ! But, 
notwithftanding, I would venture a trifle that his appear* 
ance would give you fuch an ele&rical ihock— 

Mrs Circ. You arc vaftly deceived. 

Sir Luke. Dare you come to the proof ? Will you give 
me leave to introduce Mr Serjeant ? He is not far off. 

Mrs Cire. What, my hufband? 

Sir Luke* Even he I 1 faw him as I enterM the hall. 

Mrs Circ. Impo&ble ! 

Sir Lute. Nay, then I mull fetch him. 

[Exit Sir Luke. 

Col. I can't conceive what the knight would be at. 

Mrs Sim. Why, he is mad. 

Mrs Circ. Or tum'd fool. 

Enter Sir Luke, with the Stryt9Xi^i per uHe on a Ihclk. 

Sir Luke. Now, Madam, have I reafon 2 Is this your 
hufband or not ? 

Mrs Sim. It is he ; not the leaft doubt can be made. 

Col. Yes, yes, it is the Serjeant himfelf. 

Mrs. Circ. I own it; I acknowledge the lord of my 
wiihes^ [Kiffes the block.'] 

Mrs Sim. All his features are there ! 

Col. The grave cail of his countenance ! 

Sir. Luke. The vacant ftare of his eye I 

Mrs Circ. The livid hue of his lips ! 

Mrs Sim. The rubies with whidi his cheeks are en« 
rich'd ! 

Co/r The filent folemnity when he fits on the bench ! 

Mrs Circ. We muft have him at table : but pray good 
folks let my hufband appear like himfelf.— I'll run for the 
gown. [Exit. 

Mrs Sim. By all means in the world. 

Sir Luke. Difpatch, I befeech you. 

Mrs Circuit returns with a gown and band. 

Mrs Circ. Sir Luke, lend your afliftance. 
Col. There^lace him at the head of the table. 

[IFie^^x the head at the back of a chair , and 
place it at table ; then all Jit. ^ 

Mrs Sim* 
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Mrs Sim. Madam, youll take care of your hufband. 

Mrs Circ. I don't want to be put in mind of my duty. 

Mrs Sim. Oh, Madam ! I know that very well.' 

Sir Luke. Come, Hob or Nob, Mailer Circuit— let us 
try if we can't fuddle the Serjeant, 

Col. O, fie ! I have a proper refpeft for the coif. 

Mrs Sim. Don't be too facetious. Sir Luke : it Is not 
quite fo fafe to fport with the heads of the law ; you don't 
know how foon you may have a little bufinefs together. 

Sir Luke. But come, the Serjeant is fulky. — I have 
diought of a way to divert him : — You know he is never 
fo happy as when he is hearing a caufe ; fuppofe we were 
to pleaid one before hi^i ; Mrs Circuit and I to be counfel, 
the Colonel the clerk, and Mrs Simper the cryer. 

Mrs Circ. The fineft thought in the world ! And flay, 
to condufl: the trial with proper folemnity, let's rummage 
his wardrobe ; we fhall there be able to equip ourfelves 
with fuitable drefles. 

Sir Luke. Alons, alons. 

Mrs Sim. There is no time to be loft, [all rife.'] 

Mrs Circ. [Stopping Jbort as they are going out.] But 
won't my huft)and be angry, if we leave him alone ? Bye, 
dearee — ^we ihall foon return to thee again. [Exeunt. 

Enter Serjeant Circuit, not perceivifig the collation. 

Serj. So, my lord not being able to fit, there was no 
occafion for me. — I can't put that girl's nonfenfe out of my 
head — My wife is young to be fure, and loves pleafure 
I own ; but as to the main article, I have not the leaft 
ground to fufpeft her in that — ^No, no ! — And then Sir Luke ! 
raj prqfien ami, the deareft friend I have in the — Heyday ! 
[feeing the collation] what the deuce have we here ? — ^A 
collation ! — So, fo— I fee Madam knows how to divert her- 
felf during my abfence. — ^What's this ? [feeing the block.] 
Oh, ho ! ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^Well, that's pretty enough I pro- 
teft — ^Poor girl, I fee flia could not be happy without having 
fomething at table that refembl'd me.— How pleafed ihe 
will be to find me here in propria perfona. — By your leave, 
Mrs Circuit — [fits down and eats] Delicate eating, in troth 
— and the wine [drinks] — Champaign as I live — ^muft 
have t'other glafs — They little think how that gentleman 
there regales himfelf in their abfenoe — Ha ! ha ! ha ?— - 
quite convenient, I vow— the heat of the weather has made 

me — 
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me^Gome, brother Coif, here's your health — J[drinis^ — . 
I mult pledge myfelf I believe — [^drinJ^s again] — develifh 
ftrong — ^plhut ! — Somebody's coming — [^gets up and goes to^ 
wards the wings] — What do I fee ? four lawyers ! What 
the devil can be the meaning of this ? I fhould be glad to 
get at the bottom of — Hey I by your leave, brother Serjeant 
— I muft crave the ufe of your robe — {Jits down^ and gets 
vnder the gown] — Between ourfelves, this is not the firft 
time this gown has covered a fraud. 

Enter Sir Luke, Colonel, Mrs Circuit, and Mrs Simper^ 
drejfed as counjellors. 

Sir Luke, Come, come, gentlemen, difpatch, the court 
has been waiting fome time. Brother Circuit, you have 
look'd ovter your brief ? 

Mrs Circ. What, do you fuppofe. Sir, that like fome 
pf our brethren I defer that till I come into court ? No, no. 

Sir Luke. This caufe contains the whole marrow and 
pith of all modern praftice. 

Mrs Circ. One fliould think. Sir Luke, you had been 
bred to the bar. 

Sir Luke. Child, I was fome years in the Temple ; but 
the death of my brother robb'd the robe of my labours. 

Mrs Sim. What a lofs to the public ! 

Sir Luke. You are fmart, Mrs Simper. I can tell you, 
Serjeant Snuffle, whofe manner I fludied, pronounced me 
a promifing youth. 

Mrs Sim. I don't doubt it. 

Sir Luke. But let us to bufinefs. And firft, for the ftate 
of the cafe ; The parties you know are Hobfon and Nob- 
fon ; the objeft of litigation is a fmall par<;el of lajid^, which 
is to decide the fate of a borough. 

Mrs Circ. True \ call'd Turnbury Mea4. 

Sir Luke. Very well. Then to bring matters to a fliort 
iffue, it was agreed, that Nobfon fliould on the premifesi 
^ut down a tree, and Hobfon bring his aftion of damage. 

Mrs Circ. True, true. 

Sir Luke. The jury being fworn, and the counfellor^ 
iced, the court may proceed. — Take your feats — But hold 
I — I hope no gentleman has been touch'd on both fides. 

Jill. Oh, fie ! 

Sir Luke. Let filence be call'd. 

Mrs Sim. Silence in the court ! 

Sir Luke. 
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Sir Lute, ' But flop. To be regular, and provide for 
freih caufes, we muft take no notice of the borough anj 
lands, the real objefts in view, but flick fafl. to the trce^ 
which is of no importance at alL 

j^ll. True, true. 

Sir Luke. Brother Circuit, you may proceed. 

Mrs Circ. Gentlemen of the Jury. — I am in this catifc 
counfel for Hobfon, the plaintiff. — The aftion is brought 
againit Nebuchadonezer Nobfon, that he the faid Noblbm 
did cut down a tree, value two-pence, and to his own life 
faid tree did convert. — Nobfon juftifies, and claims tree 
as his tree. We will, gentlemen, firft ftate the probable 
evidence, and then come to the pofitive ; and firJft as to 
the probable. When was this tree here belonging to Hob., 
fon, and claim'd by Nobfon, cut down ? Was it cut dowa 
publicly in the day, in the face of the fun, men, women^ 
and children, all the world looking on ? . No ; it was cut 
down privately, in the night, in a dark night, nobody- 
did fee, nobody could fee — Hum — And then with refpcft 
and regard to this tree, I am inftruded to fay, gentlemen, 
it was a beautiful, an ornamental tree to the fpot where it 
grew. Now can it be thought that any man would come 
for to go in the middle of the night, nobody feeing, nobody 
did fee, nobody could fee, and cut down a tree, which tree 
was an ornamental tree, if tree had been his tree ? — Cer- 
tainly no. — And again, gentlemen, we moreover infill, that 
this tree was not only ornamental to the fpot where it 
grew, but it was a ufeful tree to the owner : it was a 
plum-tree, and not only a plum-tree, but I am authorifed 
to fay the beft of plum-trees, it was a damafcen plum.— i- 
Now can it be thought, that any man would come for to 
go, in the middle of the night, nobody feeing, nobody did 
fee, nobody could fee, and cut down a tree ; which tree 
was not only an ornamental tree, but a ufeful tree ; anl 
not only a ufeful tree, but a plum-tree ; and not only a 
plum-tree, but the beft of plum-trees, a damafcen plum? 
Moft affuredly no. — If fo be then, that this be fo, and fa 
it moft certainly is, I apprehend no doubt will remain with 
the court, but my client a verdi£t will have, with full cofls 
of fuits, in fucli a manner and fo forth, as may neverthelefs 
appear notwithftanding. 

Sir Luke. Have you done, Mr Serjeant ? 

Mrs Circ. You may proceed. 

Sir Lukt^ 
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Sir Luke. G^demen of the Jury— I am in this caufb 
connfel for Hob— -Zounds ! I think the head moves* 

Col. No, no, Mrs Simper jogg'd the chair with her foot, 
that was all* 

Sir Luke. For Hercules Hobfon— (I could have fwom 
it hadftirr'd) — r (han't, gentlemen, upon this occafion, at- 
tempt to move jour pailions, bj flowing periods and rhe- 
torical flowers, as Mr Serjeant has done ; no, gentlemen, 
if I get at your hearts, I will make my way through your 
heads, however thick they may be — ^in order to which, I 
will purfue the learned gentleman, through what he calls 
his probable proofs : and firft, as to this tree's being cut 
down in the night ; in part we will grant him that point, 
but, under favour, not a dark night, Mr Serjeant ; no, 
quite the reverfe, we can prove that the moon ihone bright, 
with uncommon luftre that night — So that if fo be as how 
people did not fee, that was none — [Serjeant ^iitf ^ss^j*] nay^ 
Mrs Circuit, if you break the thread of my — 

Mrs Circ. Me break ! — I faid nothing Pm fure. 

Sir Luke. That's true, but you fn^e^^ed* 

Mrs Circ. Not I. 

Sir Luke. I am Aire fomebody did ; it could not be the 
head— confider the leaft interruption puts one out of one's 
i— None of our faults, they might have look'd on and feen 
if they would. And then as to this beautiful tree, with 
which Mr Serjeant has ornamented his fpot — ^Nojj gentle- 
men, no fuch matter at all ; I am inftrufted to fay quite 
the reverfe ; a ftunted tree, a blighted, blafted tree ; a 
tree not only limblefs and leaflefs, but very near lifelefs ; 
that was the true ftate of the tree : and then as to its ufe, 
we own it was a plum-tree indeed, but not of the kind 
Mr Serjeant fets forth, a damafcen plum ; our proofs fay 
loudly a bull plum ; but if fo be and it had been a damat- 
cen plum, will any man go for to fay, that a damafcen 
plum is the beft kind of plum ; not a whit, I take upon 
me to fay it is not a noun fubftantive plum — with plenty 
of fugar it does pretty lyell indeed in a tart, but to eat it 
by itfelf, will Mr Serjeant go to compare it with the queen 
mother, the padrigons-i— 

Serj. [j^ppearing Juddenly from under the gown^ The 
green gages, or the Orleans. 

Mrs Circ. 
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hSrs Circ. As I live 'tis mj huftand ! [^// run offex^ 
cepi Sir Luie, and ibe Serjeant J] 

Serj. Najy Sir Luke, don't you run away too— give me 
a bufs— -fince I was bom I never heard a finer reply ; I 
am forry I did not hear your argument out — ^but I could 
notrefift. 

Sfir Luke. This I own was a little furprife— >had you 
been long* here, Mr Serjeant ? 

Serj, But the inftant you enter'd. 

Sir Luke. So, then all is fafe. \AJiie. 

Serj. But come, won't you refrefli you, Sir Luke—you 
have had hard duty to-day. 

Sir Luke. I drank very freely at table. 

Serj. Nay, for the matter of that, I ha'nt been idle ; 
\hoth drink. "] But come, throw oflFyour gown, and let us 
finiih the bottle : I ha'nt had fuch a mind to be merry I 
can't tell the day when. 

Sir Luke. Nay then, Mr Serjeant, have at you-— come, 
here's long life and hesdth to the law. [Drinks. 

Serj. I'U pledge that toaft in a bumper. [Drinks']. — I'll 
take Charlotte's hint, and fee if I can't draw the truth out 
. of the Knight by a bottle. [4fide. 

Sir Luke. Til try if I can't fuddle the fool, and get rid 
of him that way. [Jfide. 

Serj. I could not have thought it : why where the deuce 
did you pick up all this ? But by the bye, pray who was 
the cryer ? 

Sir Luke. ]3id you not know her ? Mrs Simper, your 
neighbour. 

Serj. A peftilent jade ! fhe's a good one I warrant. 

Sir Luke. She is thought very pretty j what fay you to 
a glals in her favour ? 

Serj. By all means in the world ! [they drisik."] and that 
fpark the derk ? 

Sir Luke. Colonel Secret, a friend to the lady you 
toafted. 

Serj. A friend ! oh, ay,— I underftand you — come, let 
us join 'em together. 

Sir Luke. Alons. [drink.'] Egad, I (hall be caught 
in my own trap, I begin to feel myfelf flufter'd already. 

[4fide. 

Serj. Delicate white wiae, indeed ! I like it better every 
gla&. [Sings.1 

Drink 
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Drink and drive care away. 
Drink and be merry. 

Sir Luke. Tme, my dear Serjeant — this is the fearch^t 
of fecrets — the only key to the heart. 

Serf. Right, boy, in vino Veritas. 

Sir Luke. No deceit in a bumper. {^SingsS] Drink and 
be merry. 

Serj\ Merry ! damme, what a fweet fellow you are, 
what would I give to be half fo jolly and gay. 

Sir Luke. [j4ppearing very drunk, ^ Would you ? And 
yet do you know, Serjeant, that at this very junfture of 
time, there is a thing has popp'd into my head^ that dif- 
trefles me very much. 

Serf, Then drive it out with a bumper, [drinks*!^ Well^ 
how is it now ? 

Sir Luke. Now ! the matter is not mended at all. 

Serj\ What .the deuce is the bufinefs that fo flicks in 
jour ftomach. 

Sir Luke. You know, my dear Serjeant, I am your 
fciend, your real, your affeftionate friend. 

Serj. I believe it. Sir Luke. 

Sir Luke. And yet, for thefe fix months, I have con- 
cealed a fecret, that touches you near, very near. 

Serj. Me near ! That was wrong, very wrong ; friends 
ftould have all things in common. 

Sir Luke. That's what I faid tomyfelf 5 Sir Luke, fays 
I, open your heart to your friend ; but to tell you the 
truth, what fealed up my lips, was the fear that this fe- 
cret {hould make you fulky and fad. 

Serj. Me fulky and fad ! ha! ha! how little you know 
of me. 

Sir Luke. Swear then that you wont be uneafy. 

Serj. Well, I do. 

Sir Luke, [^^ifing.^ Soft ; let us fee that all's fafe ;— 
well, Mr Serjeant, do you know that you are^ — afine, honeii: 
fellow ? 

Serf. Is that a fecret ? 

Sir Luke. Be quiet ; a danin'd honeft fellow— but as to 
your wife — 

Set J. Well? 

Sir Luke. She is an infamous ftrum— 

Serj\ How ! it is a falfehood, Sir Luke, my wife is as 
virtuous a wom-^ 

Sir Luke. 
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Sir Luhe. Oh I if you are angiy, your fervant — I 
thought that the news would have pleafed you — ^for after 
all, what is the bufinefs to me ? W'liat do I get bj the 
bargain? 

Serj^ That's true ; but then would it not vex any man 
to hear his wife abufed in fuch a — 

Sir Luke. Not if its true, you old fool. 

^erj. I fay it is falfe ; prove it ; give me that fatisfac- 
tioa. Sir Luke. 

Sir Luke. Oh ! you fhall have that pleafure diredUy ; and 
to come at once to the point — ^you remember laft new year's 
day how feverely it froze. 

Serj. I do recoiled. 

&ir Luhe. Very well ; we are all invited to dine at Al- 
derman Likle's. 

Serf. Very right. 

Sir Luke. Well, and I did not go ; Mrs Circuit made 
me dine here in this houfe— -was it my fault ? 

Serj. No, no, Sir Luke, no. 

Sir Luke. At table fays flie — flie faid, I was the pifture 
of 3rou — was it my fault ? 

Serj. Well, and fuppofe you are ; where'* the mifchief 
in that ? 

Sir Luke. Be quiet I tell you ; — then throwing her arms 
round my neck, — it is my hufband himfelf I embrace, it 
is my little old man that I kifs ! — for fhe has a prodigious 
zSeSdon for you at bottom — ^was it my fault ? 

Serj. But what is there ferious in this, doil think I 
mind fuch trifles ? 

Sir Luke. Hold your tongue, you fool, for a moment- 
then throwing her Terefa afide — upon my foul flie is pro- 
digious fine every where here — was it my fault ? 

Serj. My fault ! my fault I I fee no fault in all this. 

Sir Luke, [^pretending to cry,'\ No ! why then my dear 
friend, do you know that I was fo unworthy, fo ])roiligcitc, 
fo abandon'd — as to — [^^j] f^^y no more, the bufincfs is 
done. 

Serj, Ay, indeed ! 

Sir Luke. Oh I fa6l ! tliere is not the Icaft doubt of tlio 
marter ; that ii no hear fay, dy'c let-, I was hy all the 
while. - 

Serj. Very pretty ! very fine, np(;n n\y won!. 

Sir Luke. Was it my fuult •? What could 1 do.'' Put 
Vol.. IJ. M vourfclf 
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yourfelf in my place ; I muft have been more, or lefs than 
man to refill. 

Sir Luke. Your faillt, Sir Luke, No, no — ^you did but 
your duty — ^but as to my wife — 

Sir Luke. She's a diabolical fiend, I ihall hate her as 
long as I live. 

Serj\ And I too. 

Sir Luke, Only think of her forcing me, as it were with 
a fword at my breaft, to play fuch a trick ; you, my dear 
Serjeant, the beft, trueft friend I have in the world. [Weeps. 

Serj\ [Weeping,'] Dry your tears, dear Sir Luke ; I fhall 
ever gratefully acknowledge your confidence in trufting 
me with the fecret — [taking him for*uoard.'\ But I think it 
might be as well kept from the reft of the world. 

Sir Luke. My dear foul, do you think I would tell it to 
any mortal but you ? No, no, not to my brother himfelf — 
You are the only man upon eartli I would truft. 

Serj. Ten thoufand thanks, my dear friend ! fure there 
is no comfort, no half am in life like a friend — ^but I ihall 
make Madam Circuit remember — 

Sir Luke. We neither of us ought to forgive her— were 
I you, I'd get a divorce. 

Serj. So I will — provided you will promife not to marry 
her after. 

Sir Luke. Me I I'll fooner be torn to pieces by wild 
horfes — no, my dear friend, we will retire to my houfe in 
the country together, and there, in innocence and fimpli- 
city, feeding our pigs and pigeons, like Pyramus and 
Thifbe, we will live paragons of the age. 

Serj. Agreed ; we will be the whole earth to each other j 
for, as Shakefpeare fays, 

** The friend thou haft and his adoption tried 
** Clap to thy foul, and quit the world befide.''-^— 

Sir Luke. Zounds, here comes Madam Serjeant herfelf. 

Enter Mrs Circuit. 

Mrs Circ. So, gentlemen ! a fweet tete-a-tete you have 
been holding-^— but I know it all, not a fyllable you have 
faid has been loft. 

Sir Luke. Then, I hope you have been well entertained, 
Mrs Circuit. 

Mrs Circ. AndyoU; youmean-fpirited, daftardly wretch. 
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to lend a padent ear to his infamous, improbable tales, 
equally fliameful both to you and me. 

Serj, How^ Madam ! have you the aflurance — 

Mrs Circ. Yes, Sir, the affurance that innocence gives ; 
there is not a foul, I thank heaven, that can lay the leaft 
foil, the leaft fpot, on my virtue ; nor is there a man on 
earth but yourfelf would have fat and filently liften'd to the 
fidions and fables of this intemperate fot. 

Serj\ Why to be fure the knight is overtaken a little ; 
very near drunk. 

Sir Luke. I hope he believes it is a lie. [^AJidcp 

Mrs Ctrc, Do me inftant jaftice on this defamer, this 
liar, or never more expe£l to fee me in your houfe. 

Serj\ I begin to find out the fraud, this is all a flam of 
the knight's. 

Mrs Circ, I'll drive this inftant to a friend of mine in 
the Commons, and fee if no fatisfaftion can be had, for 
blafting the reputation of a woman like me — and hark 
you. Sir, what inducement, what devil could prompt-— 

Serj\ Ay ; what devil could prompt — 

Sir Luke, Heyday ! 

Mrs Circ. But I guefs at your motive ; you flatter'd 
yourfelf, that by marrying Charlotte, and difcarding of me, 
you ihould engrofs all his aflPeftions, and— 

Serf. True, true — ftop, my life, let me come at him ^ 
little ; hark you, Mr Knight, I begin to difcover that you 
are a very fad dog. 

Sir Luke. Et tu Brute ! 

Serj. Brute ! — ^you'll find I am not the brute you would 
have me believe — I have confider'd both fides of the queftion . 

Sir Luke. Both fides of the queftion ? 

Serj. Both : if your ftory is true, you are a fcoundrel 
to debauch the wife of your friend j and if it is falfe, yo* 
are an infamous liar. 

Sir Luke. Well argued. 

Serj. So in both cafes, get out of my houfe. 

Sir Luke. Nay, but Serjeant — 

Serj. Troop I tell you, and never again enter thefe walls 
—you have libelled my wife, and I will fee you no more, 

Sir Luke. Was there ever fuch a — 

•^Vr/. March ! and as to my daughter, I would as foon 
gjarry her to a forma pauperis client. 

[Serjeant pujhes Sir Luke off, 
Mrs Circ, 
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Mrs Circ. Do you confider, Mr Circuit, where you 
are pufliing the fellow ?— That chamber is Charlotte's. 

Enter Sir Luke, Woodford, Charlotte, and Jack, 

Sir Luke. Heyday ! who the deuce have we here ?— 
Pray walk in, my good folks — ^your fervant, Mifs Char- 
lotte ; your fervant, Mr What-dy'e-call-um. — Mr Ser- 
jeant, you need not trouble yourfelf to cater for Mifs ; 
your family, you fee, can provide for themfelves. 

Serj, Heyday ! What the deuce is all this I Who are 
you. Sir, and how came you here ? [To Woodford. 

Jack. It was I, father, that brought him, 

Serj, How, fir rah ! 

Sir Luke. Well faid, mj young limb of the law. 

yack. Come, let us have none o'your — though I brought 
Mr Woodford, you could not perfuade me to do the fame 
office for you — ^father, never ftir if he did not make me the 
proffer, if I would let him into the houfe the night yoii 
was at Kingfton, of a new pair of filk ftockings, and to 
learn me a minuet. 

Sir Luke. Me ! I fliould never have got you to turn out 
your toes. 

yack. Ay, and moreover you made me pufli out my 
cheft, and do fo with my fingers, as if I was taking two 
pinches of fnuff. 

Sir Luke. You fee, Mr Serjeant, what a fondnefs I have 
for every twig of your family. 

Serj, I fliall thank you hereafter — ^but from you, Char- 
lotte, I expefted other guefs — 

Char. When, Sir, you hear this whole matter explain'd, 
you will acquit I am fure. 

Woodf. Indeed, Sir, I am wholly to blame ; my being 
here was as much a furprize upon Mifs Charlotte as — 

Serj. But now you are here, pray what's your bufinefs ? 

yack. O ! father, I can acquaint jrou with that — he 
wanted me to bring a love-letter to Charlotte, fo I told 
him he might bring it himfelf, for that J would not do any 
fuch thing for never fo much, for fear of offending of you. 

Serj. You mended the matter indeed — ^but, after all, 
who, and what are you ? 

yack. Its the young gentleman that lives over our 
heads, to whom Mr Fairplay is guardian. 

Serj. Who, Woodford ? 

yack. 
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Jack. The fame, 

Serj, And are you, young man, in a fituation to think of 
3 wife ? 

Woo^, I am flattered. Sir, that as juftice is with me, 
I fliail one day have no contemptible fortune to throw at 
her feet. 

&r/'. Juftice is ! — What fignifies juftice ? — ^Is the law 
with you, you fool ? 

Wood/. With your help. Sir, I fliould hope for their 
union, upon this occafion at leaft. 

Serj. Well, Sir, I fliall re-confider your papers, and, if 
there are probable grounds, I may be induced to hear your 
propofals. 

Woodf. Nay, then, Sir, the recovering my paternal 
pofteffions makes me anxious indeed — Could I hope that 
the young lady's good wifli would attend me I 

Char. I have a father, and can have no will of my own. 

Sir Luke, So then it feems poor Pill Garlick here is dif- 
carded at once. 

Serj. Why, could you have the impudence, after what 
has happen'd, to hope that — 

Mrs Circ' He has given wonderful proofs of his mo- 
defty. ^ 

Sir Luke. Be quiet, Mrs Circuit — Come, good folks, I 
will fet all matters to rights in a minute ; and firft, Mr Ser^ 
jeant, it becomes me to tell you, that I never intended to 
marry your daughter. 

Serj\ How ! never ! 

Sir Luke, Ni^ver. She is a fine girl I allow ; but would 
it now, Mr Serjeant, have been honeft in me, to have 
robb'd the whole fex of my perfon, and confin'd my favours 
to her. 

Serj. How ! 

Sir Luke, f^o ! I was ftruck with the immorality of the 
thing ; and therefore to make it impoffible that you fhould 
ever give me your daughter, I invented the ftory I told 
you of Mrs Circuit and me. 

Serj. How ! ' 

Sir Luke, Truth, upon my honour. — ^Your wife there 
T^ill tell you the whole was a lie. 

Serj. Nay, then indeed — But with what face can I look 
lip to my dear ? I have injured her beyond the hopes of 
^ * w forgivenefs. 
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forgivcncfs.^— Would you, lovee, but pafs an aft of obli- 
vion-— 

Sir Lute* [kneels.'] See me here proftrate to implore 
your clemency in behalf of my friend. 

Mrs Circ. Of that I can't determine direftly — ^But as 
you feem to have fome fenfe of your guilt, I fliall grant 
you a reprieve for the prefent ; which contrition and amend- 
ment may, perhaps, in time fwell into a pardon. 

But if again offending you are caught, 
Serj\ Then let me fuffer, dearee, as I ought. 

yExeunt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr FooTi. 

FOR Wit's keen fatire, and this laughing ftage; 
What theme fo fruitfiil as 9 Ban£tipt Age} 
For not confin'd to commerce is the curfe^ 
The head is near as etipipty as the purfe j 
Equally funk, our credit and our wit. 
Nor is the fag? more folvent than the cit : 

All thefe ^but foft, ere thiiS abroad we roamj 

Were it not prudent firO; to look at home ? 
You, gentle Sirs, have giv*n me credit long, 
And took my word for many^n idle fong i 
Put if exhaufted, I give notes to-day,— , 

For wit and humoui*, which I cannot pay; 
I nuft turn Bankrupt too, and hop away. 
IJnlefs, indeed. I modifhly apply, 
Fop leave to fell my works by lottery; 
Tho' few will favour, where's no ca(h to fee *^mi 
l*oor hopes, that way to part with my Mufeum : 
My old friend, Smirk, indeed^ may l^nd his aid> 
And fell by audtion all my flock in trade ; 
His placid features, and imploring eye. 
May tempt perhaps the tardy town to buy ; 
His winning manner^ and his foft addrefs. 
To other fiues of mine have giv'n fuccefs. 
But after all, my ever honoured friends, 
. On yoq alone my fate thi« night depends ; 
I've fought fome battles, gained fome vift'rics lierc^ 
And little thought, a culprit to appear 
Before this houfe ; but it refolvM you go 
To find me guilty* or to make me fo. 
To grant me neithet wit, lior tafte, nor fenfe> 
Vain were my plea« and ufelels my defence. - 
but ftill, I will not fteal, I ^ill not beg, 
Tho' I've a pai^ort in thie wooden kg« 
But to my cot contentedly retire. 
And ftew my cabbage by my only fire ; 
Mean time, great Sirs, my fentence yet unknown^ ^ 

E'en as your Juftice be your candour fhewn, v 

And whpn you touch my honour, don't forget your oliiffl. j 
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Margin, — 

Robin, -— 

Phelim O'Flam, — 

James, — 

Sir Thomas Tradewell, 
Dingey, — 
Pepper, — 

Plafter, — 
Rumour^ — 

Clerk, — — 
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— Mr Palmer. 

— Mr Fearon. 
•— Mr Baddelsy. 

— Mr Whitefield. 
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— Mr R. Palmer* 
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Lady Rifcounter, 
Lydia, — 

Lucy, — 
Kitty, — 



Mifs Sherry. 
- Mrs Jewell. 

-— Mifs Ambrose. 
— Mifs Platt. 



A C T I. 

Enter Hobln and Kitty, meeting. 

Rob. 'T'HIS letter and cafket, with my mafter^s moft re- 
^ fpeftful compliments, you will, Kitty, with your 
own fair hands, deliver to Mifs. 

Kit. The cafl^et is heavy — I fuppofe, Mr Robin, this is 
ivhat my lady calls the Purryfiinalia ? 

Rob. A fmall tribute. Madam, to adorn the bride on 
the happy occafion. 

Kit. What then, I fuppofe you look upon this marriage 
as good as concluded. 

Rob. Things are gone fuch a length, that not the leaH 
doubt can be made. 

Kit. And yet between the cup and the lip^— you remem- 
ber the proverb ? 

Rob. One of the parties may die to be fure, otherwife 
I don't know how-«- 

Kit. No? 

Rob. No : The yoimg lady has not altcr'd her mind ? 

Kit. Not to my knowledge. 

Rob. What, Sir Robert Rifcounter, her father ? thefe 
curmudgeonly cits regard no ties, no obligations, when 
they have an higher intereft in view. I fuppofe he has 
received larger propofals from fome other party. 

Kit. I have heard no fuch thing. 

Rob. Well then, I am fure no impediment can arife from 
our quarter. My mafter. Sir James Biddulph, is too much 
a man of honour ; befides, I know his whole foul is wrapt 
up in Mifs Lydia. 

Kit. He has given her pretty convincing proofs of his 
paffion. 

Rob. What, I fuppofe the malicious mother-in-law, 
who, I know, hates Mifs, and has a damn'd deal of art, in 
conjundlion with Mifs Lucy, that precious pledge of her 
fdrnier hufband's affeftions, has contrived to throw fome 
confounded rub in the way. 

Kit. Blefs me, Mr Robin, I don't know what you mean, 
I am fure I faid nothing at all. 

Rob. No? 

Ki$» No. But only that things which are not done, 

may 
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xnsLj perhaps never be done ; there is nothing certain but 
death. - 

Rob. Very moral, Mifs Kitty,— f there is fome myftery, 
if I could but get at it, but this flut is as cunning — I will 
have a trial, however) nay, for the matter of that, I can 
have, Mrs Kitty, no intereft at all in this match : there is 
fo much confinement, and form, even in the moft faihion- 
able families, that a fingle fervice is beft fuited to me, efpe* 
cnally too, that now I am got into moft of the clubs : there 
is one circumftance I fliall moft feelingly regret : that, I 
own, will greatly touch me. 

Kit. And pray, what may that be, Mr Robin ? 

Roi. Not living under the fame roof with Mifs Kitty. 
I made no doubt. Madam, but your fortunes would follow 
your miftrefs's, and, in that cafe, I thought to foften the ri« 
gours of my captivity in your agreeable converfe. 

Kit. Re^y, Mr Robin ? Well, I proteft, I did not— 

Rol^. And when our mutual endeavours had procured 
for us a fmall independence, I flatter'd myfelf with gently 
Aiding the down-hill of life, fubjedl to no other will but 
Mifs Kitty's. 

Kit. What a difference between him, and the fervants 
of this fide the Bar ? — ^Really, Mr Robin, jrou talk nearly 
as well as your roafter. 

Rob, And qo wonder. Madam, fince love, the fanxe deity, 
infpires us both. 

Kit. How quick you are in your rippartees, Mr Robin ? 
are you good at a riddle ? 

Rob. If you mean the making them, no ; it is too low 
a fpecies of writing for me ; for novels I have now and 
then fonac dealings with Noble, and have by me a genteel 
comedy of one ad, that is thought to have a good deal of 
merit. ' ' 

Kit. And pray when does it make its appearance ? 

Rob. Why, faith, I don't know, all the managers are 
fuch fcribblers, that they won't give a genius fair play, 
but engrofs the whole ftage to themfelves. 

Kit. Very felfifh, indeed. Well, Mr Robin, though you 
won't make a riddle, I will, which, as my lady expefts me, 
you may ftudy to expound by yourfelf. This match won't 
take place, and yet are none of the parties to blame ; I may 
^ve in the fame houfe with you, though I Ihould leave my 

young 
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tf young miillrefs's fervice^ and the lofs of my pla^ may 
perhaps be the making of my fortune. So adieu. 

RoL Nay, but Mifs Kitty, one word, if you pleafe. 

Kit* Not a fyllable, go, and puzzle your brains. Bat 
take this, for your comfort, that if you cannot at prefent 
make out taj meaning, a little time will fully explain it. 

lExit. 

Roi. So ikittifli and (hy, Mrs Pert ! but if our next 
fneeting don't bring forth this fecret, you are no true 
^chambermaid, nor I fit for a valet de chambre. All referve 
amongft fervants is flat treafon againft the conmiunity. 
Every well-diff^iplin'd domeftic is bound in honour, how- 
ever careful of his own, to reveal all family fecfets to the 
reft of the (ribe, But I muft bruih off, for here comes my 
lady- [£«i^- 

Enter Lady Rifcounter, and James. 

Lady Rif. And he has promifed that the paragraph fhall 
appear in die paper this morning ? 

yames, I am afraid^ Madam, there is no doubt of hi3 
keeping his word. 

La^y Rif* Afraid ! what a pufillanimous creature art 
thou? 

Jamej. As your ladyfliip, by what means I know not, 
is acquainted with my veneration for Mifs, you can't 
wonder dt my feeling fome compundion, in becoming an 
inftrument to ruin her fame. 

Lady Rif. Why the fellow is a fool : don't you confider, 
that her ruin, as you call it, will be your rife ? 

James. Perhaps fo. Madam, but how can I— 

Lady Rif You love Lydia, you fay ? 

Jame^. More than I have words to exptefs. 

Lady Rif And Sir James Biddulph you deteft, as a fuc^ 
cefsful rival, no doubt ? 

yames. Except on that account, I have no reafon. 

Lady Rif And what better reafon can any man have ? 
don't you know, that the two great matter pai&ons that 
give birth to all that we do, is hatred and love ? 

James. Without doubt. 

Lady Rif The mind would ftagnate without them ; and 
are not you particularly fortunate, in being able, by one 
mafterly ftroke, to gratify both ? 

James. Were I indeed fare of fucceeding with Mifs. 

Lady Rif. 
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Lady Rif. You have'evtry probable chance in your fa- 
vour : in the firft place, it is impoffible, confiftently with 
his honour, that Sir James Biddulph can purfue his defigns 
upon Lydia. 

James. May be not. 

Lady Rif. Nor will any proper fuitable perfon think of 
her when her reputation is gone. 

James, Too true, I believe. 

±0ady Rif. Then, who fo likely to fucceed as yourfelf ? 
as you are the party fufpeded, common policy will point 
out you for her hufband. 

James. But will Mifs Lydia be brought to fubmit ? 

Lady Rif. She can have no choice but her father's. Him 
I can eafily manage, and poOSbly, as a douceur, prevail on 
him to augment the very confiderable fortune fhe derives 
from her aunt : never fear, things are in a very good way. 

James. I mud fubmit all to your ladyfliip's management. 

Lady Rif. Your part will be eafy enough, you will have 
nothing to do but be pailive. 

Enter Kitty, and Lucy, with a newfpaper in her hand. 

Lucy. Here, Madam, here it is, and placed in a moil 
confpicuous part of the paper. 

Lady Rif. And no alteration ? 

Lucy. Not a word. In the exaft form that we fent It. 

Lady Rif Pr'ythee read it, my dear. 

Lucy. [Reads."] " We can alTure the public, from the 
** very beft authority, that the beautiful daughter, by a 
** former venture, of an eminent banker, not far from the 
** Monungient, was furprifed by the fervants, in a moft cri- 
" tical fituation, with Mr J ■ . s, clerk to her father.'* 

Lady Rif. Right, right. 

Lucy. ^ And what heightens her crime, fhe was on the 
** eve of being married to an amiable young baronet, at 
** the weft end of the town, the apparent objeft of her own 
^* choice." 

Lady Rif Finely circumftantial, it is impoflible for any 
body to err in the perfon. 

Lucy. Not in nature ; now, I tliink, we fliall pull down 
Mifs Prudery's pride. 

Lady Rif It cannot fail, Kitty, you have carefully 
perufed the inftruftions I gave you ? 

Kit. Pleafe your ladyfliip, I have them by heart. 

Lady Rif 
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Ijidy Rif* Don't be too forward in replying to any quef- 
tion they put to you ; but anfwer with a kind of relu&ant 
^heiitation, as if the fafts were forc'd from your mouth. 

Kit> Never fear. Madam. 

Lady Rif. Don't forget to make frequent profeiQons of 
the great love and afie&ion you bear your young miftrefs; 
that you could not have thought it, flian't know whom to 
truft for the future ; ready to lay down your life for your 
lady. 

Zucf, Suggeft too, that fome ftrange arts muft have been 
ufed, or you are convinc'd fhe could never have been 
brought to fubmit. 

Kit. I fiiall carefully, Madam, obey your direftions. 

Lady Rif. And fqueeze out a tear now and then, if you 
can. 

. Lucy. Or, if they won't come, rub your eyes till they 
are red. 

L(ady Rif. Right ; this will give probability to all that 
you fay. 

Lucy. Othcrwife, the young hypocrite's behaviour has 
been diways fo fpecious, thofe who know her won't credit 
the ftory. 

Kit. Suppofe, Madam, Sir James Biddulph, or any body 
dfe, fliould make any enquiry. 

Lady Rif. Anfwer none of their queftions ; your tender- 
nefe for Ljrdia will be a proper excufe ; to your mailer's 
authority, indeed, you are obliged to fubmit. You com- 
prehend me ? 

Kit. Perfieftly, Madam. 

Lady Rif. Within, I will give you further inftru6l:ions ; 
and remember, Kitty, your fortune is at flake : fuccefs, 
in this one inftance, will make you eafy for life. 

Kit. The beft I can do will be but a poor return for 
your ladyfliip's goodnefs. 

Lady Rif. Send the newfpaper in to your mafter. [Exit 
Kitty.] You have, James, feen none of our people this 
morning? 

James. I have not enter'd the fliop. 

Lady Rif. Then get out of the way as faft as you can ; 
fecrete yourfelf fomewhere, that will give additional 
ftren^h to the ftory. Your withdrawing will argue a 
confcioufnefs arifing from guilt. 

Jams. That I moft fufficiently feel. 

Lady Rif . 
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Lady Rif. Succefs will foon drown the remembrance* 
[Estit James.] That fellow muft not appear ; his mind i9 
fo maukiihy tliat ihould he be confronted with Ljrdia, he 
would betray our whole plot in an inftant. 

Lucy. It is a wonder. Madam, how you have got all this 
addre^ : inftead of a privute family, you are fbrm'd to 
govern a country, 

I^ady Rif. Why, I think^ I may without vanity fay, 
that I deriv'd from nature fome talents for this kind of 
intrigue ; but to the care of my education I chiefly owe 
what I am. 

Lucy. Indeed, Madam ! 

Lady Rif. My father w^ a ftock-broker, you know, and 
y^nr father, my firft hufl)and, an attorney, my dtar^ 

Lucy, True, Madam. 

Lady Rif. And as they had no referre, they kept no fe- 
crets from me, I muft have been a blockhead, indeed, not 
to have made fome progrefs in their profeffional arts. 
. Lucy» True, Madam. 

Lady Rt/» But after defeating Sir James Biddulph*g de- 
igns upon Lydia, to turn the tide of his affedions, and 
fubftitute you in her room, will, Lucy, be the great po- 
litical efibvt. 

Lucy. From your ladyihip's great abilities there cannot 
be the leaft doubt of fuccefa : befides, her father is fo hafty 
and violent, that I am fure he will never be brought to 
forgive her. 

Lady Rif, There is no relying on that ; no mortal waf 
ever fo mutable. Our various dimate ia not fo inconftant 
as he. Sir Robert is. choleric, enough, but then, as he is 
provoked without caufe, he is appeafed without reafon } 
one word will Qnfla,me9 another rxtinguiih the fire ; whom 
one ?pinute he perfecutcs, the next he protefia. Hia joy, 
grief, love, hatred, are in eternal rotation, and I hav^ 
been ofte;a tempted to think his mind a machine, moved 
only by the iiftmediate objefts before it. 

Lucy. And yet, Mad/m, how completely you rule him? 

Lady Rif, No longer, ^ild, than I ftay by his fide ; af- 
ter that, the firft perfon has him that foes him^ and att my 
i^preffions are efface'd in an mftant. 

Enter Kitty. 

Kit. My mailer haa gc>t at the: paragraphs 

Lady Rif. 
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Lady Rif. Has he fo ? well, and — 

Kit. He enquired^ Madam, for you^ and putting his 
finger here, bid me fhew this dire^Uj to your ladyfhip. 

Lady Rif He did not fufpefl then that I had feen it be- 
fore ? 

Kit. Not in the leaft — ^but here he comes, tottering and 
trembling — with his face as white as a fheet. 

Lady Ri/» Get you behind. 

Enter Sir Robert Rifcounter. 

Sir Rob. Well, my dear, have you read— 

Lady Rif* Sir Robert, I have. 

Sir Rob. Have you fo ? Well, and pray what do you 
think ? Did you ever fee fuch an audacious, abominable^ 
impudent, fcandalous piece of fcurrility ? Zounds, give 
me my cane, I will go direftly to the rafcally printer's^ 
and — 

Lady Rif> But fuppofe, Sir Robert^ the printer fliould 
not be paflive, and, in return for the ftrokes of your cane^ 
Ihould leave the marks of his nails in your face. 

Sir Rob. There may be fomething in that, as your la- 
dyfliip fays, I have heard fome of the rogues are ftrong 
and fturdy enough. 

Lady Rifo And^ firft, let us be fure who the party is 
the paragraph points at. 

Sir Rob. Hey ! what d*ye fay ? points at ? why, it is 
as clear as the fun-r— [/a^^/ the paper"] — ^banker — Monu- 
ment-— firft venture — ^zounds, they might as well have 
publiihed my name, and my daughter's, at length. 

Lady Rif* Why, to fay truth, the marks are pretty 
ftrong ; but ftill let us coolly coftfider the cafe. Kitty^ 
go down ; Lucy, my dear, leave Sir Robert and me toge- 
dier a little. [Exit Lucy and Kitty., 

. Sir Rob. Ay, go, child, pr'vthee go. I don't believe. 
Lady Rifcounter, that there is a fingle man in the ward> 
who would have the leaft hefitation in pronouncing who 

. Lady Rif. Well, but don't let us be in fuch hurry to 
make the application ourfelves ; the malice of others will 
be ready enough to do that : let me fee, is there no other 
banker Lives near the Monument ? 
Sir Rob. Not that I know j but fuppofe there fliould. 
Vol* n* O here 
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here the weft end of the town, and the amiable baronet, 
puts the mactter out of difpute : hey, what d'ye fay ? — 

Lady Rif. That, indeed; but, hold a little, does not it 
mention the name of the paramour ? Ay, here it is, J— -s. 

Sir Rob. J — s. 

Lady Rif. J — s, I don't recoUeft any body Aat vifits 
here, whofe name thofc letters will fuit. 

Sir Rob. There is no Jones, nor Joddrell-— poo, pox, that 
is an Lf — ^nor Jennings, nor Jarvis, nor Jenkins, nor— i 

lady Rif, Not that I recollect. 

Sir Rob. There is Jacobs the Jew, but hcf is as old as 
one of the patriarchs, with his beard down to his breeches ; 
they can never mean him. 

Lady Rif. Poo 1 that is too abfurd to fuppofe : but ftay, 
are there no other diftinguiihing marks ? um, um — ^^ J— s, 
derk of her father's," I own Aat palTage efcaped me. 

Sir Rob, Hey ! what did you fay ? and me too, one o£ 
my clerks ! who can that be ? J— s, the two letters belong* 
ing to a fumame. 

Lady Rif. So I fhonld imagine* 

Sir Rob. Zotinds ! it can never be James. 

Lady Rif. James ! 

Sir Rob. An impudent, eternal, damn'd fon of a bftch ! 
this is the confequence of taking beggars into your bofonu 

Lady Rif. But, Sir Robert — 

Sir Rob. Don't mention it, Madam ; was not he the 
thirteenth fon of a ftarv'd curate in EfTex, ragged as their 
colts, and knew about as much as one of their calves — did 
not I feed, cloathe, take him into my houfe, treat him as if 
he had been — and, in return, the villain to diihonour my 
child! 

Lady Rif. You are too impatient. Sir Robert ; why 
fliould you fix all at once upon James ? I have obferved 
the lad's behaviour to bedifcreet andmodeft ; nay, indeed, 
rather fliy and referv'd. 

Sir Rob* That is true enough, I muft own. I never re- 
mark'd the boy to be prefumptuous and forward, like fome 
of our pert prigs of the city, but, as your Ladyfhipobferves, 
rather bafhful and Ihy* No, no, it can never be him. 

Lady Rif. Not but I have known people with that fpe- 
cious outfide appearance, carry minds as malignant and 
daring— 

Sir Rob. The curfedeft fly dogs upon earth : hypocrify 
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is the fineft veil for a villain. I always fufpefted there 
was fometfaing bad behind his folemn fanftified look : I 
don't believe the fcoundrel ever fwore an oath lince he 
came into the houfe. There is a villain for you, mj dear. 

La4y Rif* Nay, but my dear^ let us conclude nothing 
rafhly. Suppofe you fend for James up, and lift him a 
little? 

Sir Rob. That mayn't be amifs — ^who's there ? 

Lady Rif. Not that I believe he will be ever brought 
to confelj?. 

Sir Rob. He ! no, no, curfe him. Him ! you will never 
d^tch him at that ; you might as well hope to eztra£l fugar 
from fait. I may as well let him alone. 

Zady Rif. I^ ^s fee him however^ 

Enter a Servants 

Sir Rob. True. Let James know that I want him, but 
don't tell the fellow that I am angry, and fo get him to 
Ikulk out of the way. 

Serv. I did not know that your Worfliip was angry, 
'till you told me your— 

Sir Rob. I tell you ! my dear, did I I^j any fuch thing ? 
you prying, impertinent-*--Go, and dp as you are bid. 

{^Exit Servants 

Lady Rif. I don't think it unlikely. Sir Robert, but 
fome idle acquaintance, without conudering the confe* 
qnences, may have inferted this malicious article, by way 
of pl^t^jtry, a3 a kind of jeft upon James. 

Sir Rob. Nothing fo probable, Lady Rifcounter : thi^ 
tpwn fwarms with fuch forward, frivolous puppies,. 

Enter Servant* 

Well, where is James ? 

Serv. Sir, he is not within. 

Sir Rob. What, is the rafcal run off? 

Lady Rif. No, my dear, perhaps only gone out with 
fome bills for acceptance. 

Sir Rob. Like enough. When will he be back. 

Serv. The reft of the clerks have not feen him to-day. 

Sir Rob. Not feen him to-day ? what, are all of then:^ 
Uind then ? 

Lady Rif. Nay, Sir Robert, perhaps he has not beex^ ia 
theibopt 

SerVf 
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Serv. So they fay. [Exit, 

Sir Rob. Then they could not fee him, indeed. Not in 
the (hop ! nay, then the bufinefs is clear ; guilt, guilt, flight 
is full as bad as confeflion. 

Lady Rif. It does look fufpicious, I own'; but then no- 
thing ill can happen without your daughter's concurrence^, 
and you have not the leaft doubt of her. 

Sir Rob. Doubt ! hey I 

Lady Rif. And, in faft, have nothing to fear. 

Sir Rob. Fear ! doubt ! I hope your Lady (hip has no 
more doubts than inyfelf. 

Lady Rif. Why mould I ? how does this affair concern 



me 



> 



Sir Rob. As it concerns me, Lady Rifcounter ; do you 
fuppofe I fliould have been indifferent, if fuch a charge had 
fallen on Lucy ? 

Lady Rif. Such a charge can never fall upon my daugh- 
ter Lucy. 

Sir Rob. Full as foon as on my daughter Lydia. 

Lady Rif. I am not. Sir Robert, fo certain of that. 

Sir Rob. Lady Rifdpunter, you begin to alarm me ; you 
know more of this matter than you are willing to own. 

Lady Rif Whatever I know, Sir Robert, I am refolved 
not to communicate. 

Sir Rob. And why not ? 

Lady Rif. Whatever a mother-in-law fays, the good-na- 
tured world always imputes to malice. 

Sir Rob. Generally the cafe, I mull own. But to me 
you may, nay, you ought to reveal. 

Lady Rif. Since you are fo eameft, I own fome rumours 
have reach'd me. 

Sir Rob. Of what kind ? 

Lady Rif You will pardon me there : if you will exa- 
mine your daughter's maid, Kitty j flie, I am told, can fa- 
tisfy all your enquiries. 

Sir Rob. An artful baggage, I know. For Heaven's fake, 
my dear, fend her hither diredly. 

Lady Rif. But not the leaft mention of me. [Exit. 

Sir Rob. Very well, I never obferv'd the leaft corre- 
fpondence between Lydia and James ; but what of that? 
they would take good care, I warrant, to conceal it from 
me. 

Enter 
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Enter Kittj. 

So, I find 70U are the go-between, the little inSaflunu 
tgefit in this curs*d— 

Kit. Sir Robert— 

Sir Rob, You mnfl have been a volunteer ; I am fure^ 
James was not able to bribe ;fou^ for he is as poor as apil- 
lag'd black in Bengal. 

Kit. Really, Sir, I don't underftand jrou. 

Sir Rob. You mean, hufley, you won't : Come, yo« 
may as well tell me all the particulars concerning Lydim 
and James ; with the main article, you fee, I am already 
acquainted* 

Kit. Don't prefs me, pray Sir ; I would rather dio 
than fay any thing to hurt my young miftrefs. [Criefm 

Sir Rob. Nay, pr'jrthee, Kitty, don't cry, you are n 
good girly and love mv daughter, I fee. 

Kit. And not without reafon, for fhe has been the 
kindefl, beft — 

Sir Rob. Nay, till now, ihe was ever an amiable girl^ 
but here, child, you will do her a capital fervice. 

Kit. Indeed, Sir. 

Sir Rob. For if her affedions are fix'd upon James, thoP 
I may lament, I ihall not oppofe him* 

Kit. Since that is the cafe, I can't fay, but early ttae 
morning, hearing a noife in Mifs ]Lydia's apartment, | 
ftepp'd down to fee what was the matter. 

Sir Rob. VTtlU 

Kit. Juft as I got to the foot of the flairs, her door 
ppen'd, and out came Mr James. 

Sif^Rob. Did he ? and why did tM. you alarm the houfe 
and feize the" villain direftly ? 

Kit. That, Sir, would have ruined my Lady's reputa- 
tion at once. 

Sir Rob. True enough, you did wifely. Did the fel- 
low perceive you ? 

Kit. Yes, Sir, and made me a fign to be filent. 

Sir Rob. 1 don't doubt it. 

Kit. Indeed, he came to me two hours after, told me 
he had a paffion for Mifs, never could get an opportunity 
of difclofing his mind, and defperate at finding his hopes 
pn the point of being ruin'd, he had ftolen that morning 

intq 
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into her chamber^ humbly to implore her compaflion and 
pitj. 

Sir Rob. He chofe a fine time and place for the pnrpofe. 

Kit. On his knees he defired I would not difclofe to 
any mortal what I had feen. 

Sir Rob. Which jou fhould not have done* 

JSTaf • He was too late in his cai^tion ; not five nainute$ 
before I had told it to Mrs Hemfhot, Mifs Lucy's maid. 

Sir Rob. No wonder then the ftory is public. 

Kit, I am certain fure^ my young miftrefs is innocent, 
' for Mr James vowed and deckr'd he was all upon hcmour* 

Sir Robm The thalice of mankind will never be brought 
to believe it ; you may go. [^Exit KLitty.] So the girl's 
reputation is gone, and a retreat from the world the 
only choice that is left her : all my calamities are ' come 
upon ms at ou^e ; my child riiin'^ and from the general 
diftrefs, my own fame and fortune on the brink of deftruc^ 
tion ; the attorney and broker will be inftantly here to 
contrive means for propping my tottering credit. . Am I 
ip a condition to think of expedients, or to liften to— ^ 

Enf^ Servant. 
Serv. A card, Sir, [Exit, 

Sir Rob. [^Reads.'] ** Sir James Biddulph's compliment^ 
^' to Sir Robert Rifcounter, and if convenient will tal^e 
** the liberty to wait on him this morning." Prepar'd as 
I expeftedy our misfortunes have reach'd him, and h^ 
comes to break off the match ; he is npt to be blam'd.->— 
This rafli, ^iconfiderate — I'll to her, and if fhe has the leail 
atom of feeling, I'll — ^Apd yet, how could the poor girl 
help his intr)|fion ? £be might be ignorant, and yet the fel- 
low, without encouragement, would never have dared to 
«— Yet the impi^dence of fome men is ama^^ing, and fo in- 
deed is the folly of women : the original fault muft be his. 
But her after-Gon>pUance n^akes her equally guilty, for 
had Ihe difapprov'd, flie would have reveal'd the faft tp 
Jier mother or me. That, that, condemns her at once ; I 
wiU to her direftly, and find out the full extent of her guilt, 



THE BANKRUPT- xxz 

ACT II. 

Mifs Lucj and Mifs Ljdia difcovered. 

tiuey* n^O us, indeed^ who are encumber'd With fathers 
^ and mothers, marriage is a convenient bo&i 
nefs enough. 

Lyd. And why on that account, my dear Lucy ? 

Lucy, As it makes one the entire miftrefs of one's dme, 
and one is accountable to no mortal for what one fays or 
does. 

Lyd. What, Lucy, not to your hufband ? 

Lucy. Nay, don't be prudiifa, my dear : you are going 
back to the days of Queen Befs ; who talks now of obedi- 
ence and duty ? ridiculous ! her Majefty's old fardingale 
is not more out of faihion. 

Lyd. NoJ 

Lucy. No : one reads in books, indeed, of nuptial ties 
and conjugal love ; mere obfolete ftuff! modem marriages 
are mere matters pf intereft. 

J^d. Intereft! 

Lucy^ Ay, diild ; for inftance now. Sir Thomas Perkins^ 
our neighbour, fin^g that Mifs Williams has a good par- 
cel of land, which being contiguous to his eftate, will be 
very proper for him to poflefs ; immediately fends his rent- 
ToU a-courting to her's. The parchments are produced 
on both fides, and no impediments, that is incumbrance 
appearing, a couple of lawyers marry the manors together. 

Lyd., Without the leaft regard to the perfons. 

Lucy. Poo, peribns ! they are confider'd, child, as man* 
fion-houfes upon the eftates, which one lives in, orne- 
gle£b, juft as they happen to be convenient, or not. 

Lyd. But fuppinfe, Lucy, as in mine, there fhpuld hap- 
pen to be no land in the cafe. 

Lucy. Then, child, the bargain is altet'd : you depo* 
fit fo much money, and he grants you fuch an annuity ; a 
mere Smithfidd bargain, that is all. 

Lyd. A pretty pidu^ you give me of marriage. But 
this is all raillery, Lucy ; I am fure you would never fub« 
mit to this barter and fale. 

Lucy. I fhould do like the reft of the world. We muft 
take things as we find them. You are not fo fooliih as to 
be fond of Sir James Biddulpb^ xsxj dear. 

Lyd. 
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Lyd^ Fond ? the expreflion is ftrong ; you muil imagine 
I prefer him to the reft of — 

Lucy. Why, as to his appearance, it muft be ownM, that 
Ac majifion is a pretty modem ftrufture enough, well built, 
^gA prettily finifliM : I ean't indeed fay his upper ftory is 
lonilfliied quite to my tafte. 

Lyd. Nay, Lucy, now you are unjuft, the whole world 
concur in giving mm fenfe. 

Lucy* Nay, that article is not very material. If I 
liad him, that is a part of his houfe with whidi I fhould 
kc^ very little communication, my dear. But however, 
you love him. 

Lyd* Or I am fore I never womld have him. 

Litcy^ And, I fuj^fe, if any accident was to break off 
&ia match, it would make you very unhappy. 

Lyd. Can you doubt it, my dear ? , 

Lucy, There is one evil that attends thefe ridiculous 
contraAs. 

Lydm You don^t look upon love then as an efiential in« 
grement ? 

Lucy, Ha ! ha ! ha ! filly and fingular ; do you know, 
Lydia, why love is always painted as blind ? 

Lyi* There are many caufes aifigned by the poets. 

Lucy. But not one has given the true one : beoaule the 
Etde rogue ihuts our eyes to our interefts. 

Lyd. Fye, Lucy, where could you get thcfe narrow and 
libertine notions ? 

ZkcjT' a little more experience will tell you. But here 
oames Sir Robert, not a word of what, has pafsM. 

Lyd* I fliall, my dear Lucy, foi^ your fake, endeavour 
to forget all you have laid. 

]£jaer Sir Robert RifcouiWer. 

Sir Rob. Lucy, you may go down* [£«JiV Lucy.] After 
what has pafs'd^ you will not be furpriz'd that I infill upon 
your immediately quitting vkj houfe I 

Lyd. Quitting the houie. Sir ! 

Sir RiA. Your fortune is independent and large ; you 
will no doubt be happy in efcaping from the obferving eye 
of a father. — I will be cool, and defire only an anfwer to a 
•very few queftions. Since the 4eath of yfxax noother (who 
i$ huppj in having efcap'd the knowledge of this infamous 

bufinefs^^ 
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bofineils) have I ever been wanting in anj afi of paternal 
afledion^? 

Lyd. For Ekaven's fake. Sir, what can be the meaning 

Sir Roi. Come, no evafions, but anfwer brieflj, yes, or 
no^ to mj queftions. 

£yd. Ho, Sir. 

£nr Roi. After mj firft care to educate jou fit for the 
worlds has it not been mj principal ftudj to fettle jou pro* 
pcrlj in it ? 

Zfd» Moft affiiredlj. Sir. 

Sir Rob* And knowing to what temptations girls at 
your age are exposed, did I not feek out a man of rank, 
honour, and fortune, to be your prote&or, and guardian 
forlifc? 

Lyd. I confefs it. 

SfT Rob. Did jou e^r exprefs the leaft diilike to Sir 
James Biddulph's addrefs ? 

Lyd. Never. 

Sir Rob. How could you then fo far forget what you 
owe to me, and yourfel^ as privately to harbour and en* 
courage a paiEon — 

Zyd. I am confounded. 

Str Rob. For an objed too unfuitable in every refped : 
for a mere creature of charity ? 

Z^d. Charity ! 

Sir Rob. Ay, for it was compaiEon to |:he father's nu- 
merous family that induced me to t^e James into my 
houfe. 

Zyd. James ! whsct of him ? or what relation. Sir, can 
he have to me ? 
^ Sir Rob. This is aftoni&ing in a girl of her years. 
What, then, jo^, know nothing of this fellow's affedions ? 

Zyd. Fpr me ? 

Sir. Rob. Ay, for you. No bille):-doux, no private 
meetings, no dealing into your chamber J^efore the fer- 
vants^were out of their beds. 

Zyd. Amazing ! and who. Sir, has dared to infinuate— 

Sir Rob. Infinuate ! why the tale is the talk of the 
town ; all the morning papers are full on't. 

Zyd. What can. Sir, be the meaning of this ? is it pof- 
£ble you can think^ Sir^ your daughter fo abandoned^ fo 
Joll— 

Vpi^IX, 3? StrRob^ 
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Sir Rob. Hey ! 

Lyd. RecoUeft, dear Sir, I befeecb you, have I, in the 
whole courfe of my life, ever once dared to deceive ypti ? 

Sir Rob. Why, child, I can't fay that you have. But 
in this cafe, there is fuch pofitive proof. 

Lyd. Of what kind, I befeech you ? 

Sir Rob. Fads, fads, well attefted ; fo don't pretend 
to deny. 

Zfd. Attefted ! by whom ? 

Sir Rob. Their names are needlefs at prcfent. But 
what motive or intereft could any one have to invent, or 
propagate-— 

Lyd. None, that I can difcover ; but, however ftrong 
the appearance, if either in thought, word, or deed, there 
has any thing either criminal or culpable palTed between 
me and — 

Sir Rob. What, no declarations ? no interviews ? 

Zyd. No more than with any other man in your fervice, 

Sir Rob. Aftonifliing I 

Zyd. If the contrary can be made to appear, abandon 
me, Sir, at once to that world, already fo prepoffefs'd to my 
prejudice, the greateft misfortune that can ever befall me. 

Sir Rob. Well, child, rife ; I can't help giving credit to 
what you aver. But how to perfuade the reft of — 

Enter a Servant. 

Somebody wants me ? as I expefted. Sir James Bid- 
dulph I reckon, 

Serv. No, Sir, a couple of gentlemen who fay they came 
by appointment. 

Sir Rob. I guefs who they are. Another bad bufinefs. 
Shew them into the parlour. [^Exit Servant^. You don't 
know half your father's afflidlions — go, child, gointoyouy 
chamber. 

Zyd. I hope my father believes me. 

Sir Rob. I do, I do. As foon as I have difpatch'd thefe 
gentlemen, I will fee you again. J^Exeunt^ 

Scene, a Parlour. 

Enter Pillage and Refource. 

Rill. Ay, take my word for it, Mr Refource, in the 
whole round of the law, and, thank Heaven, the domi- 
nions 
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nions are pretty extenfive, there is not a nicer road to hit 
than the region of Bankrupts. 

Ref. I Ihould have thought it a turnpike, for jou fee 
how eafily even a country attorney can find it. 

PUU PihaWy what, amongft man.ufadurers, and meagre 
mechanics ? fellows not worth powder and fhot \ and yet 
thefe paltry provincials, Mr Refource, are often obli- 
ged to folicit my aid. 
ReJ. Indeed ! 

FUL Why, t'other day, a poor dog, over head and ears 
in debt, from the country, was recommended to me, by a 
client ; the fellow had fcrap'd together all he could get^ 
and came up to town^ with a view of running beyond fea^ 
but I ftopp'd him direftly. 

Ref. ReaUy. 
[ PUL O, ay, in a couple of months wafli'd him as white 
as a iheep that is juft fliom. 

Ref, How did you bring it about ? 

Fill. Eafy enough. Made him take a houfe in Cheap- 
fide, call'd him a citizen in the London Gazette, and hia 
name of John Madge (being as common as carrots) not a 
foul in the country fufpeded thatit was he. 

Ref. How fliouid they ? 

Pi//. Pafs'd a few neceflary notes to get him number 
and value, white-waih'd him, and fent him home to his 
wife. 

Ref Cleanly and cleverly done. 

TUU When the country chaps brought in their biUs, 
he drew out of his pocket a certificate, and gave them a 
receipt in full for all their demands. 

Ref How the loobies muft look. 

Fill, Chop-fslllen^ no doubt : but he is in bufinefs again^ 

i?^/. Heis? 

Fill, O yes, and I hear does very well. For I left him 
two hundred out of the fix he brought with him, to begin 
the world with credit afrefli. 

Ref Very generous indeed, Mr Pillage^ 

Fill. O ! a trifling affair, got little by it ! — ^for the mat- 
ter of that, a mere ftatute is not much in itfelf. 

Ref, Ay ! Well I thought it brought pretty perquifites 
with it. 

Fill, No, No ; it is a good hot-bed indeed to raife 
Chancery fuits in* 
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Hef. Kjf that is % produce i3iat deferves profiagfttlon* 

PiU. What, I fee you have found a remedy for Mr 
Monk of the Minoriea ? I thought his was an ineuraUe 
cafe. 

Ref. Only fldnn'd o^cr the fore, Mr Pillage, it twU 
foon break out again. 

FUl. What were the means that you ufed ? 

Ref. Got fome friends of mine to advance him cafh on 
a projefi. 

Pill Of what kind? 

Ref. A fcheme of his, to asondpolize fprats and potatoes* 

filL And it took ? 

ReJ. Oh ! there was no danger of that. The people of 
this country are always ready to Inte at a Imbble. 

FUl. Will it hold ? 

Ref. POiaw! We fhall break bef<»re the feafed for fprats; 
tod as to the potatoes, we had laid in a fliip load or two. 

PiU. For which you procured a good price ? 

Ref, Not a foufe. They are all now in G%ir cellars in 
Southwark, and have ihot out branches as tall as the trees 
in the Park. 

PilU Ha ! ha f ha ! but a-propos, can you gne& Sir 
Robert's bufinefs with us ? 

Ref. Very near, I believe. 

Pilh What, the houfe is not a tumbling > 

Ref A pretty large crack. 

Ptll. Which he wants our aflidance to plajfler. Why, 
I thought the knight was as firm as a rock. 

Ref I knew better things. I faw the manfion was daily 
decaying^ Huih, here he comes. 

Enter Sir Kohert, followed 6y a Clerk. 

Sir Rob. As we have efFefts in our hands, accept the 
bills to be fare. But how to difcharge them when they 
are due — So, gentlemen, I have fent for you to beg your 
aififlance. 

Pi/l. Sir Robert, we Qiall be very happy to ferve you, 
if you will tell us but how. 

Sir Rob. Why, to deal plainly, gentlemen, my afiairs 
are come to a crifis, and without fome fubilantial and 
fpeedy affiftance, my credit will quickly expire. 

Pill. You furprize me : X, never guefs'd it in dan- 
ger. 
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ger. Praj, Sir Robert, what brought on the dUeafe, 
was it an AUej fieyer, or a gradual decay ? 

Sir Rob. A complication of caufes. Not but I could 
have weather'd them all, had the houfe in Holland but 
fiood, their fiulure muft be followed bj mine. 

Pitt. What, VanSwieten's? 

f fir Rob* Have jou heard anj thing of him to-daj. 

Piff. No doubt, I believe, of their flopping ; their 
bills were offered at Garrawaj's under fortj per cent. — 
As jour name is not blown upon jet, fuppofe 70U coin a 
couple of quires ! do*nt jou think the circulation might 
fervejou. 

Sir Rob. Np^ that mint is exhaufted, and private paper- 
returned to its primitive value. Mj real cafe can be no 
longer conceal'd. I muft ftop, and ihould be glad of jour 
advice how to manage the matter. 

Pill. There arc two methods in ufe. The choice will 
depend on how jour affairs ftand with the world* 

SirRoh. Bitter bad, Mr Pillage. 

PiB. I gnefs'd as much, bj jour fending for us. Thej 
treat us, Mr Refource, like a couple of quacks^ never 
applj but in defperate cafes. 

Rgf. But in all difeafes there are different degrees. 

PtB. True; for inftance, if jou find jou are prettj 
near on a par, with perhaps a fmall balance per contra, 
fummon jour creditors, laj jour conditions fuUj before 
them, convince them jou have a fund to anfwer all their 
demands, and crave a refpite for three or four jears. 

Sir Rob. Juft to call in m j debts, and make the moil of 
mj other effeds ? 

Ref. True ; as the Englifh merchants have a good deal 
of m^ in their blood, that is a favour rarelj ref ufed. 

Sir R(A. This, Mr Pillage, will be onlj deferring 
die evil. 

Pitt. That is. Sir Robert, as jou manage the cards.— 
X)on*t JOU fee that the length of time, with the want or 
wifh of readj monej for trade, will difpofe the bulk of 
jour creditors to fell their debts at a lofs of thirt j or fort j 
per cent. ? 

Sir Rob. True. 

Ref. No contemptible fum, when a man's dealings are 
large; 

Sir Rob. But how flxall I profit bj— 

Pill. 
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PiU. What hinders you from privately buying the 
debts ? 

Sir Rob. That, indeed — 

Ref, A fine fortune fav'd out of the fire. 

Ptil, True. And now we talk of the fire, for a prcfent 
fupply, you may bum a warehoufe or two, after it has 
been gutted of aU its contents. 

Ref And recover the full amount of the policy. 

PiU. Did you never try that ? 

Re/. No, I don't think he has done any thing in the 
fire way yet ; have you. Sir Robert ? 

Sir Rob. Never once came into my head. 

PiU. May be not ; oh ! for a fertile brain, there are 
many means to be ufed ; but what d'ye fay to my plan > 

Sir Rob, What, the fummoning fcheme ? I am fo in-* 
volved, that I aii^ afraid that projed): will never prevail. 

Pill. Then you have nothing left but a ftatute. 

Sir Rob. But if my certificate fhould not be granted ? 

Pi/l. That is my proper bufinefs. Sir Robert. If we 
find your creditors inclined to be crufty, there will be no 
difficulty in creating demands to get number and value. 

Sir Rob. That will fwell my debts to a monilrous a« 
mount.^ 

. Re/. So much the more for your honour ; confider you 
are a knight, and your dignity demands you ihould fail 
for a capital fum. 

Sir Rob. Does it ? 

Pill. To be fure. Why, you would not (heak into the 
Gazette like a Birmingham button-maker. 

Re/. Oh fie I 

Pill, He would never after be able to fhew his head 
upon Change. 

Re/ Nevery never. 

Pill. And then, you know, what with the portable 
ftufF, fuch as jewels, or caih, that he himfelf may fecrete, 
and the dividends that fall to the fhare of his friends, which 
they will doubtlefs reftore — 

Re/ He will be fit to begin the world again with eclat* 

Pill* In a much better condition than ever. 

Re/ And his children's children will have reafon to 
thank him.. 

Sir Rob. But is there not fome danger in concealing 
the portable ftufF, as you call it ? 

Pill. 
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Pill. Not in the leaft. Befides, to colour the bufinefs, 
you may colled a purfe of light guineas, with an old bat- 
ter'd family watch, and deliver them to the commiflioners, 
on your firft examination. 

Ref. That will give an air of integrity. 

Sir Rob. You feem to think, then, gentlemen, that it 
IS the duty of every honeft merchant to break once at leaft 
in his life, for the good of his family ? 

Ref. Not the leaft queftion of that. 

Pill. Every day's pradice confirms it. Well, Sir Ro- 
bert, when fliall I provide you the tackle ! 

Sir Rob. The tackle ! 

Pill. In about a month or fix weeks, I think, you may 
be fit to appear in the papers. 

Sir Rob. In the Gazette, as a bankrupt ? 

Ref. Aye, but then no time muft be loft. 

Ptll. Not a moment, for fliould they fmoke his defign-^. 

Sir Rob. Gentlemen, I muft decline your afliftance. 

PiU. How? 

Sir Rob. For, without confidering the private injury I 
may do to particular perfons, this mifchievous method 
muft foon affed the whole mercantile world. 

Pill. Why, what has that — 

Sir Rob. Mutual confidence is the very cement of com- 
merce. That weaken'd, the whole ftrudure muft fall to 
the gvound. 

Ref. Hey ! 

Sir Rob. From the praftice of thefe infamous arts, as It 
is impoffible they can be conceal'd, what fufpicions, what 
jealoufies muft every man in the trade entertain ? 

Pill. How ? 

Sir Rob. What an injury, befides, to thofc in my un^t 
hapy condition ? the rifques and lofles unavoidably con- 
neded with commerce, procure the unfuccefsful trader, 
generally the compaflSon, fometimes the friendly aid, of 
thofe of his order. 

Ref. We know that well enough. 

Sir Rob. But when bankruptcy becomes a lucrative 
trafiic, and men are found to fail with a view of making 
their fortunes, the unhappy and fraudulent will be con- 
founded together, and punifliment fall on his head who 
has a title to pity. 

Pill, The man's mad. 

Sir Roin 
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Sir Roh» Perhaps I mjfeif am a facrifice to thofe rerj 
arts jou have recommended fo warmlj. But there the 
milchief iball end. Men maj fuffer from my calamities, 
but thej never fhall bj my crimes. [^Exii. 

Fill. Did jou ever meet with fuch a fqoeamiih old fool ? 
what could he mean bj fending for us ? 

Re/l Who can tell i his head's turned, I fuppofe. 

PM. I thought we had hxm fure ; but how nimbi/ he 
lias flipped through our fingers ! n 

Ref, Neceflitj will (bon bring him back to our hook.— - 
He is fkj for the prefent, but I warrant he will bite bj 
and bj^ 

fik. Or we fhall lofe a capital prize. 

J?//I Indeed, fhould his friends interpofe, and matters 
be compounded without us — 

PilL That I have a fure way to prevent. Before an 
hour is pally I will tear fuch a rent in hi^ robe, as I defy 
all the botchers in Europe to mend. 

Ref. By what means ? 

PtU* I know he is in the receipt of fome government 
pnonej ; I will take care to faddle him with an extent. 

Rejr. That will do. 

Pt/I. I fhall only juft go and take out a commiffion a- 
gainft five macaronies, who are joint annuitants to a couple 
pf Jews. 

Rif. But how can you lug them into a flatute ? they are 
sto dealers, you know. 

Ptff. No dealers ? yes, but they are. 

Ref, Aye, of what kind ? 

Pii/. Why, why they are dealers of cards. [^Exetmt, 

Enter Lady Rifcounter, and Sir James Biddulph. 

Lady Rif, If you will walk in. Sir James, Sir Robert 
is a little bufy at prefent, but he will wait upon you di-* 
redly. 

Sir ya. I have no call. Madam, that prevents my 
attending his leifure. 

Lady Rif. I fear the defign of this vifit. Sir James, is 
of a different nature from thofe we have lately receiv'd. 

Sir ya. I came, Madam, to offer my aid in deteding 
and puniihing an infamous calumny that has made its way 
to the public this morning. 

Lady Rif But reports of this kind, when defpifed and 

negleflted. 
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neglefted, graduallj die of themfelves. It is a moft un- 
luckj affair, I confefs. 

Sir. Ja. Unluckj ! moft falfe and atrocious ; I hope. 
Madam, we fliall be able to difcover its author. 

Lady Rif. As to that, it is fcarce .worth the enquiry. 

Sir Ja. How, Madam ? 

Lady Ri/. We have family reafons, Sir James, for 
wifliing to draw a veil over — 

Sir Ja, A veil ! I am aftonifli'd. Lady Rifcounter ! 

Lady Rif. The lofs of your alliance, indeed, which now 
we dare neither q^^q^^ nor defire, has mortified us dil not 
a little. If any other means could be found to form a 
connection between us, and a. perfon of your merit and 
rank, there is nothing, I am fure, I fliould fo ardently 
wifh. 

Sir Ja, Your Ladyfliip is moft exceedingly kind. 

Lady Rif. I hope the whole family, efpecially myfelf 
and daughter, are not, through the error of one, to be 
puniflied with the lofs of your friendfliip. 

Sir Ja, You do me infinite honour. 

Lady Hi/, Indeed, my Lucy^ upon this occafion, felt 
chiefly for you ; for tho' perhaps not fo impofing and fpe- 
cious, as the girl whofe lapfe we lament, flie has great 
goodnefs of heart, and a proper fenfe of your worth. 

Sir Ja, Mifs Lucy is moft prodigioufly — 

Lady Rif, But Sir Robert's door opens, and as my pre- 
fence may not be fo proper upon this occafion, I take my 
leswre, with the hopes of foon receiving a vifit. 

Sir Ja, I fliall be happy, Madam, in feizing every oc- 
cafion — ^your Ladyfliip's — \^Exit Lady Rifcounter]. What 
can be the meaning of this ? She feems to confirm and 
credit the infamous ftory. Sir Robert, I fuppofe, will 
explain it. 

Enter Sir Robert, 

Sir Roh. Sir James, I fcarce know how to accoft you ; 
but the confufion I feel at the unhappy caufe of your vifit. 

Sir Ja, Indeed, Sir Robert, I own myfelf greatly per- 
plex'd. I enter'd your houfe, full of the warmeft refent- 
ment, and prepar'd to take every aftive part in my power; 
but your lady has dropp'd ferae hints, as if you wiih'd to 
ftifle all further enquiry. Pray, bir Robert, be candid 
ijnd open. This, Sir, I think, I have right to demand. 
Vol. IJ, Q^ iiir x\o5. 
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Sir Roh. Doubtlefs. Nor do I wifti to conceal : there 
is room for fufpicion, I own ; fo far Lady Rifcoimter is 
right; but yet, Lydia— ^ 

Sir Ja. You have then feen her, Sir Robert — 

Sir Rob. Not ten minutes ago. Her furprife feem'd fo 
fincere, and fo artlefs, and — 

Sirja. Without doubt— 

Sir Rob. And fuch ftrong marks of truth, both in her 
words, and her looks, that I confefs — perhaps it was a fa- 
therly weaknelSj^ I could not help giving credit to all that 
fliefaid. 

Sir Ja. You did her but juftice, I am fure. I will 
pawn my life upon her honour and faith. 

Sir Rob. But yet how to reconcile — ^for. Sir James, I 
will be impartial ; fome accounts I have had — 

Sir Ja. Time can only do that. DeepJaid defigns s^re 
not difcoyered at once. If we can but get at the clue — 
And what fteps have you taken ? have you been or fent 
to the printer's ? 

Sir Rob. No. I did think of going, but my lady per- 
fuaded me, that the ftep would be wrong. 

Sir ya. For which flie had very good reafons, no doubt. 
Will you give me leav^ to accompany you thither ? 

Sir Roh* If you think it right. 

Sir Ja, The very firft thing you fliould do. 

Sir Rob. But fliould not we confult my lady about it ? 

Sir Ja. The very laft thing you fliould do. 

Sir Rob. And why fo ? 

Sir Ja. I muft beg to conceal my reafons at prefent. — 
I too, have my fufplcions. Sir Robert. 

Sir Rob. You have. 

Sir Ja. Which I fancy you will foon find to be better 
founded than thofe of your family. 

Sir Rob. Not unlikely. Sir James. 

Sir Ja. Come, Sir, my chariot is ready. 

Sir Rob. I attend you, Sir James. [Exeunt^ 
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THE BANKRUPT. 123 



ACT III. 

Enter Robin, and a Servant of Sir Robert. 

Rob. TVT Y fervice to Mifs Kittj, and I ihould be happy 
■*' to have the honour of her ear a moment. 

Serv. Of her ear ! 

Rob. Thefe low fellows know nothing of the phrafes in 
fafhion, mere Vandals and Goats : but I muft accommo- 
date myfelf to their country. Will you tell Mifs Kitty 
Combrufh, that I Ihould be glad to fpeak with her, when 
file is at leifure ? 

Serv. Now I underftand what you mean, that will I, 
Mr Robin. [^Exit. 

Rob. Damned provoking, however, to have our fliip 
funk juft as we were entering the port ; this could not 
happen but by the contrivance of fome of the crew : our 
captain too is moft horribly hurt. This jade, I am con- 
vinc'd, is in the whole of the plot ; but her own art, and 
the (kill of her prompter, will make it difficult to get at 
the bottom. 

£«^^r Kitty. 

Kit. Blefs me, Mr Robin, after what has pafs'd^ I little 
expefted to fee you again at our houfe. 

Rob. What injuftice both to me and yourfelf ! 

Kit. How fo,' Mr Robin? 

Rob. To yoUr powerful attractions, and my proper dif- 
cfcrnment. 

Kit. I did not know I had any fuch things, Mr Ro- 
'bin. 

Rob. Infinite I but, above all, your penetration is the 
lAoft furprifing ta me. The conjurer in the Old Bailey is 
a fool compar'd to Mifs Kitty. You are abfolutely as 
knowing as one of the Civils, if the latter part of your 
prediction was but as fully accomplifli'd. 
• Kit. What was that ? 

Rob. Our cohabitation in the fame houfe, notwith- 
ftanding 

Kit. Time may bring that about, Mr Robin. 
, Rob. I don't comprehend how that can happen. 

Kit* No I why, to make your mafter amends for the 

lofs 
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lofs of Mifs Lydia, fuppofe we were to give him Mifs 
Lucy — 

Roh. D'ye call that making my mailer amends ? 

Kit. She is a good fliowy girl, and her fortune — 

Rob. Will be no temptation to him, I know he detefls 
her. 

Kit. Indeed! 

Rob. Cordially. So that if that be the only means, I 
have nothing left but defpair. Oh I Mifs Kitty, think 
what mifery ! that tender frame has a tear for pity, I'm 
fure ; to be deprived of the warmeft wifli of my life, to be 
cut oflT for ever — 

Kit. And do you really think as you fay ? 

Rob. Nothing but an amiable ignorance of your own 
charms, could for a moment induce you to doubt it. 

Kit. Suppofe then, Mr Robin, we were to live under 
our own roof, inftead of that of another, don't you think 
it would be mending the matter ? 

. Rob. It would be Elyfium, my angel. But how to get 
at the means ? 

Kit. If that is your objeftion, they may be eafily found. 

Rob Does my lovely Kitty think I can have any other? 

Kit. Then fiiice that is the cafe, Mr Robin, it is but 
right I fliould explain to you what I meant by my riddle 
this morning. But fee that we are fafe. 

Rob. Not a foul. 

Kit. You muft know, then, that this whole affair of 
Mifs Lydia is my lady's contrivance. 
. Rob. What, is that whole ftory a fiftion ? 

Kit. A mere flam ; nothing elfe ; and to bring about 
Sir James's marriage with Lucy, her motive. 

P.ob. I conceive. 

Kit. Now, as the projeft would not do without my af- 
fi fiance, my lady gave me (here it is, ftuck in my flays) a 
note for five hundred pounds, if the match is broke off; 
and a thoufand, fliould Mifs Lucy's take place. 

Rob. Hum — hum — hum — 500 — hum — hum — Rebecca 
Rifcounter — it is juft as you lay. 

Kit, Now, as matters fland, you fee I am entitled to the 
firft fivQ hiindr^.'d diredlly, and, with your affiflance^ per- 
haps the other may follow. 

Roh. Not . unlikely. But hold a little, dear Kitty, a 
little caution may not be amifs. This miftrefs of yours is 
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a damn'd artful woman ; ihe has trick'd otherS, and won't 
fcruple cheating of you. 

Kit. I don't underfland you. 

Rob. It is not quite dear that this note is a good one. 

Kit. How! 

Rob. I mean fuch a one as (he will be obliged hereafter 
to pay. 

Kit. Then the bufinefs fliall be blown up in an inftant. 

Rob. Too late. She will only laugh at you when her 
ends are obtained. 

Kit. Then what fteps can we take ? 

Rob. There is an old mailer of mine, who lives in Brick- 
court in the Temple, as cunning a cur as ever hanged an 
innocent man, or fav'd a rogue from the gallows. I'll 
run, and aik his opinion. 

Kit. But won't that be betraying our fecret ? 
• Rob. Counfellors, like confeffors, are bound not to re- 
veal their client's confeffion : befides, I can eafily conceal 
the name of the party. 

Kit. You will come immediately back ? 

Rob. In an inftant, unlefs I have your leave to go a ftep 
further. 

Kit. Further! 

Rob. To Dodors Commons, for a little bit of parch- 
ment, that will foon unite us for ever. 

Kit. O law ! you are in a vaft prodigious great hurry ; 
but, I think, Mr Robin, you muft do as you pleafe. 

Rob, Thus let me acknowledge your kind condefcenfion. 

For a moment, then, my dear Kitty, adieu. [^Exit Kitty.] 

So, now I have the means in my power to refettle all our 

matters again. [Exit. 

Scene, A Printer'*:. 

Margin difcovered with new/papers^ account-books y i^c. 

Marg. September the 9th. Sold twelve hundred and 
thirty. June the 20th. Two thoufand and fix. Good in- 
creafe for the time, confidering too that the winter has been 
pretty pacific : dabbled but little in treafons, and not re- 
markably fcurrilous, unlefs indeed in a few perfonal cafes. 
We mud feafon higher to keep up the demand. Writers 
in journals, like rope-dancers, to engage the public atten- 
tion^ muft venture their necks every ftep they take. The 

plea- 
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pleafure people feel, arifes from the rilks we run— what's 
the matter ? 

Enter Dingey. 

Ding. Mr Hyfon has left the anfwer to his lad letter on 
Eaft India affairs. 

Marg» A lazy rafcal, now his letter is forgot, he comes 
with an anfwer. Befides, the fubjeft is ftale : Return it 
again. Are all our people in waiting ? 

Ling. The Attorney General to the paper, that anfwers 
the law cafes, is not come jet. 

Marg. Oh ! that's Ben Bond'em the bailiff; prudently 
done, perhaps he has a writ againft one of our authors — 
Bid them enter, and cdl over thdr names^ 

Ding. Walk in, gentlemen. 

Enter Pepper, Plafter, Rumour, Farge*em, Fibber, Com- 
ma, Cauflic, O'Flam, and others. 

Ding, Politicians, pro and con, Meffieurs Pepper and 
Plafter. 

Pep. Plaji. Here. 

Marg. Pepper and Plafter, as both the Houfes are up, I 
fliall adjourn your political warfare till their meeting again. 

Pep. Don't you think the public would bear one ikir- 
mifli more before we clofe the campaign ? I have a trim-* 
mer here in my hand. 

Plajl. To which I have as tart a retort. 

Marg. No, no ; enough for the prefent. It is, Plafter, 
the proper timeing the fubjed, that gives fuccefs to our 
labours. The condudor of a newfpaper, like a good 
cook, ftiould always ferve up things in their feafon : who 
eats oyfters in June ? Plays and Parliament Houfes are 
winter provifions. 

Pep. Then half the fatire and fait will be loft ; befides, 
if the great man fliould happen to die, or go out. 

Marg. Pfliaw 1 it will do as well for the great man 
that comes in. Political papers fliould bear vamping ; 
like fermons, change but the application and text, and they 
will fuit all perfons and feafons. 

Plajl. True enough ; but mean time, what can we turn 
to ; for we fliall be quite out of work ? 

Marg, I warrant you, if you a'n't idle, there's bufinefs 

enough. 
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enough, the prefs teems with frefh publications-*»Hifto-' 
jries, tranflations, voyages — 

Fep, That take up as much time to read as to make* 

Marg. And what with letters from Paris or Spaw, in- 
undationSy elopements, difmal effeds of thunder and light- 
ning, remarkable caufes at country alfizes, and with 
changing the miniftry now and then, you will have em-^ 
ployment enough for the fununer. 

Plqfi. And fo enter upon our old trade in the winter ? 

Marg^ Aye, or for variety^ as it muft be tirefome to 
take always one fide, you. Pepper, may go over to admi- 
niftration, and Plafter will join oppofition. The novelty 
may perhaps give frefh fpirits to both. 

Pep. With all my heart. A bold writer has now no 
encouragement to fharpen his pen. I have known the 
day when there was no diflSculty in getting a lodging in 
Newgate ; but now, all I can fay, won't procure me a 
wari;ant from a Weftminfter Juftice. 

Marg. You fay right, hard times, Mr Pepper, for per- 
fecution is the very life and foul of our trade ; but don't 
defpair, who knows how foon matters may mend ? gentle- 
men, you may draw back — ^Read the next. 

Bing. Critics — ThomasConima, and Chriftopher Cauftic* 

Marg. Where are they ? 

Ding. As you could not fipd them in conftant employ- 
ment, they are engaged by the great, to do the articles m 
the Monthly Reviews. 

Marg. I thought they were done by Dr Doubtful, the 
Deift. 

Ding. Formerly, but now he ^eals in manufcript fer- 
mons, and writes religious effays for one of the journals. 

Marg. Then he will foon fink. I forefaw what would 
come of his dramming. Go on- 

Ding. Colle&ors of paragraphs, Roger Rumour, and 
Phelim O'Flam. 

Rum. Flam. Here. 

Ding. Fibber and Forge'em, compofers and makers of 
ditto. 

Fib. Forg. Here. 

Marg. Well, Rumour, what have you brought for the 
prefs ? 

Rum. I have been able to bring you no Pofitives. 

Marg. How ! no Pofitives ? 

Rum. 
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Rum. Not one. I have a Probability from the court 
end of the town ; and two good Suppofes out of the citj. 

Marg, Hand them here — [reads J\ " It is probable, that 
** if the King of Pniffia ihould join the Czarina, France 
'* will fend a fleet into the Mediterranean, which, bj'gi- 
** ving umbrage to the maritime powers, will involve 
** Spain by its family compad. To which if Auftria 
** fhould refufe to accede, there may be a powerful diver- 
^* fion in Poland, made conj-unftly by Sweden and Den- 
** mark. And if Sardinia and Sicily abide by the treaties, 
** the German Princes can never be neuter ; Italy will be- 
** come the feat of war, and all Europe foon fet in a 

** flame." Vaflly well, Mr Rumour, finely confufed, 

and very alarming. Dingey, give him a fhilling for this. 
I hope no other paper has got it ? 

Rum. Oh fie ! did you ever know mc guilty of fuch a— 

Marg. True, true, now let us fee your Suppofes — 
[Reads,'] " It is fuppofed, if Alderman Mango fiiould fur- 
^* render his gown, he will be fucceeded by Mr Deputy 
** Drylips, and if my Lord Mayor ihould continue ill of 
" the gout, it is fuppofed the fwan-hopping will ceafe for 
** this feafon." — That laft fuppofe is fudged in, why, 
would you cram thefe upon me for a couple ? 

Rum. As diflind as can be. 

Marg, Fye, remember our bargain. You agreed to 
do the court of Aldermen always for fix pence. 

Rum. What if a Common Hall fliould be called ? 

Marg. Oh ! then you are to have three pence a mo- 
tion, 1 know that very well : I am fure no gentleman can 
accufe me of being fneaking. Dingey, give him fix pence 
for his fuppofes. Well, Phelim O'Flam, any deaths in 
your diflrid ? 

O^Flam. The devil a one. 

Marg. How ! none ? 

O^Flam, O yes, a parcel of nobodies, that died worth 
nothing at all. Fellows that can't pay for a funeral. Upon 
my confcieiice, I can't think what becomes of the folks for 
my part ; I believe, all the people who live in town, fall 
down dead in the country, and then too, fince Dr Difpatch 
is gone to the Bath, patients linger fo long. 

Marg. Indeed ! 

CFlum. To be fure they do. Why, I waited at the 
Jolly Topers, a matter of two days and a half, for the laft 

breath 
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breath of Lady Dy Dropfy, for fear fomc other coUeaor 
fhould catch it. 

Marg. A long, time indeed. 

G*Flam* Wasn't it ? confidering that flic had twq con- 
fultations befides^ devilifli tough. Mr M argin, I fliall quit 
the mortality walk^ fo provide yourfelf as foon as you can. 

Marg. I hope not. 

O^Flam. Whyj what will I do ? 1 am fure the deaths 
Won't keep me alive, you fee^ I am already ftripp'd to my 
fhrowd ; once November^ the fuicide feafon^ I have not 
got fait to my porridge. > 

Enter Sir Thomas Tradewell. 

Sir T%6. is your name Matthew Margin ? 

Marg. It is, and what then ? 

Sir 7J0. Theuj pray what right had you to kill me in 
jrour laft Saturday's paper ? 

Marg. Kill you ! 

Sir iho. Ay, Sir^ h^re the article is ; furely the law 
has fome punimment for fdch infolent rafcals as you; 

Marg. Puniflimcnt ! and for what ? but, after all, what 
injury have you fuftained ? 

Sir lie. Infinite^ AU my agents are come poft out of 
the country, my houfe is crouded with coufins, to be pre- 
fent at the opening my will, and there has been fas it is 
known flie has a very good jointure) no lefs than three 
propofals of marriage already made to my relift. 

Marg. Let me look at the paragraph. [^Reads."] *' Lafii 
*f night, after eatiiig a hearty fupper, died fuddenly, with 
** his mouth full of cuftard, Sir Thomas Tradewell^ 
** knight, an amiable companion, an aSeftionate relation^ 
** and a friend to the poor." — O'Flam, this is fome blunder 
of yours ; for you fee, here the gentleman is, and alive. 

&Flam. So, he fays, but the devil a one in this cafe 
would I believe but himfelf ; becaufe why, I was told it 
by Jeremy O'Turlough ^ his own body chairman^ my dear : 
by the fame token, I treated him with a pint of porter for 
the good news. 

Sir Tio. Vaftly oblig'd to you, Mr O'Flam, but I have 
nothing to do with this wretched fellow j it is you, Mar- 
gin, fliall anfwer for this. 

Marg. Why, Sir Thomas, it is impoflible but now and 
then we muft kill a man by miftake; And in fome mea- 

R fur© 
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fure to make amends^ jou fee what a good charader the 
paper has given^you. 

Sir "Tbo. Charafter ! 

Marg. Ay, Sir^ I can tell yoi> I have had a crown for 
putting ki many a worfe. 

G*Flatn. Aye, Sir Thomas, confider of that, only thinfc 
what a comfort it is, to live long enough after you are 
dead,- to read fuch a* good account of yourfelf in the papers. 

Sir T'ifo. Ha ! ha ! ha I what a ridiculous rafcal ! but 
I would advife you, gentlemen, not to take fuch liberties 
with me for the future. [^Exit^ 

O^Flam, Indeed and we won't; and I here give Mr 
Margin my word, that you (han't die again, as long as 
you live, unlefs indeed we get it from under your own 
hand. * 

£nter Sir Robert Rilcounter, fl«/Sir James Biddulph. 

Sir Rob. Where is this Margin, this impudent, rafcally 
printer ? 

Marg. Hey day ! what's the matter now ? 

Sir Ja. Curb your choler^ Sir Robert. 

Sir Rob. A pretty fellow, indeed, that every man's and* 
woman's reputation mufl be fubje^ to the power of his 
poifonous pen. 

Sir Ja. A little patience, Sir Robert. 

Sir Rob, A land of liberty, this ! I will maintain it,, the 
tyranny exercifed by that fellow, and thofe of his tribe, is- 
more defpotic and galling than the molt absolute monarch's 
in Aiia. 

Sir Ja. Well, but— 

Sir Rob. Their thrones claim a right only over your 
perfons and property, whilft this mungrel^ fquatting upon 
his joint ftool^ by a fingle line,^ profcribes and ruins your 
reputation at once. 

Sir Ja. Sir Robert, let me crave—* 

Sir Rob. And no fituation is fecurc from their infults. 
I wonder every man is not afraid to peep into a paper, as 
it is more than probable that he may meet with a para-i 
graph that will make him unhappy for the reft of his life. 

Marg. But, gentlemen, what is all thisbufinefs about? 

Sir Rob. About ? zounds. Sir, what right had you to- 
Juin my daughter ? 

Marg. I ? I know nothing of you nor your daughter. 

Sir Roi. 
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IS^ir Roi. Sir James Biddulph, you have it, produce the 
paper. 

Sir ya. There is no occafion for that, the affair is fo re- 
cent, I dare fay the gentleman will remember the paflage ; 
this. Sir, is the banker, the father, with whofe daughter 
you was pleafed to take thofe infolent freedoms, this 
morning. 

Sir Rob, And this. Sir, the amiable baronet, from the 
weft end of the town. 

Marg. I recoUeft. Well, gentlemen, if you have 
"brought any paragraphs to contradi6l the report, I am 
ready to infert them direftly. 

Sir Rob. And fo, you rafcal, you want us to furnifh 
frefh food for your paper ? 

Marg, I do all I ^can to keep my fcdles even ; the charge 
hangs heavy here; on the other fide^ you may throw in 
the defence, then fee which will weigh down the other. 

Sir R^b. Indeed, Sir James Biddulph, if he does that — 

Sir Ja. That ? can that paltry expedient atone for his 
crime ? will the fnow that is fullied recover its luftre ? fo 
tender and delicate. Sir Robert, is the fame of a lady, that 
once tainted, it is tarnifii'd for ever. 

Sir Rob. True enough. 

Marg, I could bear no ill will to your daughter, as I 
know nothing about her. 

Sir Rob, . Indeed, Six James, I don't €et how he could^ 

Sir Ja. Is his being tlie inftrument of another man's 
malice a fufficient excufe ? 

Sir Rob, So far from it, that it enhances the guilt — 
Zounds, Sir James, you are a parliament man. Why don't 
you put an end to this pradice ? 

Marg. Ay, let them attack the prefs, if — 

Sir Rob, Have a care of that ; no no, that muft not be 
done. 

Sir Ja, No man. Sir Robert^ honours fhat facred fhield 
x>f freedom more than myfelf. 

Sir Rob, I dare fay. 

Sir Ja, But I would not have it ferve to flielter thefe 
pefts, who point their poifon'd arrows againft the peace of 
xnankind. 

Sir Rob. By no means *in the world. Let them bp 
^agg'd from behind it direftly. 

Marg, 
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Marg. Ay, do deftroj the watchful dogs that guard and 
cover your nocks. 

Sir Ja. You guard ! you cover ! 
Marg. Ay, who but us alarm the nation when bad de« 
figns are on foot ? ^ 

Sir Rob. In that refped they are very ufef^l, no doubt. 
Sir Ja. Are they therefore entitled to give the alarm, 
when no fuch defign is intended f 

Sir Rob. By no means. A pack of fa&ious, infamous 
Icoundrels. 

Marg. It is we that fupply the defe&s of the laws. 
Sir fa. You ! 

Marg. By ftigmatizing (hofe o^snders that they cannot 
reach. 

Sir Rob. That, indeed, ferves to keep the guilty in awe. 
Sir ya. And is a pretence for milking the innocent the 
butts of their malice. 

Sir Rob* True, true, all is fifh that comes to their nets. 
Sir ya. Befides, their flander is fcattered fo generally, 
and with fo little diicretion, that the deformity of vice i^ 
deftroyed. 

Sir Rob. True. 

Sir ya. Bad men are made worfe, by becoming totally 
callous, and even the good riendered carelefs, to that fource 
of patriotjfm, that pride of virtue, the public opinion. 
Sir Rob. And they are much in the right on't. 
Marg. What, you are a courtier, I reckon ? no wonder 
you wilh the prefs was demolifhed. 

Sir ya. If ever that happens, to fuch mifcreants as yoi^ 
'twill be owing ; nor will it furprife me, if all orders con- 
cur to give up a great public benefit, for the fake and fe« 
curity of private honour and peace. 
' Sir Rob. Nor me neither. 

Marg. You will confent then to furrender the prefs ?. 

Sir Rob. I would fooner confent to be hang'd. 

Sir ya. And its unbounded licence continue ? 

Sir ' ob. I would much rather fee it on fiire. 

Marg. With refped to its general ufe— 

Sir Rob. Not the fmalleft doubt can be made. 

Sir ya. Bat, Sir Robert, then the abufe — 

Sir Rob. Is what no mortal can bear. 

Mcirg. But, Sir Robert, you would but juft now — 

Sir Rob. I confefs it, I did. 

Sirya. 
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Sir Ja. Ay, but that was. Sir Robert, becaii&«— • 

Sir Rob. For no other reafon in life, 

Marg. Mj obfervatipn jrou allowed to be—- 

5^ Rob. Pointed. 

Sir Ja. And my feply— 

Sir Rob. Conclofive as could be. 

Marg. . But then — 

Sir Rob. To be fure. 

Sir Ja. Becaufe why- 
Sir Rob. You are quite in the right. 

OFlam. Upon my foul, they have got the old gentb^ 
man into fuch puzzleation, that I don't believe he ioiows 
what he wiihes himfelf. Stand by and let me clear up this 
flatter a little. Hearkee, Mr Sir Robert, if I underftand 
your maning at all, it is, that provided people could be 
prevented from publiihing, you are willing the prefs ihould 
be free. 

Sir Rob. That was my meaning no doubt. 

O^Flam. Upon my confcience, and nothing but reafon. 
There, I believe, we are all of us agreed. How feldom 
would people diiFer, if once we could get them to be all of 
a mind ? And now this difference is whole and compos'd,^ 
let me try if I can't make up the other. I underfland here^^ 
old gentleman, yon have had a daughter abufed. 

Sir Rob. Moft foully. 

O^Flatn. And you want to know who was the author? 

Sir Rob. Tha^ was my fole bufinefs here. 

0*Flam. Then why could not you fay fo at firft, with«i 
out all this bothering and bawling ? Well^ Mr Margin, 
come give the old buck fatisfaftion. 

Marg. It was anonymous. 

0*Flam. Upon my foul, and I thought fo. That is the 
mofi damnedft, impudent fon of a bitch, he had like to 
have brought me into three or fourfcrapes, by fathering 
bis lies upon me. 

Sir Ja. Will you give us leave to look at the hand? 

Marg. Freely, this is the paper. 

Sir Ja. Sir Robert, do you recoiled to have feen this 
writing before ? 

Sir Rob. It is James's, I know it as well as my own i 
here are his B's, his G's, and his T's. 

Sir Ja. So I guefs'd. Will you truil the paper wi*^ 

<S 
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Sir Rob* Let him get it again^ if he can.— »Sk James^ 
I (hall exped you at home. [^Exit. 

Marg* I hope no bad ufe will be made of it. 

Sir ja. The worft ufe has already been made of it ; 
but at parting, Mr Margin, let me give you a piece of 
advice. Take care how you provoke the public patience 
too far. You have fet the laws at defiance, and long rcign'd 
vntontrouPd, I confefs ; but don't wonder if the fubjefts 
of your flander forget there are kws in their turn, and, va- 
luing an'honeft name more than their lives, &ould ex- 
pofe their *^ives to revenge it. [^Exit. 

O^Flam. Upon my foul, Mr Margin, very wholfome 
advice, and will do you much good if you take it ; but, 
above all, rid your hands of James Anonymous as foon as 
youcan ; you know it was he got you that beating.-— That 
fellow has brought you into more fcrapes than all your 
authors together* 

JSnter fi Servant. 

Serv. Gentlemen, the milk porridge is ready. 

All. Let us ftart fair I befeech you. [Exeuntf 

Enter Lady Rifcounter,* Lucy, and Kitty. 

Lady Rif. Sir James Biddulph is gone ? 

Kit, Yes, Madam, and with him my matter. 

Lady Rif. Sir Robert ! to what place, can you guefs ? 

Kit. I fliould think, by what I overheard, to the printer's. 

Lady Rif. To the printer's ! of what ufe can that be ? 

Kit. I can't fay 5 but your ladyfliip, I hope, will exr 
ei^fe me. 

Lady Rif. Excufe you, why child, what's the matter ? 

Kit, I have heard fome whifpering among the clerks, 
as if things were not quite fo well with my matter. 

Lady Rif. What, fome little difappointments in trade ? 

Kit. Much worfe, I am afraid ; 1 don't know what it 
means ; but they fay an extent is brought into the houfe. 

Lady Rif. With all my heart ; let what wili happen, it 
can be of little importance to me. 

Lucy. No, Madam ! 

Lady Rif. No, child, you can't fuppofe, but upon my 
marriage, I took care, at all events, to fecure a proper 
|)rovifion. 

Lucy^ Indeed I can that be done ? 

Lady Rif. 



THE BANKRUPT. 135 

Lady Rif. A common caution, my dear *n don^t yon fee 
Mrs Paduafoy rides in her coach, whilft half her hikbaad's 
creditors are in gaol. 

Lucy. Is that the cafe ? 

Lady Rif. If wives were to have any thing to do with 
thofe kind of creatures, who d*ye think would marry with 
people in bufinefs ? and now I think on*t, it will be f» 
much the better ; for the father's failure muft in fomc 
meafure fall on the daughter. 

Lucy, True ; but your ladyfliip faw Sir James Bid- 
dulph. 

Lady Rif. For a moment only, my dearv 

Lucy. Well, Madam, and — 

Lady Rif. I only juft threw out a hint ; to be moire exr 
plicit now would make him fufpicious ; we mud give 
him time to digeft his difappointment. 

Kit. As L live, Mifs Lydia is coming. 

Lady Rif. Lydia ! 

Enter Lydia. 

Lyd. I beg your ladjrfliip's pardon, for intruding^ with- 
out your permiffion ; but my unfortunate fituation will, I 
hope, plead my excufe: I come. Madam, to beg your 
proteftion. 

Lady Rif. Mine, child ? 

Lyd. Your affiftance, in deteding the authors of this 
horrid defign. 

Lady Rtf. That, child, is properly your father's con- 
cern. 

Lyd. True, Madam ; but the relation your ladyfliip 
bears to his family might, I hope, induce you to do me 
this jullice. 

Lady Rif. Juftice, Lydia ! — as it is my duty, I fliall 
ever be ready to give my advice. 

Lyd. That, Madam, is all that I want. 

Lady Rif. As this affair has made fuch a noife, there 
remains but one ftep to be taken. 

Lyd. Which is — 

Lady Rif A marriage with James. 

Lyd. With James ! and fo fandify the fcandalous ftory. 

Lady Rif It may be alleged by the family, that the 
ceremony had pafs'd before the deteftion. 

lyd. 
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£jd. Dete&ion ! I hope your ladjihip does not fuppofe 
diere is the fmalleft foundation-— 

Lady Rif. That I fhall not pretend to determine* But^ 
at all events, you are in the right to deny it. 

Lyd. Your ladyihip's indifference (hocks m^ more than 
tiie — ^Your daughter, Lucy, will do me juOice I am fure^ 
Ihe has been privy to every— 

Lttcf' Me, Miis ? I beg pardon for that : how ihould 
1 know your intrigues ? I beg you will not involve me ia 
your guilt. 

Lyd. Nay, then it is in vain to ftruggle ; I fee my 
ruin is refofved. 

Enter Sir Robert. 

Sir Roh' Where is Lady Rifcountcr ? well, my deai^ 
:ire have got to the bottom of this infernal bufinefs at lafl 
«— here, here it is, in the rafcal's own hand. 

Lady Rif. Sir Robert ! 

Sir Rob. Why^ the paragraph was fent to the printer's 
by James. 

Lady Rif. Wea> 

Sir Rob. So that^ you fee, proves the forgery plain. 

lady Rif. Now I think it makes the fiaft more apparent^ 

Sir Rob. How ? 

Lady Rif. By the confeffion of one of the parties. 

Sir Rob. That I confefs, as it was voluntary — 

Lady Rif. Makes it amount to a pofitive proof. 

Sir Rob. It looks very fufpicious indeed. 

Enter Sir James Biddiilph. 

Sir Rob. Here my lady. Sir James, thinks, that infteadi 
of clearing, this paper only ferves to convince her. 

Sir Ja. Is that your ladyflup's judgment ? 

Lady Rif Quite to a demonftration. Sir James. 

Sir Ja- But his policy. 

Lady Rif Obvious enough 5 to force the family to fo- 
licit his marrying the girl, as a favour. 

Sirja. That, indeed! 

Lady Rif With the hopes of obtaining fome additional 
advantage. 

Sir Rob. In return no doubt for his great condefcenfion. 
An infamous — 

Sir Ja. I fliould have thought the young lady's private 

fortime. 
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fortune^ and perfon^ efpeciallj to one of his irtaaik, a very 
fufEcient inducement. But this Mr James is an abfolute 
Machiavd. 

Sir Rob. As fly a dog as ever exifted. 

Sir Ja. But could not we fee him> Sir Robert ? 

Sir Rob. The rafcal is run off« 
Sir Ja. Indeed. 

Sir Rob. We have fearch'd for him all the town over. 

Sir Ja. That is unlucky, as I fhould have been glad to 
have aik'd him a queftion. I believe it is unneceilarj' to 
apologize to the family for any part I take in this bufinefs. 

Sir Rob. We are all highly obliged. 

Sir ya. But I have received a letter, the contents of 
which ailonifh me much. 

Sir Rob, About the matter in hand ? 

Sir Ja. Indeed the writer is but a dependent of mine^ 
but his veracity is out of the queftion, the fads muft fpeak 
for themfelves. Mrs Kitty, you wUl be kind enough to 
ftay here for a moment. 

Kit. What can be the meaning of this ? 

Sir ya. If the charge is falfe, I am fure. Lady Rifcoun- 
ter will pardon me for the fake of the motive. If true, 
ihe, in her turn, will ftand in want of all our forgivenefs. 

Lady Ri/. Me ! who will dare to impeach my condud. 
Sir James? 

Sir Ja. Your Ladyfhip^s patience, a moment* This 
paper. Sir Robert, charges Lady Rifcounter with being 
the fole contriver of this villainous projed. 

Sir Rob. How ! 

Lady Ri/. Me ! 

Sir ya. With a view of diffolving the contraft between 
your fair daughter and me. 

Sir Rob. To what purpofe ? what end i 

Sir ya. One that does me too much honour, I own, 
the bringing about a union between Mifs Lucy and me. 

Lady Rtf. A moft probable ftory, indeed : your in- 
former's name, if you please. 

Sir ya. A fervant who has oft attended me here. 

Lady Ri/. And he receiv'd it from — 

Sir ya. One of your ladyfliip's women ; there flie ftands, 
I believe. 

Lyd. Is it polSble that you, Kitty — 

Sir Rob. Patience, Lydia, a moment. 
Vol. IL S Lady Ri/ 
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Lady Rif. And jou think this paltry plot, obvtovdy 
framM by a con^ of fervants (unlefs you condefcend to 
be the contriver yourfelf), will juftify you in bringing this 
charge againft a perfon of my rank and condition. 

Sir Rob* Fie^ fie. Sir James^ tha( is toe prefumptuoua 
indeed. 

Sir Ja. Why, I fliould not have ventured, I believe, if 
I had not to produce a more unexceptionable witnefs than 
thefe< 

Lady Rif. Name the perfon direftly* 

Sir Ja. Lady Riicounter herfelf. 

Sir Rob. What ? 

Sir Ja. There is a little billet contained in this letter, 
where your ladyihip promifes a capital fum, when fome 
certain fer vices are fully performed. 

Sir Rob. By your leave. Sir James, let me look. Oh 
dear, clear, it is her hand, there is no denying of this. 

Sir Ja. I fancy Mrs Kitty will own it. Otherwife my 
fervaht is below to confront her. 

Sir Rob. Well, what reply do you make to all this ? 

Kit. 1 beg pardon, Sir, of my miftrefs, and you. 

Sir Rob. Pardon. 

Kit. I own the accufation is juft, though I little thought 
Mr Robin would betray me. 

Sir Rob. Do you ? and what an ungrateful wretch mult 
you be ? you have been but a poor inftrument only. But 
is it poflible you. Lady Rifcounter, could fo entirely fojr- 
get what yoQ owe to me, and your — 

Lady Rif. I fee, Sir Robert, you are fo far prepof- 
fefs'd, that all I can fay — 

Sir Rob, S2ij, Madam, what can be faid for fuch-— 

Lady Rif. - Nay, Sir, I am not going to make a formal 
defence, it is not worth my while, nor would you have 
leifure to hear it : if you will walk down, you will find 
another fort of bufinefs, that demands your attention. 

Sir Rob. Madam ! 

Lady Rif. The houfe fill'd with a new kind of cuftomers. 
Lyd. Sir Rob. Sir Ja. How ! 

Lady Rif. Only an extent, to feize on all his effefts. 
Lyd. Sir Rob. Sir Ja. Is it poflible ! 
Lady Rif. The world will therefore fee how ill I am 
treated — but don't imagme, Sir Robert; that the provifion 
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I derive from her father, fhall be laviihed to leffeni your* 
debts, or be employed in fupport of their author. 

Lucy. Your ladjihip will have more prudence, no doubt. 

Lady Rif. No, child, we will quit this manfion direftly, 
and leave him for confolation to the care of his daughter. 

Lyd. A more precious truft I could never receive. 
Your treachery to me. Madam, I could both defpife and 
forgive : but your infolent triumph, at the diftrefs of an 
unfortunate hufband, gives you a pre-eminence above the 
worft of your fex. If, Sir, what you are pleafed to call 
mine, can either reinftate, or ailift you, I beg it may be all 
employed in the fervice. 

&%r Roh. Nay, pr'ythee, Lydia — 

Lyd. You fee. Sir James Biddulph, there are new ob- 
ftacfes opposed to your purpofe. 

Sir ya. If you mean thofe her ladyfliip has been pleafed 
to produce, they add only an additional flrength to my 
wiflies. The piety with which this great, this firft duty 
is difcharged, muft accompany every other relation in life^ 
I applaud, and fhall be happy to join in your purpofe. 

Lady Rif, Come, Lucy, let us leave thefe romantic 
creatures together, they are only fit for each other ; when 
your eflFeds are conveyed to proper truftees, I fliall take 
care to put in my claim. 

[Exeunt Lady Rifcoimter and Lucy. 

Sir Rob. Unfeeling, infolent woman ! but thy goodnefs, 
Lydia, fupplies every lofs, nor will my creditors, when 
they find I never deceiv'd them, take advantage of thy 
filial afie&ion. 

^nter a Cleric 
What now } 

Clerk. The Dutch mail is arrived. 

Sir Rob. Any private letters from Holland ? 

Clerk. Your correfpondents, Sir, have 'honoured your 
biUs. 

Sir Rob. And diicharg'd them ? 

Clerk. Kvery one. 

Sir Rob. And the report of their failing-^ 

Clerk. Was without the fmalleft foundation. 

Sir Rob. Heaven be prais'd ; now, Lydia, thy father 
tan look again with confidence in the face of his friends. 

Lyd, 
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Lyd. A more real tranfport could never have reached 
me r 

Sir Rob. I know it, Lydia, I know it. This gentleman 
will both thank and reward jou. 

Clerk. Sir, I would beg juft to— 

Sir Rob. I guefs what jou mean ; fome inquifitive per* 
fons below ; diej fhall be fatisfied foon. I will attend 
them dircaiy. [Exit Clerk. 

Sir Ja. Give me leave to join in the general joy But 
what. Sir Robert, fhall we do with this paper ? I fancy my 
man is in waiting ; Robin. 

Enter Robin. 

Rob. Sir. 

Sir Ja. You have been of fingular fcrvice to-day, which 
I ihall take good care to acknowledge. The worth of this 
note, as the conditions have failed — 

Rob. like many more of its kiqdred, is reduc'd to wafte 
P^pci's jour Honour ; but as this happy turn has been 
chiefly owing to Kitty, I hope ihe will be reftorM to fa- 
vour again. 

Sir Ja. But confider, Robin, that was not her intention* 

Rob. But recoiled. Sir, the temptation-— 

Sir Rob. But the treachery— 

Rob. Five hundred pounds. 

Sir Rob. That is true— as many, her fuperiors, though 
perhaps not her betters, are daily detefted in doing things 
more criminal for lefs confideration, it is fome ^xcufe, I 
confefs. But what fays my Lydia ? 

Zj^d. I fliall be direSed by you. 

Sir Rob. And now, my children, nothing remains but 
the laft aft, to eftablifh your union, and if (as I am refol- 
ved to difengage myfelf from that bad woman, and the 
other cares of this world) you would fuSer me to be a 
partaker of your domeftic felicity — 

Sir ya. Lyd. You cannot in any thing oblige us fo 
much. 

Sir Rob. That is all I have to alk of you, or the world. 

[Exeunt, 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written \ff Mr Gar&icx.^ Spoken by Mr Footi« 



IN trifling works of Fancy, wits agreCf 
That nothing tickles like a fimile : 
And (by by way ot tuning you' to laughter* 
With which I hope you'll tickle us hereafter^ 
From our poetic ftorehoufe, we produce 
A couple, fpick and fpan for prefent ufe. 
Dramatic writers were, like watchmen, meant 
To knock down vice-^— few anfwer the intent : 
Both fhould be quick to fee and feize their game ; 
But both are fomedmes blind, and fometimes lame. 
Can thofe ox^fiand^ while they themfelves are reeling ? 
Can thofe catch thieves, while they themfelves are dealing ? 
When wanted tooft, the watch a nap will take — 
Are all our comic authors quite awake ? 
Or, what is woref, by which they ftill come near *em^ 
Are not you more than half afleep who hear 'em ? 
I, your old watchman, here have fix'd my (land, 
On many a vice and folly laid my hand : 
*Twas you cried Watch I I limp'd at your command. 
Let mie, like other watchmen, blefs the times, 
And take the privilege to nod betimes ; 
Nor let yout frowns now force me on a fright 
To cry— ** P^T^vCTi «V/ofi, and a cloudy nlgbtJ* 

But, with your patience, not to be too free. 
We'll change the fubjed and the fimile. 
To chace a fmuggling crew, who law deride^ 
We launch a cutter of three guns this tide : 
With your aiHftance, we will make the foe 
Sink, or fubmit to Captain Timbertoe. 
Ye pirate critics, fall not foul on me 1 
If once I fink, I founder in the fea. 
In this condition, can I fwim to (hore ? 
I'm cork'd, 'tis true ; but then I want an oar. 
You oft have fav'd my little bark from finking : 
I am no fifh, fare me from water-drinking ! 
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ACT I. 

Enter Mrs Fleece'em and Flaw. 

Mrs FL ^OT a word more ! you put me out of all pa- 
"^ tience. 
Flaw. Well, but, Madam Fleece'em, liften, I beg, to 
a little redfon. 

Mrs FL Reafon ? had jou the leaft atom about you 
you would reft contented with our prefent agreement. 
Flaw. But furely. Madam, a change of circumftances — 
Mrs Fl. Change ? and pray, Mr Flaw, how are mine 
changed for the better ? Anfwer me a few fhort queftions, 
and deny what I fay, if you can. When I was compelled, 
by the cruel laws of this country, to go into exile for ta- 
king, by miftake, a fmall parcel of lace out of a fhop in the 
Strand, did not I chufe Bofton for my place of retirement? 
. Flaw, Granted. 

Mrs Ft. Did not I pafs there, by means of letters from 
Mynheer Van Smuggle of Rotterdam, for a perfon moft 
honourably and nobly allied ? 
FliW. For aught I know. 

Mrs Fl. Did nbt I receive a handfome prefent from that 
merchant, for promoting the running Dutch teas, and re- 
jeding thofe imported from England ? 
Flaw- Like enough. 

Mrs Fl. Did not my burning the firfl pound of Sou- 
chong, and my fpeeches at Faneuil-Hall, and the Liberty 
Tree, againft the colonies contributing to difcharge a debt 
to which they owe their exiftence, procure me the love 
and efteem of the people ? 
Flaw. May be fo. 

Mrs Fl. And what, but your letters, could induce me 
to return to a country where I had been treated fo ill ? 
But fure, you muft have forgot your propofals ; here they 
'are, and figned by yourfelf. Let me fee ! — \_Reads] " Ar- 
*^ tides of agreement between Philip Flaw, of Thavies- 
*^ Inn, in the city of London, on one part, and Felicia 
*' Fleece'em, late of Bofton, but now of Pali-Mall." 
Flaw- But what occafion^ — 

Mrs Fl. " Imprimis^ That the faid Felicia do take a 

" handfome houfe, at the weft end of the town, with fiiit- 

VoL. IL T « able 
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*' able fervants ; for the furnifhing of which the faid Flaw 
** engages to procure her credit." 

Flavj. And have not I ? 

Mrs Fl. " Secondly, that the faid flaw fliall circulate, 
** privately and publicly, in taverns, coffeehoufes, jour- 
** nals, chronicles, morning and evening pofts, and cou- 
" rants, that the faid Felicia is a perfon of great addrefs 
** and abilities ; and that, by means of many powerful 
** conneftions, flie is able to procure pofts, places, pre- 
** ferments of all conditions and fizes ; to raife cafli for 
** the indigent, and procure good fecurities for fuch as are 
** wealthy ; fuitable matches for people who want huf- 
" bands and wives, and divorces for thofe who wifii to 
" get rid of them." 

Flaw. And have not I performed every tittle ? have not 
jtij expences in attending plays, operas, noLafquerades, 
and pantheons, not to mention fubfcription-money to moft 
of the clubs and coteries, amounted to a moft enormous — 

Mrs Fl. 1 am near at an end — [^Reads.'] " That the 
** faid Flaw fliall at all times advife the faid Felicia how 
** far flie may go without incurring the law ; for all which 
** he is to receive out of the neat profits thirty per cent." 
— ^You fee, Sir ! 

Flaw. 1 do. 

Mrs Fl. And don't you think that a very ample pro- 
vifion ? 

Flaw. But confider. Madam, I have facrificed my whole 
time to your bufinefs, and I don't believe the law has pro- 
cured me — 

Mrs Fl. The law ? What, a little private agency at 
the Old Bailey ? a wonderful facrifice I fy, fy, Mr Flaw ! 

Flaw. You are the laft perfon, Mrs Fleece'em, that 
fiiould caft fuch a refleftion as that : unlefs I miftake, my 
attendance there was pretty ufeful to you. 

Mrs FL To me ? 

Flaw. Without my ikill and addrefs, your laft voyage to 
America would have been changed to a much fliorter tritr. 

Mrs FL Sir I 

Flaw. A tour to Tyburn, in a tim-whifky and two, 
would have concluded your travels. 

Mrs Fl. Why, you impertinent, infamous, petty-fog- 
ging puppy, it was through your ignorance that I was 
obliged to travel at all. 

Flaw. 
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Flaw. Mine ? 

Mrs FL Did not Alick Alibi, before your face, at Black- 
wall, in the tranfport, declare, that he never faw fuch a 
bungling bufinefs ; that if he had been employed— 

Flaw. Alibi? 

Mrs FL You know him, I fancy. 

Flaw* PerfeSly : as, Madam, you think him fo won- 
derfully clever, you had better employ him ; I am ready 
to refign in his favour. 

Mrs FL That is ungenerous in you, Mr Flaw, to in- 
fult a gentleman under misfortunes : you know the clip- 
ping an d filing affair compels him to keep a little pri- 
vate at prefent. 

Flaw. Oh, then, that's the reafon I am confulted ? fweet 
Madam, your fervant ! but. Madam, I mull defire you 
to find out fome other agent ; I declare off ! you fha'n't 
make a ftop-gap of me ! 

Mrs FL Sir ! 

Flaw- Our accounts are eafily fettled : let me fee ! feven 
pounds feven {hillings, from the brewer's clerk, who is 
gone with your recommendatory letters to India. 

Mrs FL Nine pounds, if you pleafe. 

Flaw. Seven. The reft paid out of my pocket to Kitt 
Cop3rwell, for manufacturing the letters from theDIreftors. 

Mrs FL Very well ! have you got the fellow aboard ? 

Flaw- Sailed the latter end of the week. 

Mrs FL Then there is the crimp's money for procur- 
ing the company an able recruit. 

Flaw. Already deduced, for promifing to get Bob Blue-. 
Ikin a reprieve at the. — 

Mrs FL Thefe, Mr Flaw, are but trifling affairs ; they 
may be fettled at fome other time. 

Flaw. I am ready, whenever you pleafe : and fo Ma- 
dam Fleece'em, I am your moft humble, and very — oh ! 
I had like to have forgot ; if any thing ftiould happen, 
that I may not be blamed, infuturoy I would advife you 
to take care of yourfelf : I overheard Luke Lockup, the 
turnkey, fay, as you paffed by in a coach, that he had fome 
notion of having feen you before, and wanted much to 
know where you lodged. 

Mrs FL Luke Lockup ? why, how is it poiTible he 
could — 

Flaw. I know nothing of that : forefeeing. Indeed, that 

fuch 
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fuch a thing might poffibly happen, I had provided a 
couple of people to prove that you were fhipwreck'd on 
the weftern coaft ; fo that, though jou were returned be- 
fore your time from your travels, it was none of your 
fault ; but that is all over now ; Mr Alibi will, no doubt, 
take proper care, 

Mrs FL Nay, as to that, MrFlaw> there is no man living 
to whofe care 1 would fooner truft myfelf than your own ; 
but fure in this affair we have been both of us rather too 
quick. Let us coolly confider : I am fure, I am the fui- 
thed in the world from — but come ; let us know what are 
your further demands ? 

Flaw, I fcorn. Madam, to take any advantage : as our 
rifqnes and labour are equal, an equal partition ; that's all. 

Mr, FL I confent to the agreement. 

Flaw, Very well. I will prepare a draft to lay before 
counfel ; which, when approved, you will fign ? 

jVIrs FL Without fcruple ; that being fettled, let us 
come a little to bufinefs. What new game have you 
fprung ? 

Flaw, Plently^ plenty ; the family I expefted out of 
the country is come. 

Mrs FL Father, mother, and fon ! have you feen 
them i 

Flaw. I received their note but this inftant : they have 
made a little miilake, I believe, as to their lodgings. 

Mrs FL How fo ? 

Flaw, I advifed them, at their coming to town, to ftay 
at one of the hotels for a week or ten days j inftead of that, 
they are got to a bagnio. 

Mrs FL A bagnio ? 

Flaw. At the fign of the Lamb, in Long-Acre. 

Mrs FL Nay, for aught I know, that place will befl 
s^nfwer our purpofe. 

I' law. I mull flep direftly to the Salopian cofFeehoufe ; 
Enfign Grtters is to fend you a hundred for obtaining him 
a flep in Lis corps. Here ; I have brought you the com- 
plimentary cards to put over the chimney. 

[^Gives her the cards, 

Mrs FL That's right. Let me fee: — ^'i he Duke of-~ 
heji refpeBs — Earl of--~Vif count — Ah, ah ; very well I 
have you prevailed on the coachman you mentioned ? 

klaw. Ue has prqmifed to parade before your houfe for 

an 
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aa hour, after his mafter is fet down at the Cockpit, A 
couple of fervants to wait at the door, as if the great maa 
was above, will be right. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, A note, Sir, from a perfon below. 

F/aw. Let us fee it. — [^Reads.'] "MrO'Flannagan's com- 
^* pliments to Mr Flaw, and as he perhaps may not chufe 
** to be at home to him, being at another body's houfc, 
*' begs to know where he may fee him this evening." — 
A bagatelle ; fome trifling affair. 

Mrs FL You had therefore better difpatch him at once. 
Shew him up. 

Flaw. He brought me a recommendatory letter this 
morning ; but I was in a hurry, and defircd him to meet 
nje here about this time. Here he is. 

Enter Mr O'Flannagan. 

O^Flan. Mr Flaw, I am your moft humble fervant. — 
Madam, I am yours ijnknown. 

Flaw, Well, Mr O'Flannagan, what are your com- 
mands with me ? 

O^Flan. Oh, Mr Flaw, we will poftpone that, if you 
plafe : I hope I am a little better bred than to mention 
any thing of my private affairs before ladies ; their little 
cars, fweet craturs, fliould be tickled with nothing but love. 

Flaw. True, true ; but here you may fufpend your po- 
litenefs a little ; for, unlefs I am miftakei), it is to this 
lady's good offices you muil be oblig'd in your prefent 
purfuit. 

0\hlan. Oh ! that indeed alters the cafe. Why then. 
Madam, this is my bufinefs at once : you muft underftand 
I came over lately from Limerick ; and there, upon mj 
foul, all the world are gone mad about running beyond fea, 
in fearch after — I think it is emigrations they call them. 

Mys Fl. I have heard, indeed, that there has been a 
prodigious defertion. 

O^Flan. Prodigious ! upon my foul, Madam, in a hun- 
dred miles riding, I did not meet with a human cratur, 
except fheep and oxen, to tell me the road ; and I fliould 
have loft myfelf again and again, but for the mile-ftones, 
that are fo kind to anfwer your queftions without giving 
ypu the trou^)le to afk thqm : and fo, being defirous to 

follow 
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follow my neighbours example, I have, Madam, made 
bold to come over before them. 

Flaw. Right J one would not like* to be laft in the chacc. 

O^Flan. True, Now, Madam, as fome emigrations 
muft be better than other fome, I fhould be glad to be re- 
commended to one of the beft. 

Flaw. Why, that will be no very difficult matter. Let 
me fee ! is the coUeftor of the window-lights in Falkland's 
ifland difpofed of ? 

Mrs Fl. I have not heard that it has been given away ; 
but, however, if it fhould, the furveyorfhip of the woods 
there is vacant, I am fure. 

Flaw. Indeed? 

G'Flan. And pray. Madam, is that a lucrative place, 
as to the profit ? 

Mrs Fl. Befides the falary, for perquifitesyou are to have 
all the loppings and toppings. 

Flaw. Ay I upon my word, if that can be got, yoi| 
will be a happy man, iMr O'Flannagan. 

O^Flan. Without doubt, I fhall be in very good luck. 
But pray. Madam; what was the name of the Falklands ? 

Mrs Fl. Falkland's ifland. 

O'Flan. Ifland ! true, true. But, Mr Flaw, is it a 
place one can go to by land ? beeaafe why, I'm not over- 
fond of the fea ; coming over t'other day from Donechedy, 
it tumbled and jumbled and rumbled me tp fuch a degree ! 

Mrs FL Mr Flaw — 

Flaw. I am afraid it will be difficult. 

O^Flan. Why then, if it is equally the fame, I fhould be 
glad to have an emigration in fome other parts. 

Mrs FL There was a thing that I got yefterday for a 
relation of mine, that would have fuited this gentleman. 

O^Flan. Pray, what might that be ? 

Mrs Fl. A tidewaiter's place in the inland part of A- 
merica. 

O'^Flan. Inland I that would juft do to a T. 

Flaw, Why, you may eafily provide in fome other way 
for jour coufin. 

Mrs FL That's true ; but then, you know, he has put 
himfelf to fome expence, in fitting himfelf out for the— 

Flaws Oh ! I dare fay, Mr O'Flannagan will be glad 
to reiraburfe him.. 

O'Flatt. 
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O^Fktn. That I will ; and give him a good fpill for his , 
refignation into the bargain. 

Mrs FL Well, Sir, if you will^call here to-morrow, 
we will try to bring matters to bear ; and— 

[O'Flannagan going* 

Flaw. This will be a danm'd fine thing, if you can get 
it. — Hark'ee a word in your ear ! if you difcharge well 
your duty, you will be found in tar and feathers for no- 
thing. 

O^Flan. Tar and feathers ! and what the devil will I 
do wid them, my dear ? 

Flaw. When properly mixed, thpy make a genteel 
kind of drefs, which is fometimes wore in that climate. 

O^Flan. Oh ! what, I fuppofe, a kind of linen, like 
that at Belfaft, that the natives malefaftor t hemfelves. 

Flaw. True. And they will fliew you the beft manner 
to wear it ; it is very light, keeps out the rain, and flicks 
extremely clofe to the Ikin. 

O^Flan. Indeed ! that is very convanient. Why, as 
this place feems to fuit me fo well, before I get the no- 
mination, by way of binding the bargain, had not I better 
give fome earned beforehand ? 

Flaw. That will be making things fure. 

Of Flan. Here is a fifty pound note of Latouche's, pay- 
able at fight in a fortnight. 

Mrs FL Vaftly well ! I fliall take proper care on't. 

O^Flan. I don't doubt it at all. Feather? that keep out 
the rain ? they muft be ducks, to be fure, becaafe they 
are ufed to the water : I can't help thinking, Mr Flaw, 
when I have got on the drefs, how like a goofe I fliall 
look. [^Exit* 

Flaw. Here is the note. 

Mrs 27. This was lucky beyond expe&ation ! If this 
goes on, in a little time we fliall grow as rich as a keeper 
of one of the capital clubs. [A rap at the door. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. A gentleman below wifties to fee Mr Flaw. 
Flaw. What fort of a perfon ? 
Serv. Vafl; finely drefs'd, pleafe your-*- 
Flaw. Oh ! I know. Shew him up I— The Ifraelite I 
was telling you of. 

Mrs FJ. What, Mr Mofes Manaffes ? 

Flaw. 
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Flaw. The fame. 

Enter Mofcs Manaffes. 

Walk in, Mr Manaffes I this. Sir, is the lady. 

Mofes, I vas never fee a more finer vomans fince I vag 
born. Madam, I vas take de liberty to beg-a your pro- 
tedlion upon a littel affairs. 

Mrs FL Sir, any friend of Mr Flaw's — 

Mofes, I vas live in the flieety ; but I have great am- 
bitioi to refide at de court end of de town. 

Mrs FL City ? I could not have imagined that a gentle- 
man of your drefs and addrefs would fubmit to live in the 
city. 

Mofes, Madam, you vas exceeding polite, indeed : 
I always finds de ladies very partial to me ; I vas have de 
honour to be cbofe laft veek maifter of de ceremony, to de 
Mile-End affembly ; and Mrs Alderman herfelf make al- 
vays choice of me for de cotilions. 

Mrs FL I make not the leaft doubt of your great fuc- 
cefs with the ladies. 
. Mofes. Oh, Madam ! 

Flaw. Mr Manaffes, Madam, is modeft : the city ? his 
fuccefs has not been confined to the city ; many a heart- 
ach has he given, to men of confequence too, let me tell 
you, on this fide the Bar. 

Mofes. Oh, fy, fy, Mr Flaw ! 

Flaw. What ! don't I know ? did not you occafion the 
feparation between Mrs Modifli of Marybone and her huf- 
band ? 

Mofes. Oh, fy, fy ! a flam, indeed, Mr Raw. 

Fliw. "Pooh ! befides, was not you feen during all the 
laft fummer, lounging on horfeback, through all the lone 
lanes about Chelfea 2nd Fulham, with young lady Harrow- 
heart ? 

Mofes. All fcandal, upon my honour. 

Flaw. Zounds ! why, have not I heard the young fel- 
lo«ivs at Betty's, when you have been pafling by with lady 
Kitty Genuine, in. her new vis-a-vis, exclaim, " Look, 
** look ! there is Mofes again ! dammee, I can't conceive 
*^ what the ladies can fee in that pencil-felling, mongrel 
** Manaffes I Gad, I fancy he catches women, as people 
" do quails, with his pipe." 

Mofss. Dat is all fpite, all malice, on my honour ! 

Mrs FL 
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}^rs F/. Pipe ! what> docs be fing ? 
Flaw. He ? the voice of Squallache> with the tafte and 
manner of M illico. 

Mo/esjln^s ].— *• Ven faw you my fader ? 
" Ven faw you my moder ? 

Mrs ft. I fee, I fee : nay, then, 1 don't wonder* 

Flaw. Befides all this, Mr Mofes is an abfolute Proteus $ 
in every elegance, at the top of the tree. 

MrsH. Indeed? 

Flaw. From his prefent drefs, you would think that all' 
his days were fpent in a drawing room. > 

Mrs FL Without doubt. 

Flaw. But were you to fee him on the turf, at New* 
market, in his Tybum-topp'd wig, tight boots, and round 
hat, you would fwear he had never handled any thing but 
a curry-comb fince he was bom* Why, he has rid noiatches* 

Mrs Fl. ReaUy ? 

Flaw. Many. 

Mofes. No, Madam 5 but vene, on my vord ; a match 
with Lord Billy Booty : I vas firll hard in on a canter ; 
my Lord came fide by fide, give a little bit of chuck vid 
de elbow, and pop me plump into de ditch of de Devil ; 
and de people all hollow ! 

Mrs Fl. Brutes ! very unlucky indeed. But pray, 
Mr Manafies, how can I ferve you ? I fhould be happy 



Mofes. Why, Madam, in Von vord — I fiiould be glad 
to be £^ well wid de gentlemen as Mr Flaw fay I be wid de 
ladies; and if, by your affiftance, I could get into de 
Boodles, de Almacks, or von of de clubs — » 

Mrs FL Blefs me ! is it poffible that you are not a 
member ? 

Mofes. I vas often put up ; but dey always give me de 
black ball. 

Mrs FL Blefs me ! what can be the meaning of that ? 

Mofes. I don't know ; perhaps. my religion was de ob^- 
jeftion. 

Mrs Fl. I fhould hardly think them fo fqueamifhas that: 

tire dice are indeed often call'd doftors ; but, by the large 

evacuaticm they caufe, I fliould rather think them gradu- 

iites of phyfic than of divinity : no, no j that can't be the 

Vou IL U cafe- 
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cafe. Let me fee '.—perhaps you may have had dealixig^ 
ifrith fdme of the club. ' 

Mo/es. Yes J I have de little annuity. 

Mrs FL Oh ho !-^fo you have been admitted into the 
Jerufalem-Chamber ? 

Mo/es. Yes, yes. Very often. 

Mrs Fl. Oh ! then the bufinefs U out y there then is 
the reafon at otice. 

Mofes, How ? 

Mrs Fl. Some of the parties, I fuppofe, flow in their 
payments ? 

Flaw. And there is nothing thofe gentlemen dread fa 
much as meeting a dun there. 

Mrs FL But I dare fay Mr Manafles, at fuch a place, 
would be above dropping a hint. 

Mofes^ Oh, fy ! Madam, upon no accounts 

Mrs FL Vet J well I why then, I may venture to af- 
fure them as much ? 

Mo/es. Sure, vidout doubt. 

Flaw, But, however^ Madam, tho' fbme of the old 
dons fliould be crufty— 

Mrs FL To be fure> means might be uTed to get over 
that bar. 

Flaw. Eafy enough, I (hould think. 

Mrs FL Let us fee ! ftufiing the negative fide of the 
box, that the black balls cannot defcend. 

Flaw. Or advancing or retarding the clock. 

Mrs FL Triie ; but then the waiters ihould be properly 
fpoke to. 

Flaw. Oh, 1 dare fay Mr Manaffes does not nxind upon 
luch an occafion. 

Mo/es. Oh, not at all ; I am ready to part vid de money. 

Flaw. I dare fay. Why, do you confider that a feat . 
there, as Mr Manages can manage — 

Mrs FL May turn out better for him, perhaps, than z 
borough. 

Mo/es. Den I may rely upon you, Madam ? 

Mrs FL Give yourfelf no further trouble about it. 

Mo/es. I have de honor. Ma'am — \_8oing»r 

Mrs FL But fliould not Manaffes make a depofit ? 

{^Apart to Flaw. 

Flaw. To be fure — Mr Manafles ! well. Sir, I wifli 
you joy, Sir : what, we are to have a lottery, I find ? 

Mo/es. 
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Mofes. Dat is all fixed ; dere is no danger of dat. I 
IJiiiiky M adaniy dere is no finer figbt can be, dan to fee de 
lotterj-lanthoms hang up in de ftreets^vid large red letters, 
write on all fides ; it is fo noble ! 

Mrs FL An elegant ornament, it muft be confefs'd, to 
a capital city : befides, if the pallion for play cannot be 
fiipprefs'd, sdl that human "wifdom can do is to turn pri* 
vate vices to the ufe of the public* 

Mo/es. True, true. 

Haw. I fuppofe you are an adventurer. 

Mqfes, Ay, ay ; I have my (hare, to be fure. 

Flaw. Mrs Reece'em was faying, that flie had fome 
thoughts of trying her fortune. 

Mofes. By all means ; I wifli her much luck ! 

Flaw. If you ihould have any tickets about you — 

Mofss. Perhaps de lady may have de fancy to de par- 
ticular number. 

Flaw'. No, no ; we are not fuperftitious as to the num- 
ber ; it is the numbers we wifli to get at. 

Mofes. Dere is, Madam, a couple de fheets : would 
you give me de draft on de banker ? dey are at prefent 
mu{h above par. Let me fee ! 

Flaw. Oh, as to the price, we don't trouble our heads 
about that \ we will fettle that fome other time ; make a 
deduftion, you know, for what Madam beftows upon the 
waiters. 

Mofes. True, true ! Well, Madam, you rmoft humble ! 
you may tell de club dat I fhall make de very good mem«* 
ber ; for now and den I love to play a little myfelf. 

MrsFl. You do? 

Mofes. Yes ; to fet de cafler at hazard ; and hold d^ 
Fharoh-bank wid de cards. 

Flaw. Be cautious, or you may meet with your match. 

Mofes. Never fear ! ven I vas play, I always do keep 
myfelf up for de purpofe, like de fighting cock, or de 
horfe. 

Mrs FL Very right ; for intemperance upon fuch an 
occafion — 

Mofes. It would be de devil, as I eats fo little, and 
drinks nothing at all, 

Flaw. No? 

Mofes. No, never at cards ; de claret would turn all 

topfy-turvey ; 
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topfyrturvej: no, no, I muft take care not to drowa 
Fl^roh again in de Red Sea. [^Exit ManaiTes. 

Flaw, and FI. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mrs Fl. Oh! have jou advertifed an honourable feat 
to be fold ? 

Flaw* I never neglefi bufinefs, jou know; but th# 
perpetuating this is^mxCA briberj-ad has thrown fuch n 
rub in our way — 

Mrs Fl. New afts, like new brooms, make z little 
buftle at firft ; but the dirt will return, never fear.— - 
What, have no offers been made ? 

Flaw. A ffaort note from a broker, who hopp'd out of 
the Alley into a good eftate in the north. By the firll 
ihips I expe£l fome good fubje&s from the fiege of Tanjore. 

Mrs Fl. A fure importation of candidates ; they come 
in good time, for in fuch a co\mtry as this what figni- 
fies cafli without confequence ? 

Flaw. True ; which in order to get^ what they ac- 
quire by conqueft they expend in corruption. 

Mrs. Fl. Whilft perhaps a borough, pretty warmly 
pontefted, compel^ the unhappy hero to make a feecmd trip^ 
to the eaft — [Knocking. "^ Who can that be ? 

Fliw, Had not I better withdraw ? 

Mrs Fl. Firft, fee who it is. 

JSnter a Servant. 

Serv. Mrs Simony, Madam, below in a chair. 

Flaw. Shew her up, by all means. 

Mrs Fl. Simony ? 

Flaw. The Doflior's lady, about the living, you know. 

Mrs Fl. I remember ; but I thought the Dodor him- 
felfa— 

Flaw. A little miftake has ma^e him a little cautious 
at .prefent. 

Mrs Fl. A burnt child dreads the— But, pray, what 
kind "^f a woman is— 

Flaw. An abfolute goiHp : your fliare in the fcene will 
'J)e fhort : let her run on j fhe neither expefls, nor defire^ 
^ reply • Here flie is. 

Enter Mrs Simony. 

Mrs Sim. Madam, I am your obedient, and very de- 
moted ! Mr Blaw^ I am entirely yours ! ten thoufand par- 
dons 
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do&s fpr waiting upon you in this diihabille ! but I ftaid 
fo late laft night at Lady Lurchem's a0embly, that I have 
had but jttft time to huddle oa -my things > and now I have 
net five minuter to fpare, as I protnifed precifelj at twelve 
to call cm Lady Frolic, to take a turn in Kenfingtoo-Gar^ 
dens, to fee both the exhibitions, the ftainM glafs, dwarf, 
giant^ smd Cox's mufeum. Mr Flaw; I prefume, has 
mendoned our little affair. The Do&or would have wait* 
ed on you himfelf ; but men ium, and ba^ and are fo round- 
about^ aukward, and iby ! now I am always for coming 
{Jump to the point : befides, women beft underftand oae 
another, you know. But, as I was faying, the patron of 
the bufinefs in queftion is, as we uoderHaady a neai* friend 
and relation of yours. 

Mrs Fl. Madam^ I ihall be happy to— 

Mrs Sim* Your patience, Mad^ ! for I have not a 
moment to fpare. Now, as it cannot be fuppofed that 
fome people ihould do favours for other people, with which 
people thofe people are not acquainted, I am ready to ad- 
VMice — for the I)oAor knows nothing «bout it. 

Mrs Fl. How, Madam ? I underfiood— * . 

Mrs Sim. The Do&or ? not he, I affure you. Madam ; 
entirely ignorant, in every tefpeft : Now, if fuch a fa« 
vour can be obtain'd, I am teady to depofit, as Mr Flaw 
has doubtlefs informed you^— 

MrxjF7.*Why, I can't fay. Madam, but it is very 
handfome. / 

Mrs Sim. Nay, Madam, the party will lofe no credit 
by doing what is dcfired : the Doftor's powers are pretty 
well known about town ; not a more populous preacher 
within the found of Bow-bell ; I don't mean for the mol)i« 
lity only j tbofe every canting fellow can catch ; the beft 
people of fa(hion ar'n't afhamed to follow my Dodor : not 
one. Madam, of the humdrum, drawling, long-winded 
tribe; he never crams congregations, gives them more 
than they can carry away ; not above ten or twelve mi- 
nutes at moft. 

Mrs FL Indeed ? 

Mrs Sim. Even the dowager-duchefs of Drowfy was 
never known to nod at my DoAor ; and then he doefh't pore^ 
with his eyes clofe to the book, like a clerk that redds the 
firft leffon ; not he ! but all ezten^rary. Madam ; with 
^ cambrick handkerchief in one hand^ and a diamond ring 
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en the other ; and then he waves this waj, and that way ; 
and he curtfies, and he bows, an^ he bounces, that all die 
people are ready to— -But then his wig. Madam ! I am 
fare you m^ft admire his dear wi^ ; not with the bufliy, 
brown buckles, dangling and droppmg like a Newfoudland 
fpaniel ; but ihort, rounded off at die ear, to fhewhis plump 
cherrj cheeks ; white as a curd, feather-topped, and th^^ 
curls as clofe as a cauliflower. 

Mrs Fl. Why, really. Madam 

Mrs Sim» Then, my DoAor is none of your fchifmatics. 
Madam ; believes in the whole thirty-nine s and fo he 
would, if there were nine times as many. 

Mrs FL Very obedient. 
• Mrs Sim. Obedient ! As humble and meek as a curate; 
does duly his duties ; never fcruples to bury, though it 
be but a tradelman— -unlels, indeed, he happens to be bet-^ 
ter engaged. 

Mrs FL Why, with all thefe good qualities, I Ihould 
think our fuccefs mult be certain. 

Mrs Sim. With your afliftance, Madam, I have not the 
leaft doubt in the world : fo. Madam, beggi&g your par-r 
don for having intruded fo long, I leave Mr Flaw and you 
to confer on the fubjed— p-Not a ftep, I befeech you.—.* 
Lord blefs me ! I had like to have forgot : my memory^^ 
as the Doftor fays, is io very tenacious, that it is net one 
time in twenty I can remember the text. Befides all I 
have faid, my Doftor, Madam, pofieiTes a pretty little 
poetical vein : I have brought you here a little hymn in 
my pocket. 

Mrs FL Madam, you are ver y 

Mrs Sim. Of which the Doftor defires your opinion. 

Mrs FL Hymn ? then the Doaor fings, I prefume. 

Mrs Sim. Not a better pipe at the playhoufe ; he has 
been long notorious for that : Then he is as cheerful, and 
has fuch a choice coUeSion of fongs ! why, he is conftant- 
ly aiked at the great city feafts ; and does, I verily believe, 
more in-door chriftnings than any three of the cloth. But 
this compofition. Madam, is of a different kind : it is but 
ftiort ; but if the party, your worthy friend and relation, 
ihould happen to like the manner of writing, he has a 
much longer one for his immediate perufal. — Madam, I 
am your obfequious, and very devoted Not a ftep, 

my 
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mj good Mr Flaw ! my chairmen are, you know, iq 
waiting. [ZjmV. 

Mrs Ft* A h jmn ? what the deuce can the woman 
mean by a hjmn? Let me fee !— -'' Promife to pay to the 
^* bearer one hundred pounds, for the governor and com- 
•* pany" — Ay, marry, this is coming plump to the bu/mefs : 
no man can deny, Mr Flaw, but thefe lines are fterling. 
If the Dodor's profe is as good as his poetry, I don't 
wonder he has fo many admirers. But when fliall I fee 
you ? 

Flaw. Immediately after [ have paid my provincials a 
vifit. 

ilfrx F/. Oh, then I may have time to execute a little 
fcheme of my own. 

Flaw. Of what kind? 

Mrs Fl. One that^will turn out both plea&nt and pro- 
fitable : you know the prim mercer, not far from St Paul's ? 

Flaw. What, young Prig, that prefents an eternal atti- 
tude to aU hacks of the city, and ftasids in lliff buckle be- 
fore his own ihop, like a fign ? 

Mrs FL Even he. 

Flaw. The fellow is a fop, to be fure ; but you will not 
find it an eafy matter to guU him ; the coxcomb is fufpi- 
cious and guarded. 

Mrs Fl. Againft a common contrivance, perhaps ; other- 
wife he would be no objed for one of my original genius. 
Befides, there is a neceffity for fome new filks to grace mj 
niece's nuptials, you know. 

Flaw. True, true : well, fuccefs attend you ! J[^Exit. 

Mrs Fl. Be in no pain about me. Who's there ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Order the carriage to the door ; and do you and the 
coachman put on your beil liveries. 

Serv. Yes, Madam. 

Mrs Fl. And, do you hear, John ? if they fhould be in- 
quifitive, where I ftop, as to my place of abode, give 'em 
no information : I ihould be forry to have it known, that 
one of my rank and fortune was pent up in a paltry 
lodging. 

Serv. Your ladyfhip need be under no fears. 

Mrs Fl. If, at coming from the mercer's, where I fliall 
go firft^ the mafter of the ibop Ihould get into the coach, 

drive 
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irivt to Dr Hdlebore's, who jon know is famous for 
caring of mad folks ; the third door to the left in Lin^ 
coin's Inn Fields. 

Serv. I fliall give the cpachman diredions. 

Mrs jF7. Andy John 1 if any bod j fliould call In m j ab- 
fence^ let them know diat I am gone, with the Cotmtefs of 
Camaby, to fee the preparations for the- great trial in 
Weftminftcr-Hall. 

Serv. Mighty well, Madam. {Exit* 

Mrs FL That fellow ha$ mncommon t^ents, for one of 
nis ftation : what a matcfalefs porter would he mdsie to a 
great minifter ! for he lies like an attorney^ and his 
nmfdes are as fteady as thofe of his mailer. [Exit* 



ACT Ih SCENE L 
A Bagnio. Enter Flaw folltivjed by Tom. 

fTav)* TJAVE not you a family here, that came lately 
-*••*■ out of the country ? 

TTom. I fuppofe you mean^Sir, Mr Aircaftle. 

Flaw. I do ; is the gentleman within ? 

Tom. In the back dining-room, up one pair of ftairs. 

Flaw. Will you let him know there is a perfon wifhes 
to fee him ? If he wants to know my name— - 

Tom. I can tell him. . 

Flaw. Ay ? why, have we been ever acquainted ? 

Tom. What \ have you forgot Tom, Mr Flaw, at the 
Crown and Rolls in Chancery-Lane ? 

Flaw, I recoUe^. But I thought, by this time, you 
had fet up for yourfelf : you feemed in a pretty good way. 

Tom. Pretty well. Mailer, for that part of the town : 
but, liord. Sir, the penurious pepce of the lawyers won't 
do for us, who are the fuperior knights of the napkin ; 
^ter poring an hour over a fix and eight-penny bill, 
•* Here, Tom, give us change ! &nd mind, there is a groat 
for yourfelf:" How was it poffible to fuppbrt a girl ^nd a 
gelding upon fuch a two-penny tax ? it co.uld not be. 

Flaw. That is true, indeed. 

Tom. No, no. So, dipping pretty "deeply in debt, I got 

a 
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ft friehdlj commiffion of bankruptcj to difcharge m j old 
fcores> and removed to this end of the town. 

Flaw, Where you thrive, without doubt. 

Tom* To give you a fample — It was but laft night. Sir 
Ralph Riot moved, that every man in the club fhould give 
iiie waiter two guineas a piece, juft by way oi furpinfing. 
the rafcal. 

liaw. And it was carried ? 

7W. Oh, nem. co»*— the members never flinch at a 
frolic* 

Flaw. I wifli you joy of your ftation ! — But pray, by 
what accident came the family above to your houfe? 
There muft have been fome miftake in the matter ; for 
diey are people of very good reputation. 

Tom^ I can't guefs. Only that the town is thin, and 
bufinefs begins to grow dead, we fliould^ardly have given 
them admittance ; they are a ftrange unaccountable tribe : 
Prayi who the deuce are they ? 

Flaw. A refpedable family, from the county of Wilts, 
with a very good landed eftate, I affure you. 

Vom. On which, I fuppofe, the 'fquire condefcends to 
kill his own meat ; and madam^ his lady, to drefs it : Then 
it is one eternal wrangle between them, conduced in 8t 
language pretty near as coarfe as their carter's. 

Fh^» They have been bred in a ftate of nature, Tom. 

Tom. The hulband, for once or twice, is entertaining 
enough: He fets out to inform you in a moft material 
point, as he thinks, which he forfakes in an inftant to fol« 
low fome other circumftance, not material at all ; this he 
foon quits for another, and foon for andther, if you will 
give him attention. He puts me in mind of a pack of 
hounds in a hare- warren ; by eternally fliifting the game^ 
the pttrfuit never ends. 

Flaw. You have him, Tom ; Mr Aircaftle is^ I own^ 
very proline and digreffive. 

Tom. Unlefs I am miftaken, the fon has an old acquaint- 
ance here in the houfe. 

Flaw. Ay? 

Tom. Mifs Betfy BloiTom, one of our ladies, who comes, 
I £mcy, from their part of the world : (he wiflies to avoid 
the father and mother, but hints that flic has good reafon 
to remember the fon. 

Flaw. Perhaps £b. 

Vol. II. X TQm. 
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Tom. Madam the mother too, who is ftill a jolly brilk 
dame, feems determined to make the moft of her time. 

Flaw. How fo ? 

Tom. She has difpatched, this mornings a billet to Col. 
Gorget, an old mafter of mine. 

Flaw. If they are at prefent alone, you will be fo kind 
to announce me. 

Tom. Thofe ftairs lead to their door j there is no occa-i 
fion for a mailer of the ceremonies. [Exit Flaw* 

Mifs ! Mifs Betfy ! 

£,nter Bet(y# 

Well ; have ypu encountered your Cbrydon ? 

Betfy, No ; I have carefully kept myfelf out of his way^ 

Tom. Then now throw yourfelf into it as foon as you 
can ; for, unlefs you prevent it, I can forefee a defign to 
difpofe of him in a very different manner. 

Betfy. In the interim, I could wifli to have him all to 
myfelf ;^ no danger of an interruption from the father and 
mother. 

Tomt Wateh then when they are out of the way. But 
remember yoti run no rilk in over-a£l:ing your part j treat 
him with a large difb of daggers, death, and defpair^ 

Betfy. Never fear ; I knoXv how to proportion my dofe* 

Tom. Are you prepared with the two verfes I gave you ? 

Betfy. Yes, yes ; and I warrant will thunder them with 
good effe6l in his ears. 

Tom. Succefs attend yoilj my girl ! [Exeunt* 

Scene changes to another room* 

Mr and Mrs Aircaftle difcovered. 

Air. Well, well, mark the end on't ! this will turn out 
like all the reft of your projefts. 

Mrs Air. Blefs me, Mr Aircaftle^ will you never give 
over your grumblings ? I thought I had convinced ybu, 
before you left home, that London was the only fpot foi 
people to thrive in. 

Air. Convinced me ? Did not I tell you what Parfon 
Prunello faid — I remember Mrs Lightfoot was by — ^flie 
had been brought to bed, that day was a month, of a very 
fine boy — -a bad birth ; for Dr Seeton, who ferved his 
time with Luke Lancet of Guife's— there was a talk about 

him 
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bkn and Nancy the daughter — fhe afterwards married 
Will Whitlow, another apprentice, who had great expec- 
tations from an old uncle in the Grenades ; but he left all 
t^ H diftant relation. Kit Cable, a midihipman aboard the 
Torbay — (he was loft, coming home, in the Channel — the 
captain was taken up by a coafter fronx Rye, loaded with 

cheefe 

. Mrs Air. Mercy upon me, Mr Aircaftle, at what a rate 
you run on ! What has all this to do with our coming to 
London^ 

Air. Why, I was going to tell you ; but you will never 
have patience ! ' 

Mrs Air. More than ever woman poflefled. Would 
y-ou, I fay, be contented to fpring, grow, and decay, in the 
fame country fpot, like a cabbage ? 

Air. Yes ; provided I left behind me fome promifing 
fprouts. 

Mrs Air. What ! have you no ambition ? no foul ? 
could you be eafy to ftand ftock-ftill, whilft your neigh- 
bours are advancing all round you ? Cottagers are become 
farmers ; farmers are made juftices ; and folks that tra- 
velled barefoot to London, roll down again in their coaches 
and chariots ; but ftill we ftick ! 

Air. What then ? For, as Counfellor Crab faid at the 
affixes — he came down to plead for Ned Nick'em, who 
won at Bath a large fum of Lord Lucklefs — the principal 
witnefs was Chriftopher Cogg'em-— who Avas condemned 
to the pillory; but faved by Phil Fang the attorney — 

Mrs Air. What matters what any body fald ? but you 
are always flying from the — .— 

Air. Why, what a pox would the woman be at ? — 
Ha'n't I lopp'd off a handfome limb of my land to put your 
hopeful projeft in pradlice ? 

Mrs Air. Well ; and muft not every body who ven- 
tures in the lottery of life firft pay for his ticket ? 

^ir. I believe Toby will hardly thank me for going in- 
to the wheel. 

Mrs Air. No ; I fuppofe he would rather flay at home, 
and marry Bet Bloflbm : a pretty alliance he had like to 
have given us I 

Air. But you know I drove the girl out of the parifli. 

Mrs 
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Mrs Air. Are there noae of the £aime ftam^ left be^ 
hind? 

Air. Well, well, here we are, and what^s to be done ? 
I Mrs Air. Our firft bufinefs is to get Toby difpofed of ; 
upon jour head, we will cqnfult Mr Flaw ; as to my a& 
fairs, leave me to mjfelf. 

Air. And as for Toby, the beft method, you think, will 
be 

Mrs Air. To advertife the boy, to be fur^. 

Air. Do J ou think fo ? Advertife Toby ? I was once 
told by Tom Type, a printer of one of the papers — ^he was 
tried for a libel before Sir Philip Hogg'em, at the Old 
Bailey — ^two of the jury died that fellions of the diftem- 
per — Dr Drybones recommended vinegar by way of pre- 
vention — ^the Dodqr wore the ftrangeft black wigs ! — they 
. were made by Ben Bloek'em, of Bow-Street — 1 dined with 
.him once, when he was churchwarden^ upon two baftar4 
children — we had a haunch of venifoni — ^die venifon was 
pver-roafted, and ftunk — ^but Dr Dewlap twifted down 
fuch gobs of fa^ - 

Mrs Air. But what is all this^ to the purpofe ? 

Air. I was going to tell you, if you would bu^ liilen si 
bit! 

Mrs Air. What did Type fay ? 

Air* That he never knew any good come of that kind 
pf--i.«^ 

Mrs Air. Then Type was a fool ! don't we fee by the 
news, that there is no other way of making matches in 
London ? ' • 

Air. Well, well — you know beft, to be fure. 

Mrs Air. Here the advertifement is j I have penned 
it myfelf- 

Air. You penned it ? Damn me, if fhe can fpell a finglc 
fy liable of the language ! 

Mrs Air, Call the boy in ; and obferve, Mr Aircaftle, 
if he correfponds with the niarks. 

Air. Toby! [^Calling. 

Enter Toby. 

Lord, Mrs Aircaftle, how you have altered the boy ! why, 
his face is as long as a fiddleilick ! and then he has a 
bundle at his back, as big as a child ! 

Mrs Air. Pray, Mr Aircaftle, mind your own bufinefs, 
■ • I beg! 
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1 beff ! iflKmI4 jrou have him drefled like Tourfelf, in a fuit 
of cloaths made thirty years ago, when you were iheriff 
for the county ?— Toby, fiand forth ! *^ Wanted, for a 
^^ young gendeman of an ancient fEimily, and agreealde 
** perfon."— Toby, hold up your head ! 

ToSy. I does, mother, I does. 

jiir. It is impoffible, my dear, the boy /hould ever 
walk in that manner; why, he will run againft every 
body he meets. Toby, do you think you can iiiep with- 
out {tumbling ? 

Toby, Not in the ftreets ; but cro& a room pretty well, 
I belielrcb? 

Mrs jiir. Mr Aircaftle, have you no idea of grace? 
Shoulders baick, Toby ; and cheft a little more out ! 

Air. Now, child, look at his elbows ! you have pinioned 
him down like a pickpocket. 

Mrs Air. Grace, Mr Aircaftle, grace. 

Air. Grace ! he has neither grace, nor greafe; hisbreaS*^ 
bone fticks out like a turkey's. 

Mrs Air, Nothing but grace ! I wifli you would read 
fome late Pofthumous Letters ; you would then know the 
true value of grace : Do you know that the only way for 
a young man to thrive in the world, is to get a large difh 
of hypocrify, well gamifhed with grace, an agreeabk per« 
fon, and a clear patrimonial eftate ?-^** A wife with a very 
** large portion : if the fortune anfwers, proper allowance 
^* wiU be made for perfon and mind. The party, and his 
*^ rent-roU, may be feen at the Lamb in Long-Acre^ every 
*^ hour of the day." 

Air. Why, this will bring the whole town to the houfe* 

Mrs Air. That i^ juft what I intend j; the more bidders, 
the better. 

Enter Tom and Flaw. 

7o«r. Mr Flaw. [Exii. 

Flaw. Good folks, you are welcome to London ! 

Air. Ay, here we are, Mr Flaw ; here's Toby too. 

Toby. Yes, here I am, Mr Flaw. 

Flaw. Blefs me ! what a change I I ihould fcarce have 
known him. 

Toby. Yes, I fuppofe I am pretty much altered, being 
^arnifhed with grace. 

Air. 
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Air. Ay ; a grace, I believe, that will tempt mi^oo^j to 
tafte of the difh. 

Mrs Air. Never mind him, Mr Flaw ; he is a defpond- 
iag creature, you know. But, as a proof that we have not 
been idle, here is the firil fruits pf my labour. 

Flaw. What is it ? 

Mrs Air. An advertifement to procure a partner for 
Toby. 

Flaw. A partner ? 

Mrs Air. Ay, a wife, with a fuitable Ibrtune. 

Flaw. I hope it is not fent to the papers. 

"Toby. What, the notice where I am to be feeft^ here 
it is in my hand. 

Mrs Air. Give it me ; and go you out, and wait till 
you are wanted ; and don't liften ! d'ye hear ? And, Toby, 
be mindful of grace ! and, d'ye hear ? don't laugh ! you 
may grin, indeed, to (hew your teeth, and your, manners. 

1t9by. Will that do? 

Mrs Air. Pretty well, for the firft time. [Exit Toby. 

Flaw. Blefs me. Madam ! how could fuch a thought— 

Mrs Air. Don't we every day fee fuch things in the 
news? 

Flaw. Ay, from an old maid in defpair, a broken mil^ 
liner, or a tottering tobacconift. 

Air. I told her fo, Mr Flaw : Zounds, fays I, you treat 
the boy as if he was a white bear, or an oftrich — though 
it is quite a miftake, Mr Flaw, that thofe creatures eat 
iron : I faw one once at the Checquer at Salifbury — the 
keeper's name was Evan Thomas, a Welfliman — ^he had 
but one hand — ^he loft the other, endeavouring to fteal a 
piece of cheefe out of a ratrtrap — the trap went down, 
and 

Mrs Air. Did ever mortal fee fuch a man ? 

Air. And, zounds, why muft not I fpeak ? fhe likes to 
li£en to no founds but her own ; but I will be heard, and-— 

Mrs Air. And fo you fhall, when you talk to the pur- 
pofe. 

Air. Purpofe, Madam ? Damn it, I would have you to 
know ■ 

Flaw. Oh, fy, fy, good people ! curb your cholers a 
little : confider you are not now in the country. 

Air. Well, well, I am calm. 

Flaw, Then, to return to our bufinefs : Befides, my 

goo4 



THE COZENERS. 167 

good Ma|lain> I had provided a match that would have 
completed all our matters at once. 

Mn Air. Hqw ? 

Flaw. A lady, an acquaintance of mine, latelj arrived 
with her niece from the Indies 

Mn Air. And rich ? 

Fhxw. Enough to purchafe the fceptre of Poland. 

Air. How! 

Flavi. Ajf even before his very good neighbours had 
brought that monarchy, down to a manor. 

Air. And pray, as to the party ? 

Flaw. Fleece'em is the name of the aunt ; not much in^^* 
debted to fortune ; but whoever is happy enough to marry 
the niece, won't fcruple, I dare fay, to procure her a pro- 
per provifion. 

Mrs Air. The mod reafonable thing in the world. 

Flaw* I ventured to promife as much. 

Mrs Air. Then you have hinted the bufinefs ? 

iPlaw. As good as concluded. As marriage-bonds are 
illegal, it will be right to make a depofit before the folem-^ 
nization. 

Mrs Air. To be fure. Now, Mr Aircaftle, I hope I 
Was right ; for feeing a little cafh might promote our de- 
fignd, I got him to fell Sycamore-farm, and we have 
brought the money to town. 

Fkw. How much might the— 

Mrs Air. Five thoufand. 

Flaw. But, with a few diamonds, for which I will get 
you credit — 

Mts Air. By all means. — ^When fhould we wait on the 
young lady ? 

Flaw. This very morning ; we cannot be too quick ; 
fome of the young blades about town begin to have an ink- 
ling, I fear j I obferve them throw their eyes up to the 
windows. 

Mrs Air. Without doubt. Mr Aircaftle, you will go 
out to the (hops, and provide Toby with a new Beckford- 
hat and a couteau du chafTe ? 

Flaw. And purchafe at the fame time fome prefents for 
the young lady. 

Mrs Air. The firft time ? 

Flaw. Always the rule in the eaft ; you never approach 
ft fuperior without a fuitable prefent. 

Mrs Air. 
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Mrs Air. No? 

Air. No ? whj, fool, that is the waj the Nabobs have? 
got all their wealth — I knew one of them once ; and, if 
fce had not been fo rich, reallj a good fort of a^— he was in- 
cx:ttlated for the fmallp-pox, bj one of the Suttons, at the 
great hoiife hj Hyde Park — the builder of it got into the 
Bench^ and was afterwards cleared bj an ad of infolrencj 
*— though Tom Jenkins, one of his creditors-— 

Mrs Air, You fee ! — Lord blefs me now, Mr Aircafile^ 
Iiow can you, when we have not a moment to lofe — Go^ 
go out with the boy, I befeech you ! 

Air. Well, well, weU ! [Going. 

Fhio. m run before, and prepare Mrs Heece'em* 

Mrs Air. By all manner of means* 

Air. Pray, is not the toy-fliop at the end of the ftreet, 
kept by the fon of — I remember I msX the father once at 
Newmarket — ^he was in a one-horfe chaife, made by Var- 
nifh here in Long Acre— -who built a ftate-coach for the 
Emprefs of Ruflia—he was recommended by Lord— I can^t 
think of his name— *who was chofen one of the fixteen for 
the kingdom of — 

Mrs ir. Take him with you dear Mr Flaw ! 

Flaw. Come^ Sir^ I will fliew you the fhop* 

[Exeunt Aircaftle and Flaw. 

Mrs Air. So ! having provided for Toby, I am at 
leifure to attend to my own private concerns. Who*g 
there ? 

Enter Maid-Servant. 

Bid the waiter come up ! [Exit Maid."] If Colonel Gorget 
anfwers my letter in the way I expeft, it will prove a 

Eetty good beginning: the Colonel, I make no doubt, 
lows the ways of the world, and will foon take the hint : 
he was vaftly ftruck with me during the races ; and I don*t 
fee why I have not as good a right to profit by my perfon, 
as I am told fom^ ladies do, who live in this— 

Enter Waiter. 

Well, Sir, what return to my letter ? ' 

Wait. The Colonel, Madam, will obey your commands* 
Mrs Air. Very well ! when he comes, fliew him into 

t)ie next room* [Exeunt. 

Another 
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Anoihtr room in the Bagnio* 
Enter Colonel Gorget, reading a letter. 

Gorg. BravOy bravo^ mj fweet country acquaintance, 
this is a rendezvous, witk a witnefs. Let me fee ! um ! 
um, um ! " Unexpeftedly brought by bufinefs to town 
<* — ^no time to make a proper provifion^— -accommodate 
** ine with five hundred guineas" — actiommodate, an apt 
phrafe, and a pretty fum too ; but how the deuce could 
the woman fuppofe tha^ I was able to advance fuch a fum ? 
um, um I — *^ Not prove ungrateful-i-Elizabeth"— Ob, 
ho ! now I begin to conceive. — Stay ! who have we here ? 
zooks ! the hufband himfelf. 

Enter Aircaftle. 

jtir. What, Colonel Gorget ! 

Gorg. Mr Aircaftle, I am happy to fee you ! but what 
important bufinefs can have brought you to London ? 

^ir. Some family affairs, and to lay out a pretty large 
fum, which I lately got for a parcel of land. — But is thi^ 
vifit intended to me ? 

Gorg. No ; I was quite a ftranger to your being in town* 
A lady in the houfe, that I lately knew in the country — 

u4ir. What, from our part of the world ? 

Gorg, No, no ; but a devilifli fine woman : laft fummer' 
fome little gallantries paft between us below. 

^ir. Ay, ay ; you officers play the very deuce when 
you come down into the country. I remember Enfiga 
Safii, about ten years ago — his father came from Barba- 
does — I met him at Treacle's^ the great fugar baker's^ 
who had a houfe in St Mary- Axe— he took the leafe from 
Alderman Gingham, who fervcd the fheriff with deputy 
—there was tight work on the huftings-^- 

Gorg, Oh, the devil ! he runs on at the old rate. — But 
we forget the lady- 

j4ir. Oh, ay ; " gallantry with her below ;" which t 
fuppofe you have finiflied above. 

Gorg. No, faith, not entirely, my friend ; but I think 
we are in a fair way* 

^ir. Ay ? 

Gorg* The garrifon has offered to furrender. 

j^ir. Then what prevented you from taking poffeflion ? 
Vol.. IL *Y G»rg. 
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Gorg. The governor, as-ufual, infills on a bribe, wliicft 
it was not immediately in my power to pay — 

jiir. Damn thofc governors ; — ^why, there was the go- 
vernor of Bergen-op-zoom, in the laft war — 

Oorg. But hear me ! — I was juft ftepping home to pro- 
vide the credentials ; but, however^ thia lucky meetinjg 
\^ will, I flattef myfelf, put an end to. my journey. 
j^ir. As how ? 

Gorg. If you will fupply me with the fum till evening,, 
i fliall clofe the bargain without quitting the houfe. 

^/>. How much ? 

Gorgi Five hundred guineas. 

jitr. Five hundred guineas ? what a cormorant the wo- 
man muft be ! 

Gorg. Not at all, when her hufband is rich, and Ihe is 
above accepting a trifle. 

jiir. Now, I fhould have thought that wcruld have 
iHade her ntore reafonable. 

Gorg. Quite the reverfe ; why, did you ever know a 
wealthy courtier accept of a moderate penfion ? 

j^ir. That, indeed — ^but are you redly ferious ? 

Gorg. So ferious, that if you will lend me the money-** 

j^ir. Nay, but. Colonel, that is — 

Gorg^ Naty, but if you hefitate — 

jiir. No, it is noft that ; the money is quite at your fer- 
vice ; but you will repent and then reproach me — ^what ! 
five hundred ? there Can be no woman worth it. 

Gorg. You would alter your tone, if you faw her. 

j4ir. Should I ? prithee tell me her name ; perhaps I 
• may know her. ' ^ 

Gorg. I durft not ; you know my honour is concerned. 

jiir. Honour with fuch a woman as that ? 

Gorgi She is very well known. 

Air. And ought to be better. 

Gorg. But I wafte time, and may lofe the critical mi- 
nute : will you fupply me, or muft I — 

Air. With the greateft pkafure in life : here is in this 
bag the very fum, which I have juft received for a draught 
in the city. 

Gorg. Ten thoufand thanks, my dear Mr — 

Air. I can't fay tho', but I am forry — 

Gorg. Oh, it is not iropoffible but I may come oflTat an 

eafier 
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«afier rate : with fuch a capital in hand, one may haggle, 
jou know. 

jUr. True, true ; I'd endeavour to get her for nothing : 
choufe her, choufe her ! do. Colonel. If indeed fhe had 
afked for a ring with a pofey, or any fuch trifle as that— but 
fuch a monfttous demand ! I would give fomething to fee 
her^ 

Gorg. Why, it is my opinion you know who fhe is. 

Air. ReaUy? 

Gorg. Now if it ihould turn out that you had been 
happy with the lady yourfelf, would not that greatly fur- 
prize you ? 

Air. Me:? ha, ha, ha! the deuce a bit: tho% when I 
came firft to the Temple, there was a lawyer's wife that 
lived in Quality-court, that I was exceedingly fond of — 
her bufband came home one night, and I crept under the 
bed, where I fhould have remained concealed, but for a 
little dog of Charles's breed ; he went Bowy woWy wow — 

Gorg. Oh, the devil ! — but qonfider time prefles ; I 
muft away to the lady. 

j^ir. True, true ; and I to the fhops with my boy. — 
And I happy with the^ — ha, ha, ha — However, if that be 
the cafe. Colonel, it is a ftronger reafon for clofing your 
purfe ftrings ; for the devil take jne if I ever knew a wo- 
man who was defexving a tythe of that fum in my life ! — 
Yes ; I lie I I did ; a Greek girl, they called Circaffian — 
I faw her at Tunbridge — where, by, the bye, they have 
the oddeft pantile walk — ^with the mufic on a flielf — and 
as^the conjipany walk to and fro, the fidlers go Taly laly la — 

Gorg, Nay, but — \_pujhing him out,'] This is lucky be- 
yond expeftation ; what a civilized hi;ifl)and, to fupply me 
•with the very money I wanted \ 

Enter Tom^ 

Is the lady at leifure ? 

. "Tom. She knows her hufcand is gone out, and will be 
with you this inftant. ^ 

Gorg. Very well ! take care, and watch his return. 
To/w. Here fhe is. \^Emt. 

Enter Mrs AircafUe. 

Mrs Air. What, you are come, my dear Colonel ! I 
feaye waited for you with the utmoft impatience. 

G07g. 
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Gorg. And I, IJAadaniy have flown to dbej your com- 
mands. 

Mrs Air. No more of that^ Colonel, I beg : I blufli to 
confider-^- 

Gorg. Blufli ! and whj fo. Madam ? 

Mrs Air, At what you muft think of my letter : but 
the high fenfe I entertain of your friendfliip induced me, 
in fuch an exigence, to make the trial. 

Gorg, And the wifeft ftep you could take. 

Mrs Air. Pardon me. Sir ! I am not to learn how dan- 
gerous it is to have an obligation to you. 

Gorg, And why fo ? can there be any thing more na- 
tural than to defire the afliftance of the perfon who loves 
us ? of my attachment I hope jrou have no reafon to doubt. 

Mrs Air, That, Sir, is the very fource of my for row, 
and has determined me to fupport every evil ; nay, to 
apply even to Mr AircafUe himfelf, rather than — 

Gorg How, Madam ? then it is plain I have loft your 
efteem. Fool that I was, to be lulled by the bewitching 
lines of your letter ! I thought that I had deteded love, 
that fly lurcher, lurking under the mafk of confidential — 
but now 1 unfortunately find how far I am from your fa- 
vour. 

Mrs Air, Cruel, unjuft Colonel Gorget ! 

Gorg. Ha ! am I unjuft ? you revive me ! you reftorc 
tne to — But banifli every thought of an obligation to any 
but me ; I fliould be jealous of — 

Mrs Air, But really. Colonel, the fum is — 

Gorg, Of no importance at all ; a mere trifle ; juft no- 
thing : I Oiall not feel it, believe me. 

Mrs Air, IJow can 1 be too grateful for fuch a generous 
proof of your friendfliip ? fure you were born i 



Enter Toby. 

What the deuce has brought that booby back ! {^AJide, 
^ohy. Father defires you would call in your way, and 

take him up at the {word-cutler's. 

Gorg, How ! the young cub ? this is lucky beyond ex- 

peftation I — Here, Madam, are the five hundred guineas, 

which you will be kind enough to pay, with mj thanks, 

to Mr Aircaftle, your hufl)and. 

Mrs Air, Finely taken and turned ; what infinite wit 

and 
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4Mid contrivance ! [Afide.l — But would it not be right, 
Colonel, juft to fign a receipt ? 

Gorg. Unneccflary, Madam ; but juft as you pleafe. 

Mrs Air, There is pen and ink in the room over head. 

Gorg. Give me leave to condu6b you. 

[£xtf««/ Gorget and Mrs Aircaftle. 

^oby. I don't underftand what father and mother's a- 
bout. Here am I dizened, and ikewered, and graced^ juft 
like a young colt that is a-breaking : nay, they were go- 
ing to advertife me too, as if I was really a horfe ; but 
lawyer Raw has made them alter their minds, and I am 
to be difpofed of by private contract, I think. I can't 
fay that I am over fond of their ways. Oh, poor Betfy 
Bloflbm ! kt them match me to whoever they will, I fliall 
never love any like thee : I believe I fliould have put an 
end to their projed, if I could but have found. — ^hey ! 
who is this ? mercy on me I fure it muft be her ghoft ! 
and yet that can't be ; becaufe ghofts, they fay, neveir 
comes but at night. Betfy ? 

Enter Betfy Bloflbm. 

Betfy. MafterToby? 

Toby* But is it poffible ? can it be you ? 

Betfy. As you fee. 

Toby. Well, and how ? Lord, I have ten thoufand quef- 
tions to a£k you. Where haft been ? how doft do ? how 
comeft here ? why, you are vaft fine, Betfy, all of a fud- 
den ; you be not married i 

Betfy. Married ! no, no ; you have put that out of 
my power, you know. 

Toby. Me ? how fo, Mrs Betty ? 

Betfy. Is that a queftion now to be afked ? have you fo 
foon forgot what has happened between us ? 

Toby. No, no ; I remember fome part pretty well, I 
believe : but you cannot come for to go for to fay, that 
we ever went to church together, in that there way you 
mean. 

. Betfy. That ceremony, Mr Toby, you know well, was 
all that was wanting — 

Toby. Befides, it could not be, Mrs Betfy ; becaufe 
why, as father fays, fince the parliament houfe interfered, 
it is againft the law to marry for love. 

Betfy How ! what, are all your vows, oaths, promifes, 

forgot ? 
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forgot ? does not this fixpence, broken between us, when 
we laft met in the grove, ftare you full in the face ? 

7o3y. Yes ; I have t'other half in my pocket. 

Betjy. Does not your confcience, Mr Toby, upbraid 
you ? but men are all traitors alike ! their whole fludy 
i$ to delude poor innocent maids. Oh ! why did I truft 
that fair face and flattering tongue, and not fufped: the 
wily ferpent that was lurking beneath ? 

Tohy. Nay, Betfy — 

Betfy. But my prayers are granted, however j my only 
wifh was to fee you once more*- 

7o3y. My fweet, dear, little Betfy — 

Betfy. Once more to furvey that fweet form ; the bu- 
finefs of life is now over ! eyes, take your laft look ! open^ 
thou cold earth, to receive me — 

Toby. Lord have mercy ! if you don't frighten me out 
of my wits, 

Betfy. To thy dreary maniion I come ! ther^ my for- 
rows will ceafe, and my fhame, and name, be forgot by 
the unpitying — Oh ! \¥aints. 

^Toby. Stop, flop, deareft Betfy, and take me along 
with you ; murder, fire, water I Waiter I what, will i^o^ 
body coxnt to af&ft her ? 

Enter Tom. 

^om. Blefs me, Sir ! what can be the matter ? 

Toby, Why, here is a poor young creature at her laft 
gafp : clap her hand, and bend her forward a bit ! 

Tom. Mifs Betfy ? mercy on us ! how came this about ? 
it is only a fit ; flie revives, her eyes begin to open a little. 

Betfy, Where am I ? 

7oby. In the fore-room, up one pair of flairs. 

Tom, Blefs me, Sir, what can be the occafion of this ? 

Toby. Why, it is a young woman that is breaking her 
heart. 

Tofn. Her heart ? and for what ? 

Toby. Why, for love of me, to be fure. 

Tom. And can you be fuch a barbarian ? why, you 
muft have the heart of a tiger, to ftand unfhocked at fuch 
a horrible fcene. 

Toby. Nay, I have been fhocked enough, if that is all, 

Tom. Then why don't you remove her diftrefs ? 

TCoby, Why, flie wants me to marry her. 

T'om. 
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Tom. And is that all (he alks ; and can jou hefitate for 
fuch a trifle as that ? 

Toby. Why, how can I, when father and mother have 
promifed me to an Indian woman, as rich as a Jew, from 
beyond fea ? 

Betjy. How ? and have I a rival ? perjured monfter ! 
but tiiiink not my death fhall finally clofe our account j 
my fhade, like Margaret's grimly ghoft, fhall purfue thee> 
haunt thee in dreams at midnight, ihake thy curtains 
round thy guilty head, and holloa in thine ear ! 

Bethink thee, Toby, of thy fauh. 

Thy pledge and broken oath ; 
And give me back my maiden vow. 

And give me back my troth. 

Toby. Take it with you, Mrs Betty, whenever you 
pleafe. 

-B^Jy* [.Sings.'] For this 1*11 haunt thy midnight dreams, 
Ancl hover round thy bed ; 
Thy ears I'll fill with horrid fcreams^ 
Wor leave thee till thou'rt dead. 

Toby. Why, you won't go to be fo cruel, I hope ! what* 
is there no amends to be made ? 

Tom. So, Sir, you fee, dead or alive, flie is determined 
to plague you. 

Toby. Yes, yes ; I fee it well enough. Lord, who 
woujd have thought it ? ihe is mightily changed fince her 
coming to London. 

Totn. This town is apt to open the mind. 

Toby. Is it ? I hope it will fhut again, though, when 
flie gets into the country. But pray, Mr What-d'ye-call- 
«m, by what chance did Betfy come here ? 

Tom. My miftrefs took her in, out of compaffion : It 
is wonderful how charitable a lady flie is ! why, we have 
five or fix more young women here in the fame fituation. 

Toby. Indeed ? flie muft be the moft goodeft woman on 
earth : well, if flie don't go to heaven, what chance has 
fuch a poor creature as I ? 

Tom. None at aU, unlefs you repair the wrongs flie has 
luffered. 

Toby. But if I was minded to comply with her wifli, I 
4on't fee how I could bring it about ? 

Tom. You are one-and-twenty, no doubt ? 

Toby. 
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Itoby. Thefe three years and above. 

Tom. And Mifs ? 

Toby, Within a twelvemonth of me. 

Torn. Oh, then I will manage matters, I warrant.—* 
Where are you going ? 

Toiy. To call on father, at a fliop near the old black 
man a-horfeback ; the wind has blown his hat from his 
head. 

Tom. Very well ! give them the flip as foon as you 
can ; nm back here ; you will find us— » 

Betfy. What, is he a-going ? oh ! 

Toby. Nay, Betfy, be quiet ! ben't I ready to do all 
that you want ! if you faint any more, I wiih I may die 
if I'll have you. 

Betfy. Won't you? 

toby. No. 

Tom. Courage, Mifs ! keep up your — 

Toby. Right, Mr or, if flie muft faint, can't flie 

wait a little till I get out of the houfe ? \Exit. 

Tom. He is off: finely managed ! do not ftir from hence : 
I will run to the Commons, and be back again in a — one 
kifs, as a reward for the part I have — 

Enter Toby. 
Toby. I forgot to afk. Sir, where I fliould — 
Tom. Run ! here, Sir ! flie is fainting again ! 
Toby. Is flie ? then call fomebody elfe, for I will make 
the beft of my way — \Exit. 

Tom and Betfy. Ha, ha, ha ! [Exeunt^ 



ACT III. 

Enter Mrs Fleece*em and Prig* 



Mrs . 



Fl. TT is lucky the Doftor is at home \a/ide'\. ](Am^ 
•*- you may take the filks of Mr Prig, and put 
them into the coach. — How could I be fo giddy to forget 
my purfe, and leave it on the table ? all my fervants are- 
honeft, I hope. 

Prig. No doubt ; it would be the greateflreft of crimes, 
to injure a lady of your affability and aimiability. 

Mn Fh 
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Mrs FL Quite polite, I protell, Mr Prig ! I am forry, 
however, Sir, to have given you all this trouble. 

Prig. I confider it. Madam, as one of the mod great- 
efteft pieces of happinefs that could have befallen Paul 
Prig. Your La'fliip is a perfeft pattern of humility : To 
fuffer a fimple tradefman like me to occupy part of your 
La'fliip's coach, is fuch an hbnour that — 

Mrs FL Honour ? by no mean», Mr Prig : I don't 
know a ftation more ufeful, or indeed more reputable, 
than that of a citizen like you^ who condefcends to employ 
his genius in adorning his fellow creatures. The ladies, 
indeed, are moft obliged to your labours. 

Prig. Were all ladies like you, Madam^ my condition . 
would be celeftial indeed ; for, as Mader Shakfpur fays, 

** The labour we delight in phyfics pain." 

Mrs FL Mr Prig, I proteft you lurprife me ! who 
could have expefted fo much gallantry from the ward ot 
Farringdon- Within ? 

Prig. Your charms. Madam, would animate even a na* 
tive of Hockley in the Hole ! 

Mrs FL Fy, Mr 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My matter begs you would ftep into his ftudy* 

lExit* 

Mrs FL Mr Prig, you will excufe me a moment : It 
is lucky my lawyer is at home ; I fliall take the money, 
and not give you the trouble to go fo fkr as my houfe. 1 
Ihall foon call again at your fliop. [^Exit. 

Prig. The greateft pleafure. Madam, that I could ever 
have. — Ha, ha ! left her purfe on the table ? a likely 
ftory, indeed ! no, no j I underftand her ogles and leers ; 
her eyes fpoke more truth than her tongue. I don't re- 
coUeft to have feen her before 5 but (he has feen me, that 
is clear, from the ftrength of her paffion. ** Soon call at 
your fhop ?" and how foft the tone of her voice ! yes, 
yes ; I believe you will. Well, well, you flia'n't be dif- 
appointed, my dear ; his woril enemies can't accufe Paul 
Prig of being cruel. 

Enter a Servant. 
Serv. You had better ftep into this room j there is a fire. 
Vol. n. Z Prig. 
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Prig, By all means • '* A ftation more ufeful, or more 
reputable, than that of a" — ^poor creter ! fhe muft be very 
far gone indeed. ' [Exeunt. 

Another Room. 

Doflor Hellebore dnd Mrs Fleece'em difcovered. 

Helle. To whofe recommendation. Madam, do I owe 
the honour — ^ 

Mrs F/, The world's, Doftor ; your great reputation* 

ffelle. Oh^ Madam ! 

Mrs FL But, as I was obferving to you, Sir, if it tn^as 
not for thefe unaccountable whims in my uncle^ no man 
in England has a finer underftanding, or a clearer con- 
ception ; nothing irregular in his condudt ; difcharges all 
the focial duties with the utmoft exaftnefs ; reafons with 
the moft perfeft precifion upon every fubjeft. 

Helle. And the ftate of his bodily health ! 

Mrs FL He does not complain. 
' Helle. And thefe diftraftions are frequent ? 

Mrs FL I think more fo, of late. 

Helle. Ay, the great tenfion of the pia-mater muft en- 
feeble the fyftem ; and the paroxifms, of courfe, oftener 
repeated, and of longer continuance. And his whims 
you fay — 

Mrs FL To the laft degree extravagant : Lafl week he 
fuppofed himfelf a/' young neftling crow, and conllantly 
opened his mouth, like a bill, and cawed for food, when 
he found himfelf hungry. 

Helle. A manifeft mark of diftraftion ! 

Mrs FL His whim of to-day is peculiar enough. 

Helle. Of what kind ? 

Mrs FL Hefuppofes himfelf a mercer uponLudgate-Hill. 

Helle. A mercer ? 

Mrs FL And that he has fold me a parcel of filks, for 
the payment of which I have conduced him hither. 

Helle. Why, Madam, we do now and tnen meet with 
extraordinary inftances : but could not I fee your uncle ? 

Mrs FL I brought him hither on purpofe. 

Helle. [^calling.'] Defire the gentleman below to walk 
up. Why, Madam, the goodnefs of his health we look 
upon as a bad fymptom, in thefe kind of cafes j when they 
arife from a fever, why—. 

Mrs FL 



•^ 
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Mrs FI, I hope there will be no occafion for violent re- 
medies, tufih. as correction, or ftrait waiftcoats ? 

Hel/e. Not if he is tradable. 

Mrs Fl. But if that fliould not be the cafe. Sir ? 

Helle, The bell way. Ma'am, is to leav.e,. him to my 
care a little ; I have a convenient houfe not -mi from town, 
where mad people are managed with greater advantage. 

Mrs FL I (hall fubmit his treatment entirely to you. 
--«But. I fuppofe. Sir, it will be right for me to withdraw, 
as you flwiy have fome queftions to afk htm, improper for 
the ear of a lady. I will pay a ihort vifit, now I am in this 
part of the tawn. 

Helk. As you pleafe. Madam. — A difcreet perfon ! this 
does not feem to be a family complaint. [^j^Jtde. 

Mrs Fl> Here he is. J muft hunlour him a little. 

Enter Prig. 

This gentleman. Sir, will fettle our little affair. Depend 
upon it, I fliall be with you foon, \^Exit. 

Prig, 1 fhall wait for that honour with the greatefl im- 
patience. — She is a fine creter ! 

Helle, Come, Sir, take a chair. 

Prig. Sir, there is no occafion. 

Helle. ,You had better, as I fhall have a good many quef- 
tions to aik you.. — \^TheyJit,'\ Well, Sir, and how do you 
findyourfelf? 

Prig. Sir, you are very obliging ! I am, I thank you, 
in very goo4 health. 

Hielle. JOon't you feel yourfelf at times inclined to be 
feverifh ? 

Prig. Feverifli ! not I, Sir. 

Helle. And have you had no material complaints, for 
any time back ? 

Prig. Not that I recoiled ; a flight touch of the influenza, 
indeed ; but fared full as well a^ my neighbours. 

Helle. And your appetite ? 

Prig. As ufual; but I am at no time an over-great 
cater. 

Helle. So muqh the better: Favour me with your hand 
if you pleafe. 

Prig. Sir ! \^Rifes and offers his hand. 

. fielle. Keep your fe^t, if you pleafe .-^[fV^/j his pulfe.\ 

Rather 
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Rather a litde too lively ! And as to your flecp now, la 
it continued or broken ? 

Frig. Sir ! 

BelU. Are your flumbers without interruption? have 
you no ftarui 

Frig, N^^that I know of ; indeed, I never was over- 
fond of my bed, 

He/k, Ay, reftlefs ; I thought fo. 

Prig. Indieed, my bufinefs requires that I ihould be an 
early rifcr 5 when an apprentice, I was always the firft in 
the Ihop. 

he//e. An apprentice ! poor man ! but, however, I fee; 
no violent fymptoms at prefent ; a preparatpry medicine, 
till wc can put him into a regimen. Be feated ! I will 
fetch you a draught that will immediately fettle the bufi- 
nefs. [£flf/V. 

Pri7. A draught ! — A draught on his banker, I reckon : 
why could not he have given it me at firft I An odd man ! 
what the deuce has my health to do with my bill ? Let us 
iee ; what is the tote ? a hundred and ninety-two pounds 
fix, and — oh ! here he is, 1 fuppofe, with the check. 

Enter Hellebore, with a bottle and phial, 

Hellf. You will take this draught three times a-day> 
at two hours diftance, firft flawing it well. 

Frig. Sir ? 

Helle, And nine drops of this, in a glafs of water, firft 
going to bed ; it will ferve to compofe — 
* Frig, Compofe ? here muft be fome miftake in this mat- 
ter I 1 fancy, Sir, you take me for fomebody elfe — my 
name. Sir, is Prig ; I keep the great mercer's fliop, as 
you go up Ludgate-i — 

Helle. Hum ! very well, Sir. 

Frig, And am come with the lady below, to be paid 
this here bill in niy h'4nd. 

Helle. Oh, Sir, I am no ftranger to the whole of that 
ftory : but how could you riow-^for, as you are cool at 
prefent, I will reafon the matter a little — how could a man 
of your rank and fortune indulge fuch an improbable 
whim ? — I fay a mercer indeed ! 

Frig, And pra^ , good Sir, who d'ye take me to be ? 

Helle, Oh, Sir, 1 know very well j your niece has fully 
in&rmed me. • ^ 

Fri^. 
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Prig. My riiece ? I have no niece ; at lead, not in Lon- 
jdon, I am fure. 

Helle. No ? what d'ye think of the lady who condufted 
you hither ? 

Prig. She my niece ? Damn me. Sir, till this morning, 
if ever I fet eyes on her ! Sure— 

Helle. Oh, ho ! what, you are beginning to be violent: 
you had better be quiet, or I ihall find a method to tame 
you. 

Prig. Tame me. Sir ? I don't underftand what you would 
be at ! Will you pay me my bill here, or not ? 

Helle, Your bill ? poor creature ! 

Prig. Poor creter. Sir ? done of your poor creters to 
me ! follow your client's dire£Hons, and difcharge me at 
once. 

Helle. My client ? 

Prig, Ay, Sir. When money is in the cafe, a man may 
as well have to do with Old Nic^, as a lawyef ; there is 
no getting it out of their hands. 

Helle. Oh, he takes me for a lawyer. The paroxifm is 
exceedingly ftrong. Who is there ? order a coach, and 
let the three keepers convey him to Cheifea. 

Enter ihree Keepers. 

Prig* Me to-Qielfea ? let any body touch me that dare ! 

Helle. Ay, ay, we will fee that. 

Prig. This is fome confpiracy, I fuppofe, to bam, to 
choufe me out of my money. 

Helle. You will take him to Cheifea. 

Prig. Hands oflP i 

Helle. And, as you fee he is violent, let him l^^t the 
back room, with thebarr'd windows, up two pair of flairs. 

Prig. Me to Cheifea ? me barr'd windows, and b^ck 
room two pair of ftairs ? 

Helle. If the fit Ihould encreafe, put on the ftrait waifl* 
coat. I fhall call myfelf in the evening. 

Prig. Let me go, gentlemen 1 this is a damn'd contri- 
vance, to rob me ! Unhand me, or you fhall be all fwing'd 
and fous'd ! imprifon a citizen, that only comes for his 
money ? Damn me. Jack Wilkes's affair will be but a flea-i 
t)ite to this ! [Keepers hury him off. 

Helle. If this is the cafe, on with the waiftcoat. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 

JEnter Fleece'em and Flaw. 

Flaw. HZf ha, ha ! poor Prig ! iir what a piteous plight 
have you left him ! — ^But the Aircaftles ^will all be here 
immediftteljy fo take care we are not interrupted. 

Mrs FL As they are fo exceedingly credulous, , the bu- 
finefs will foon be difpatched. 

Flaw. In a trice. I have ftipulated. that your provifioi^ 
Ihall be f ecu red before the folemnizatlon. 

Mrs FL Right, right ; perfeftly . right. 

Flaw But have you properly prepared the girl for the 
purpofe ? 

Airs FL Her part will be eafy. 

Flaw. True ; but flie ihould be adroit ; as events may 
trife, that will require fome little fkill: who the deuce 
have you got ? 

Mrs ; / Why, I confidered that as. a very tickliih point; 
it would be dangerous to truft, and diffipult to find in this 
town a f aitable fubjeft : don't you think that the black g\t\ 
I brought with me from Boflon — 

Flaw. The negro ? zounds, her complexion will betraj 
her at once ! 

Mrs FL I have thought of an expedient to fecure us 
from that. 

Flaw. It is true, thefe people have no great penetration ; 
but what we do — 

Mrs FL Muft quickly be done : I will juft fpeak to the 
girl. l^Calls.'] Marianne ! 

**" Enter Marianne. 

Mar. What you want, Mifly ? 

Mrs j:1. Go in and throw yourfelf on the bed ; and, dq 
you hear ? let the windo^v be fliut, and the cur^;ains drawA 
exceedingly clofe. 

Mar. Yes, Mifly. 

Mrs FL And whoever fpeaks to you, don't you chatter 
and talk, but figh now and then, as if you were fick : you 
will be only alked a queftion or two ; as, if you are ill ? 
or are better ? to which you need fay- nothing but Yes. 

Mar. Nothing but ifs. I take care, Mifly, never you 
fear. 

Mrs FL 
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Mrs Fl And, Marianne, no candle ! 

Mar. No, no, Mifly. [^Exit. 

Mrs FL Oh, (he will anfwer our purpofe, I warrant : 
befides, unlefs thej are very prefling to fee her, there 
vriil be no occafion to pbduce her at all. 

Fl!*V3. But, I beg your pardon, there will : by my di- 
reflions, the fon is provided with prefents, with a view to 
propitiate his Venus. 

Mrs FL {rap at the door,'] There they are ! Mr Flaw, 
you will receive them ? It will be right for me to retire, 
to fee if all things within are in order. {Exit. 

Enter Aircaftle, Mrs Aircaftle, and Toby. 

Air. I tell you the boy is an abfolute fight, and I fhould 
not wonder if the young lady was to — 

Mrs Air, You wonder ? and pi ay who made you a judge 
of the proper — 

Flaw. Huflb, hufli ! for heaven's fake, hufh I confider 
where you are ! 

Air. She is at her old tricks, Mr Flaw ; there is no—* 

Flaw. A key lower, good Sir, if you pleafe ! you will 
frighten the famil J. 

Air, By her good will, I fliould never open my mouth, 
but to eat. 

Mrs Air. I know but little elfe that it's good for. 

Flaw, Nay, Madam, now you are as faulty as he- 
Only think what a ftrange imprefSon this will make on 
the ladies within ! I beg you will fufpend your warfare 
a while. 

Mrs Air. Well, well ! _ 

Flaw. And no contradiftion, I beg ; but be attentive 
and polite to each other, as people of fafliion fhould be : 
you may renew hoftilities, and make up for loft time, z% 
foon as you are out of the houfe. 

Mrs Air, Why, how is it my fault, Mr Flaw ? 

Air. Nor fhall it be mine : for man and wife to quarrel 
before folks is rather rudifli, I own ; by ourfelves, indeed, 
it is a pretty innocent amufement enough — Tom Tefty, of 
our town, ufed to fay — his wife was a Devonfliire girl ; if 
I am not miftaken from Plymouth — where, by the bye, 
they have the beft John Dories in England — Old Quin, 
one fununer, went thither on purpofe — 

Flaw. And if, Mr Aircaftle, you would contradb your 

converfation 
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converfation a little — ^To be fure, your manner is; pleafing, 
and your matter full of inftrudtion ; but as we meet upon 
bufinefs— 

Air. I believe you are right, Mr Flaw. Come, my 
love ; let us fhow him how polite ^fc can be, if we pleafe- 
-— Dear, Mrs Aircaftle, how I admire your tafte ! thefe 
here fkirts of the boy's are fo light and genteel, and fo airy — 

Mrs Air. True ; I am happy, my dear, that I have 
your approbation : thofe we got made in the country, 
trapes and dangle like a parcel of petticoats. 

Air. Right, my love. — For all the world, like a Houn-» 
flow poft-boy I his whole figure is jull like a fpider, no- 
thing but lees ; a mere couple of ftilts ! — and then that 
top to his wig, my dear child — 

Mrs Air, Gives a fafliionable turn to his face ; and 
then adds to the height. 

Air. It has indeed, vsxj foul, a prodigious happy effedt. 
— ^A block, popping out of a hair-cutter's window, up 
two pair of flairs in the Strand. — And then that bunch at 
his back — 

Flaw. Hufli ! here comes the lady. 

Enter Mrs Fleece'em. 

This, Madam, is the family for whom I told you I had fo 
warm an affedlion ; and this the young gentleman whofe 
alliance I recommend for Mifs. 

Mrs Air. Grace, Toby ! 

Mrs Fl. I make no doubt, Madam, but my niece will 
think herfelf happy in an union with fo accompliflied a 
perfon. 

Air. Why, as to that, Toby, Mrs ■■ what is the 
gentlewoman's name ? 

Flaw. Mrs Fleece'em. 

Air. I recoiled. Madam, going fome years ago with 
one of that name in the llage coach to York — we were 
overturned about a mile beyond Newark — the parfon of 
the parifh — he became afterwards a prebend of Worcefter, 
in the room of old Walter Wench'em, who was caft in a 
fuit of crim. con. by Sir Timothy Tallyhoe, remarkable 
for the beft pack of hounds in the country — 

Mrs Air, For heaven's fake, Mr Aircaftle ! 

Flaw. Have a care ! you have forgot. 

Air^ 1 am dumb. 

Mrs Fl 
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Mrs FL Pray, Madam, has the young gentleman tra- 
velled ? 

Mrs j^ir. Who ? Toby ? 

j^ir. Why, Madam, I did once intend — ^but Sir Roger 
Ramble — who I am told will be ftrongly oppofed next e- 
leftion, for the borough of Barnftaple, by Sir Walter 
Win'em — who during the whole time of Sir Robert Wal- 
pole'5 admin — 

Mrs Air, Mr Aircaftle, I beg pardon, biit the lady di- 
reded the queftion to me. 

Air. True, my angel 5 and I am fure nobody can give 
a better anfwer than dear Mrs Aircaftle — 

Mrs Air. You are very polite. 

Air. But I was willing to fave you the trouble, my 
foul. 

Mrs Air. I fliall think it no trouble to fatisfy the lady's 
enquiries. 

Mrs FL Nay> it was a matter of curiofity only : — There 
is, befides, an elegance, ?^je ne fcai quoi^ inyourfon's air, 
that is rarely acquired in this country. 

Mrs. Air. Did not I tell you the prodigious power of 
grace ! 

Air. Yes ; but 1 could never have believed it. 

Mrs Air. Pray, Madam, is the young lady at home ? 

Mrs Fl. Juft lain down for a little ; the change of cli- 
mate has given her a flight indifpofition \ but a few days, 
I dare fay, will reftore her. 

Mrs Air. Mifs, I prefume, has a phyfician ? 

Air. A what ? a phyfician, my life, for a little fea-fick- 
nefs ? Why, Dr Diet, at Margate, who, by the bye, in- 
tends to fettle in London — ^his aunt. Major Mortar's wi- 
dow — who was killed by a bomb at the taking of Goree— . 
Tom Truant, an old fchoolfellow of mine, was clofe by 
his fide—Tom Tru — 

Mrs Air. Dear, Mr Aircaftle, what has all this to do 
with the young lady's illnefs ? 

Air. I was coming to that, my foul, if you will let me. 
I don't know how it happens ; in general, nobody is better 
bred than Mrs Aircaftle ; but to-day flie won't let me bring 
out a word. — Soy Madam, Tom Truant, as I was— 

Mrs Air. Mr Aircaftle, I muft inteirupt you ! 

Air. You muft ? 

Mrs Air. 1 can't fuffer it, upon this lady's account- 
Vol. II. A a Air. 
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^«r. It wai for her fake, my foul, I was fpeaking.-^o. 
Madam, Tom Truant — 

Mrs Air. If jou pcrfift, I (haU quit the houfe, I affure 
you ! 

jiir. Quit the houfe ? 

Mrs Air. This very inftant ! 

Air, Zounds, Madam, if you come to that, you may 
go to the — 

Mrs /fir. Any where to get rid of your ahfurd 

Air. For that matter, you can't be more willing than f . 

Mrs ^rr. Then, Madam, I take my leave. 

Air, When you will : this lady and I can eafily fettle 
matters without you. — So, Madam, as I was faying Tom 
Tru — 

Flaw. For heaven's fake, Sir !— Mrs Aircaftle, be calm ! 
—•when things are juft bringing to bear — 

Air, All I meant was for the fervice of Mifs. 

Mrs Fl, Very obliging, indeed. I fhould be forry if 
<ny difference fliould arife on my niece's account : befidcs, 
her illnefs is fo trifling, that the young gentleman may, if 
he pleafes, ftep into her room to enquire after her health. 

Mrs Air, Toby will be very happy, I am fure. You 
fee. Madam, what the lad is. 

Mrs Fl. A mod agreeable youth, I mull own j and 
then his filence is a modeft mark of his merit, 

Ar, Do you hear that, Mrs Air — 

Mrs /]ir. Yes ; and I hope it will make a proper im- 
preflion on you. — You doubtlefs, Madam, know the tafte 
of vour niece ; may we hope that Toby has any chance of 
fucceeding ? 

Mrs Fl. She was prodigioufly pleafed with Mr Flaw's 
account of his parents ; which, indeed, 1 now find to be 
true in every refpeft. 

.Hr. and Mrs 'Hr. Oh, Madam ! *♦ 

Mrs ^/ And as to fortune, flie is totally carelefs in that, 
her own being much more than fufllicient. 

Air, How manly that is in a woman !--I remember 
Mifs Patty Plumb of Jamaica did the very fame — ^;:hey 
fav her grandfather was tranfported for robbing a hen- 
rooft — 

Mrs .^ir. But as to his figure, ATadam ; do you appre- 
hend it wj]] fl^-'ke Irr ? Tob •, '^.:\'\ up your head ! 
Mrs FL I can fee no reafou againft it ; iadeed, the 

young 
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joung gentleman has rather a fairer completion than what 
fhe has been common! j ufed to ; the natives of India, from 
their climate, have rather a faUower hue. 

Mrs Air. True, Madam. 

Mrs Fl. But, if neccffary, that maj be eafilj altered by 
art ; fome faffron, or fnuff, juil ikimmed over his face*— 

Mrs Air. Quicklj ! 

Air. I have a box of Scotch in mj pocket : it may be 
done in an inilant. 

Mrs FL Their hair, too, is moft commonly dark ; but 
a little German blacking here on each of the eyebrows— 

"Toby. If a burnt cork will do, I have one in my pocket. 

Air. Mr Flaw, will you ring for a candle ? 

Mrs Fl. There is no neceffity now : we have been 
obliged to fliut out the light, as her eyes are rather tender 
and weak, with looking fo long on nothing but water 

Mrs Air. True, Madam. Well, Madam, we will de- 
tain you no longer ; I am fure it is impoilible to fay how 
much we are obliged — ^you may rely upon it, we ihall 
ever be grateful. 

Mrs Fl. I don't in the leaft doubt it : Mr Flaw has, I ' 
prefume, hinted my iituation ? 

Mrs Air. Moft minutely : Mr Aircaftle has prepared 
the depofit. You have the needful ? 

Air. All but five hundred pounds, which you may have 
in the evening : I lent it juft now to a — the ftory will 
make you laugh, I am fure : As I was goin^ out, colonel 
«»-»who commanded laft war — 

Mrs Air. Is this a time for a ftory ? 

jFZbw. Fy, fy ! difpatch, Mr Aircaftle ! 

Mrs Air. Here all the bills are. 

Flaw. Nay, hold a little, I beg ! This, you know, 19 
a kind of compa& ; there are conditions to be performed 
on both fides : therefore the money ftiould, I think, be 
lodged in neutral hands, till the material point is complied 
with. 

Mrs Air. There is no pccafion. 

Mrs Fl. I can have no obje&ion, I am fure ; wherp 
then ftiall we place it ? 

Mrs Air. Mr Flaw is a friend to both parties-^ 

Air. True ; the propereft man in the world. 

Mrs Fl. I am not quite fo certain of that. [4fide. 

Air. There, there the bills are, Mr Flaw. 

Mrs Air. 
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Mrs Air. Now we will leave Toby and the ladj toge- 
ther. 

jiir. Toby, don't forget to deliver the prefents. 

'7'ohy, I have them here in a box. 

Air. Mind your behaviour, my good lad I — I wifli we 
had time though to doftor his face : againft their next meetw 
ing I will do it myfelf ; I will manage that matter, I war- 
rant : I learnt the art laft autumn of a parcel of ftroUers 
—they had been playing, during the dog-days, with one 
FooLe in this town — a fellow, they fay, takes people off, 
and — 

Mrs Air. Nay, Mr Aircaftle, cpme along, I befeech 
you I 

Air. Well, well I you are always in fuch a damnable 
hurry ! ^ 

Mrs yi. Mr Flaw, you are not going, I hope ? becaufe 
I wanted juft to fpeak a few words—- 

Flaw* I ihall be back in a minute. 

\Exeunt Flaw, Mr and Mrs Aircaftle. 

Mrs FL This, Sir, this is the door ; tread foftly. 

*^ohy. Had not I better pull off my ihoes ? 

Mrs FL No occafion for that. \Exeunt.^ 

Another room. Marianne in bed. 
Enter Mrs Fleece'em and Toby. 

Mrs Fl. This way ! your hand !— Letty, my dear, the 
young gentleman I mentioned to you this morning, begs 
juft to enquire after your health. There ; I will leave 
you together : She is in the bed at the upper end of the 
room. I make no doubt, Sir, but you will behave with 
proper decorum. [Exit. 

"Toby, If you are afraid, you netd^ not go out of the room. 
—The place is as dark as a dungeon I Upper end of the 
room ! and how the deuce fliould I know which that is ? 
in the night, I can tell.you, I fliould be a good deal fright- 
ened to be fo much in the dark, but it is well enough in 
the day, when one is about to make love ; becaufe why, 
one is not fo bafliful and ihy ? one can fee to fpeak one's 
mind with more boldnefs and courage, than in the light. 
— Me— M'fsl I thought ftie had f poke ; may be not. If 
I could but get hold of the curtains— the beft way will be 

t9 
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to creep clofe bj the wall, then I fliall be fure to — Mifs ! 
Mifs ! 

Mar. Who be dat dere ? 

Toiy. I. — Dat dere? one may find out bj her tongue 
Ihe is a foreigner : I am pretty right now, I believe,— 
What, Mifs, are you fick ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

Tohy. But you are better, I hope ? , 

Mar. Ifs. 

To3y. I am glad on't : then I fuppofe, Mifs, If you 
pleafe, I may begin to make love ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

Tohy. Ifs ? gad, I think it is ready ma^e to my hands. 
Did the gentlewoman, Mrs Madam your aunt, fay any- 
thing about and concerning of me ? 

MaV' Ifs. 

"H^ohy. Is it a fecret ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

T^ohy. Oh, then it would not be manners to ax : Well, 
Mifs, I hope you ben't averfe to the match ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

V^ohy. Adzooks, then we are all off in an inftant ! What^ 
Mifs, I fuppofe, you ben't willing to have me ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

Tfihy. Oh, then we are on again, as before : then I may 
produce, I believe. I have brought you, Mifs, fome 
curiofities, by way of prefentation, here in my pocket; 
will you pleafe to accept — 

Mar. Ifs. 

^ohy^ Here, then, I offer them up to the fhrine of thy 
beauty. May I crave leave to kifs your lily-white hand? 

Mar. Ifs. 

"Hxiby. On my knees let me thank you, faireft creature ! 
Her &in is vafl foft. They be wonderful pretty things I 
Jiave brought you j a'n't you mighty curious to fee them ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

Tohy. May I draw up the curtain a bit, only juft to 
give you a glimpfe ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

^oby. So I will. — I fliould be glad to have a peep at 

her too ; fhe is a mighty agreeable body ; does not talk 

much, indeed ; but is vaft fenfible, whatever fhe fays.— 

This, I believe, is the ftring. I wonder if flie is as hand- 

^- fomc 
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fome as Betfy Bloflbm : Cad, if fhc is, Mifs Blofibtn muft 
look out for fomebody elfe, I can tell her. That's high 
enough, I believe — That there thing in the leather cafe 
is a watch ; if jou touch the nob that juts out, it ftrikes 
all the world like a clock ; mother has one, but then him 
is as big as a warming-pan. Perhaps, Mifs, jou mayn't 
find the trick out : I'll fhew you. — ^Hey ! what is this ? 
Lord have mercy on me I ihe is turned all of a fudden as 
black as a crow ! fure as can be, a judgment for forfakiug 
poor Betfy 

Mar. Mafla, won't you come here ? 

lohy. Not L 

Mar. I come to you, den. 

^ohy. The devil you will ! you muft run pretty faft 
then. — Keep off me ! holloa ! houfe ! flop the Uack thing 
that is hard at my — \Exit. 

Enter Mrs Reece'em. 

Mrs Fl. The rude puppy had like to have run over me : 
What is the meaning — ^ha, the curtain drawn up? naj 
then — Marianne, who opened the window ? 
Mar. Little maila, to fhew me de tick-tick-— 
Mrs Fl. Foo], did not I tell you — but it was my own 
fault, to truft fuch au ideot ! Go, get out of my fight ! 

l^Exit Marianne. 

Enter Flaw. 

Flaw. What the deuce is the matter? Toby is fcampered 
down the ftreet as if he had a legion of — 

Mrs FL Matter ? why, he has difcovered the wench. 

Flaw. 'Sdeath ! I told you the folly of trufting thefe— 
we ihall all be blown up in an inilant : I faw the mother 
ftop her chariot at the fight of the whelp ; fo I fuppofe 
we ihall have her back in a — 

Mrs FL Ay ? then fomething muft be fuddenly done. 

Flaw. Done ! but what ? I'll run after the boy, and 
hear his account of the matter. 

Mrs FL Stay I had not you better, Mr Flaw, juft leave 
with me Mr Aircaftle's depofit ? 

Flaw. Pho ! time enough ; is this a feafon to fettle ac- 
counts ? [^Exit. 

Mrs Fl. So ! I fuppofe he will march off with the money 

atlaft; 
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at laft : I would haye done as much^ if I could but have 
Couched it. 

Enter Mrs Aircaftle. 

Mrs Air. Dear Madam, I am in the utmoft confufion ! 
I am afraid that wild boj has mifbehaved himfelf in fome 
manner or other. « 

Mrs II A little miftake. Madam ; but I proteft my 
niece is fo terrified, that (he is unable to give me anj ac- 
count — 

Mrs 4ir. Some rude prank of his, I dare fay ; I never 
could get his father — 

Enter Colonel Gorget. 

Gorg. The houfe is in fuch confufion, that I can't get 
any body to give me an anfwer — Mrs Aircaftle ! 

Mrs Air. Blefe me, Colonel Gorget ! who thought of 
meeting you here ? 

Gorg. An odd affair ; but this lady, I fuppofe, Mrs 
Reece'em, will be fo kind to explain it. A pretty young 
lad, an enfign of mine, has, I am afraid, been tricked out 
of a large fum of money by one Flaw, a fellow of very bad' 
fame. 

Mrs iir. How ! Flaw ? 

Gorg Under pretence of gaining promotion by this 
lady's aiHftancc. 

Mrs H. Mine, Sir ? I promife you this is the firft men- 
tion I ever heard of the matter. 

Gorg. Juft, Madam, as I fufpefted : But pray, Mrs 
Aircaftle, have you long had the honour of this lady's ac- 
quaintance ? 

Mrs riir. Acquaintance ? Lord, Colonel, I am terrified 
out of my wits. Your ear for a moment. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. A note. Madam, which you are defired direSly 
to read. 

Mrs Fl. Flaw's hand. \JReads,'] " The game is up — we 
** are blown — make off* as faff as you can." As niatters 
ftand, the beft advice I can take. \_Gotng off. 

Mrs ^Hr. Madam, you are not goin^ to leave us ? 

Mrs yi. Only juft to enquire how my iiieqe does after 
ber fright; I ihaJl be back immediaiely. \^Exit. 

Cojg. 
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Gorg. How ! is it poffible ? acapital fura ? Good heavens^ 
Madam, and how could you truft it without confulting 
fome friend ? 

Mrs Air. Why, we both thought Mr Flaw — 

Gorg. Flaw ? an infamous — 

Enter Mr Aircaftle. 

jiir. Why, what the deitce has been the matter amongfl: 
you ? They tell me Toby has been at home frightened out 
of his wits ; and then run out direftly with the waiter and 
fome wench or other : I have fent your Roger in fearch of 
the whelp. — Ah, Colonel, are you there ? 

Uorg. Came the minute before yon. 

Air. Well, Colonel, hey, how ? What, I fuppofe, by 
being here fo foon, your affair has mifcarried. 

Gorg. You are miftaken indeed, my good friend. 

Mrs Air. What affair ? 

Air. I forgot to tell it you, child : of a fine lafs in this 
town, that fets up her perfon for fale — 

Mrs Air. How I 

Air. And had the modefty to fix the price to the colo^ 
nel at five hundred guineas. 

Mrs Air. Abominable ! Can there be fuch creatures ? 

Air. Afk the colonel ; that is all : an infamous harpy ! 

Gorg. Dear Mr Aircaftle, you are here in an error. 

Air. Error ? why, did not you tell me of a line fhe fent 
you ? 

Gorg. Very true. 

y:ir. And did not I advance the cafii ? 

Gorg. Do I pretend to deny it ? 

Air. Well then? 

Gorg. Your patience a moment, my dear friend I I gaVe 
her the money, it is true — 

Air. There, Mrs Aircaftle I did not I tell you — 

Gorg. But then, like a woman of honour — 

Air. Well? 

Gorg. She told me that fhe did it but to try the ftrength 
of my paflion— 

Air. Pho, pho ! 

Gorg. And fo immediately returned it again. 

Air. Pfliaw ! a bam, Mrs Aircaftle ; don't believe it, 
my dear ! 

Gorg. To put the matter out of difpute, I returned to 

your 
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your lodging dircftlj ; when, not finding you, I delivered 
the cafli to jour lady. 

Air, Indeed ? 

Gorg, In the very individual bag that you gave me ; 
and before Matter Toby, your fon. 

j4ir. Ay ? and have you got the money, my dear ? 

Mrs Air. Yes, yes ; I received it. — Was ever woman 
fo duped ! but this town is full of cozeners. [^Afide* 

Gorg. I am afraid, Mr Aircaftle, that it was pretty 
lucky for you I happened to have the cafh in my hand. 

Air. Lucky ? I don't underftand — 

Gor. Otherwife, it might have flown away with the reft. 

Air. Flown away ? 

Gorg. By what Mrs Aircaftle has told me, I flirewdly 
fufped you are got into the hands of fome villainous fliarp- 
ers. 

Air. How! 

Gorg. Mr Flaw, and his coadjutrix. — ^Within ! Who's 
there l- — ^But we ihall foon get the bufinefs explained. 

Enter a Servant. 

Gorg. Do you live with the perfon who inhabits this 
houfe ? 

Serv. But a very* fliort time. 

Gorg. We wifli to feeder ^vv^Gtlj. 

Serv. She is gone out. 

Gorg. I thought fo ; and her niece too, J fuppofe ? 

Serv. Her niece. Sir ? 

Gorg. Ay. 

Serv. I know no niece flie has. 

Air. and Mrs Air, How ! 

Gorg. Juft as I fufpeded : Now, Sir, do you begin to 
find what a fituation you are in ? 

Air. Then I am totally ruined ! I told you, Mrs Air- 
caftle, what would come of your — I remember Martin 
Money trap, of the Minories, was once in the vpry fame 
way — he was taken-in by a Portuguefe Jew— ^ 

Gorg. A truce to recrimination, I beg ! we have more 
material bufinefs in hand : Let this woman be direftly pijr- 
fuied ; and endeavour to recover at leaft a part of — 

O^Flan. \witbout.'\ Pray ftep in a bit, if you plafe, and 
refund freely the bUl ; or, upon mj foul, I'll make you 
do me the favour by force ! 

Vol. IL Bb Enter 
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EnUr OTlannagan. with Mrs Fleece'em. 

j4lL Mrs Fleece'em ? 

O^J'lan. Yes, yes ; it is, fare enough ; fhe overtook me, 
as I met her hard bj. 

Gorg. We are obliged to you then for the lady's re- 
turn ? 

O^Flan. You may fay that : I flopped herjuft in the nick, 
as fhe was flily walking off in a coach. Arrah, put off 
your hood, my dear honey ; don't be ihame-faced aniongA 
your friends and acquaintance. 

Mrs Fl Stand off, you rude brute ! 

Wllan Better words, if you plafe ! you wanted to fend 
me to be feathered abroad ; fo, in return, I fliall beg lave. 
Madam, to pluck you at home. 

iiorg. No violence to the lady, I beg. Sir ! fhe now finds 
Ihe is deteded, and, I dare fay, wall do every body all the 
juftice fhe can. And firft. Madam, as to the capital fum 
which you had the addrefs to obtain from this-^ 

Mrs FL What concern have I in the bufinefs ; th^ 
gentleman himfelf gave it into the poffeflion of Flaw, 

Liorg, Mr Aircaftle I 

Air. That's true, I confefs. 

Gorg. But, fince that, has not the property fuffered ^ 
transfer ? 

Mrs FL Not to me : but if you doubt it, you may 
feargh the houfp when you pleafe. 

Gorg. Then it lias got into w^orfe hands, I'm afraid. 

Enter Mrs Simony, 

Mrs Sim. I fee by their confufion my information was 
right — Not to interrupt you. Madam, 1 fhould take it as 
a particular favour if you would immediately return th^ 
little note 1 left in your hands — for I have not a moment 
to fpare. 

Mrs I L Note, Madam ? v^hat note ? I recoUeft, in- 
deed, a hymn that you — 

Ji'^rs Sim. Well, Madam, that hymn, if you pleafe. 

Mrs FL I gave it di redly to Flaw, to get a friend of 
his to fct it to mufic. 

Mrs Sim. Mufic ? Ladies and gentlemen, a bank-note, 
I protefl ! 

Air, 
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Air* What ! fet a bank-note to mufic ? I never heard 
of fuch a thing. 

Gorg. And pray. Madam, what could induce you to 
truft that woman with a bank-note ? 

Mrs FL That flie will not fo readily own ; a little ear- 
neft of a much larger byibe, to procure her hufband a 
living. 

Gorg* How, Madam ! I hope your hufband was not ap- 
prifed of this application ? 

Mrs Sim, The Do£lor was totally ignorant ; knew no- 
thing about it. 

Gorg. I am very happy to hear it : I fliould be forry 
to find that a gentleman, whofe peculiar duty it is to fuf- 
tain the purity of his profeflion, fliould himfelf be the 
very per f on to foil it ; or that an office of fo f acred a na- 
ture, fliould be folicited by fuch unfandified means. 

Mrs Sim, I believe my Dodlor, Sir, will be hardly fuf- 
pefted : but I have not time to fay more for the prefent ; 
I fliall be ftay'd for, and have not a moment to fpare. 

[^Exit. 

Gor, Let her go I that plunder, however, is fair. 

Air. Well, well ! but. Colonel, notwithftanding all 
that you fay, I have heard there was a bet once made be- 
tween the patron of a living and one Parfou Plurality — 
Plurality had been a Prefl}yterian- — his father keeps a 
paftry-cook's fliop in Spring-gardens — jufl: where Cox's 
mufeum — by the by, they tell me. Cox will get devilifli 
rich by his lottery. 

Gorg. But if we don't ufe fome difpatch., I am afraid 
you will get devilifli poor. 

Enter Prig, in a waijlcoat and cap. 

Prig, Where is this damn'd infernal-r-flae is burrow'd 
here, but I'll make her — w 

Air. Who the deuce can this be ? 

Mrs Fl. Some madman efcaped from his keepers, I 
reckon. 

Prig. Yes, yes, I am efcaped, but not mad : and if 
there is law to be had, I'll make you to know — keepers ! 
— if I had not luckily met with fome friends at the turn- 
pike, I fliould have been kept pretty clofe, I believe. I 
recollefted your footman that flood at the door, and guefs'd 
you were not far off. 



J 
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-Ar. What Is this ? a madman ? I went to fee one once 
in bedlam— he— [Exit Prig. 

Enter Roger. 

Oh, here is Roger. Well, did you find where Toby is ? 

Roger. Yes, yes, I found un out ; and in fweet com-; 
pany too. 

Mrs Air. Company? 

Roger. A clergyman, Betfy Bloflbm, and our waiter 
ftt home. 

Mr. Zounds ! I hope the boy is not married. 

Roger, No ; but they would have been, if I had not 
come juft in the nick to fetch un away. 

Air. Where is he ? 

Roger. In a fhop at the corner. I wanted un to ftep 
over ; but he would not, becaufe why, he fays as how the 
houfe is haunted. 

Air. And why not ? There was the manor houfe in the 
pariih of Paddington — Mrs Aircaftle, you may remember 
it formerly belonged to the Jeflbps ; but, by tie marriage 
of the heirefs with one of the Hdlewoods— 

Gorg. Come, come, it is a lucky prevention ; and, to 
give you a little confolation, I believe I fliall be able to re- 
cover your money from Flaw. 

Mrs Air. and Air. How, Colonel ? 

Gorg. I took the liberty, by way of prevention, to get 
him fecured for the money received of my enfign. 

Air. Indeed ? 

Gorg. And, as this affair is rather of a criminal nature he 
will think himfelf happy to efcape by reftoring the plunder. 

Air. My kind Colonel ! 

Gorg. I hope. Madam, this will make you amends for 
your ifiippointment in the five hundred pounds. [^Afide. 

O'^nKr. But what the divil is all this to my bill ? 

Gorg. Did this woman receive it ? 

Mrs II. Flaw had it j but it wants fome days of being 
due. 

Gorg. Then we fliall be able to flop the payment, at 
leaft ; it is fafe, never fear. 

O^Flan. lliat's lucky, however : and, by all I can hear, 
my beft way, Mr Colonel, will be to make an emigration 
back to Irelard again. 

Gorg. By all means , and^ by this time, many more of 

your 
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your countrymen, would, I believe, be glad to follow your 
fteps. 

G*Flan. Like enough. 

Air. And if, Mrs Aircaftle, we were to return back 
again—- 
• Gorg. It would be the wifeft thing you could do. 

Mrs Air. What, to vegetate like a parcel of plants ? 

Gorg. Ay, Madam ; for there are trees that won't bear 
tranfplanting ; they thrive beft in their natural foil. 

Air. That's true, I can anfwer. Laft fummer, I tranf- 
planted fome elm-trees— 

Gorg. Lord ! Mr Aircaftle, how can you — 

Air. Zounds ! I muftn't fpeak — Sir, let me tell you 
the ftory of the elm. [To O'Flannagan. 

Gorg. You, Madam, till you have made all the fatis- 
fadion you can, muft be contented to fuffer a little con- 
finement ; after which, unlefs your country fhould have 
fome other call upon you, you may difpofe of yourfelf as 
you pleafe. 

Mrs fL I am detefted, diftreffed, and muft therefore 
fubmit I but, gentlemen, if all who have offended like us, 
were like us produced to the public, much higher names 
would adorn the Old Bailey Chronicle than thofe of poor 
Fleece'em and Raw. 
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P R L G U E, 

Written by Mr Garrxck.— Spoken by Mr Footk. 

TT7H0 but has read, if you have read at all^ 
^^ Of one, they Jaci the giant-killer Q2Xi ? 
He was a bold, flout, able-bodied man. 
To clear the world o^fee^ faixf^ fum^ his plan : 
Whene'er a mon/ler had witKin his power 
A young and tender virgtn to devour, 
To cool his blood, Jack^ like a fkilful furgeony 
Bled well the monjler^ and released the virgin ; 
like the bed doAors» did a method learn. 
Of curing fevers never to return. 

Mayn^t I this giant- iiiling trade renew ? 
I have my tfirgin and my mon/ler too. 
Tho' I can't boaft, like Jaci, a Hft of flaio, 
I wield a lancet, and can breathe a vein ; 
To his Herculean arm my nerves are weak. 
He cleft his foes, I only make mine fqueak : 
As Indians would their Haves to pleafe the court, 
I'll tickle mine, Gre^a Siri^ to make you fport* 

To prove myfelf an humble imitator, 
Gianii are vices ^ and ^acJi ilands for faiire ; 
By tropes and figures, as it fancy fuits, 
Paffions rife moafters, men (ink down to brutes ; 
AH talk and write in allegoric diflion, 
Court, city, town, and country run to fi^on ! 

Each daily paper allegory teaches- 

Placemen are locujls^ and contraSors leeches : 
Nay, even Change- Alley y where no bard repairs. 
Deals much in fidtion to pafs off their wares ; 
For whence the roaring there ? — from hulls and hears ! 
The gaming fools are dovesy the knaves are rooks^ 
Change- Alley bankrupts waddle out lame ducks f 
Btil^ Ladies, blame not you your gaming (poufes, 
Fo?you, as well as they, have figeon-houks. 

To change the figure — formerly I've been. 
To ft? aggHng follies only whipper-in ; 
By royal bounty rais'd, I mount the back 
Of my own hunter ^ and I keep the pack : 
Tallyo I — a rank oldywc we now purfue. 
So ftroDg the fcent, you'll run him full in view : 
If we can't kill fuch hrutes iri human fhape, 
Let's fright 'em, that your chickens may efcape ; 
Roufe 'em, when o'er their tender prey they're grumbling. 
And rub their gums at leaft, to roar their mumbling. 

EPILOGUE. 
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EPILOGUE, 

Written by R. Cumbkrl and, Efi).— Spoken bj Mri Jewell, 

CONFIDING in the juftice of the place, 
To you The Maid of Bath fubmits her cafe : 
Wrong'd, and 4efc;ated of three (everal fpoui'es^- 
She lays her damages for nine full houfes. 
Welly Sirs, you've heard the parties /ro and con. 
Do the pr6*s carry it ? (hall the fuit go on ? 
Speak hearts for us 1 to them we make appeal ; ^ 

Tell us not what you think, but what you feel : 
Afk us, why bring a private caufe to view ? 
We anfwer with a figh — becaufe 'tis true : 
For tho' invention is our Poet's trade, ^ 

Here he -but copies parts which others play'd. 
For on a ramble, late one flarry nighty 
With Afmodeo, his familiar iprite. 
High on the wing, by his con4M<Slor's (ide. 
This guilty xfcene the indignant Bard defcried ^ 
Soaring in air, his ready pen he drew, 
And dafh'd the glowing fatire as he flew : 
For in thefe rank luxuriant times there needs 
Some ftrong bold hand to pluck the noxious weeds. 
The rake offlxty, crippled hand" and knee, 
Who fins on claret, and repents on tea ; 
The witlefs macaroni, who purloins 
A few cant words, which fome pert gambler coins } 
The undomefUc Amazonian dame. 
Staunch to her coterie ^ in defpite of Fame 5 
Thefe are the viiSbims of our Poet's plan 2 
But mod, that monfter — an unfeeling man. 
When iuch a foe provokes him to the fight, 
Tho' maim'd, out fallies the puiffant knight ; 
Like Withrington, maintains the glorious ftrife, 
^nd only yields his laurels — with his life, 
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ACT I. 

216^ Bear Inn at Batbi 

Enter Fillup. 

^^' TXTHY, John, Rogetj Ralphy, liairry Biickld ! 
what a-dickens are become of the lads ? Can't 
you hire ? — -Zure, zure, thefe whelps are enow to make 
^ man lilaz'd ! 

k»nier feverai TVaitersi 

All Coming, Sir ! 

FU. Coming ! ay^ zo be Chriftmas, I think* Where 
be'ft thee gwain, boy ? whatj I reckon thee ca'jl not zee 
for thy eyes-^Here> take the candle, and light the gentle- 
folk in. 

Enter John* 

John. Catry a coilple of candles into the Daphne. 

[Exeunt Waiters. 

Fil. John, who is it be a come ? 

John. Major Rackett, in a chay and four^ fr6m the 
Devizes. 

Fil. What, the young youth, that laft zeafon carried 
away wi un Mrs Muzlenefes prentice ? 

John. Mifs Patty Prim, from the Grove ? 

Fil. Ay, zure : thee doft know her well enow. 

Join. The fame* 

Fil. Zure and zure, then we ihall have old doing and 
t>y ; he is a deadly wild fpark^ thee doft know. 

John. But as good a cuftomer as comes to the Bear. 

Fil. That's zure enough : Ihen why doft not run and 
light un in ? Stay ! gee I the candle ; t woole gd and light 
un in myzelf, [EMtt. 

Rack, [without.'] Give the poft-boys half-a-guinea be- 
tween *emi 

John. Ay, there is fome life in this chap ! thefe ar^ 
your guefts that give fpirit to Bath : Your paralytica! 
|)eople, that come down to be parboil'd and pump'd> do 
no good that I know to the town^ unlefs indeed to the 

phyiical 
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phyfical tribe : how I hate to fee an old fellow hobble into^ 
the houfe, with his feet wrapt in flannel, pufliing forth his 
fingers like a crofs in the hands to point out the different 
roads on a common ! — ^Huih I 

Enter Rackett and Fillup. 

Fil, I hope, Mefter, you do zee your way : there be 
two fteps ; that you do know. Well, zure, I be heartily 
gldd to zee your Honour at Bath. 

Rack, I thank you, my honeft friend Filltp. IVhat, 
have you many people in town ? 

Fil, There ben't a power, pleafe your Honour, at pre- 
fent. Some zick folk that do no zort of zarvis, and a few 
layers that be comM off a the zircuit, that's all. 

Rack, Birds of paflage, ha, Fillup ? 

John, True, Sir ; for at the beginning of the term, 
when the woodcocks come in, the others fly off. 

Rack. Are you there, honeft Jack ? 

John. And happy to fee your Honour in town. 

Rack. Well, Mr Fillup, and how go you on ? any clubs 
fix'd as yet ? 

Fil. No, Zir, not to zay fiixed ; there be parfon Pul- 
ruddock from the Land's -End, Mr Evan Thomas, a 
Welch attorney, two Briftol men, and a few port-drink- 
111 g people^ that dine every day in the Lion ; the claret- 
club ben't expeded down till the end of next week. 

Rack. Any body in the houfe that I know ? 

FiL Yes, zure : behind the bar there be Sir Chriftopher 
Cripple, frefli out of a fit of the gout, drinking a drop of 
punch along wy Mefter Peter Poultice, the potter-carrier 
on the Parade. 

Rack. The gazettes of the Bath ; the very men I want. 
Give my compliments to the gentlemen, and tell them I 
fliould be glad of their company. But, perhaps it may be 
troublefome for Sir Chriftopher — 

Fil. No, no, not a^: all j at prefent he's a little tender 
for zure ; but I warrant un he'll make a fliift to hobble 
into the room. , {^Exit. 

Rack. Well, Jack, and how fares it with you ? you 
have throve, I hope, fince I faw you ? 

John^ Throve ? no, no, . Sir : your Honour knows that 
during the fummer, taverns and tumfpits have but little 
to do at Bath* 

Rack. 
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Raci. True. But what is become of your colleague, 
honeft Ned ? I hope be has not quitted his place. 

John. The fliare he had in your Honour's intrigue with 
MITs Prim, foon made this city too hot for poor Ned. 

Rack, Then why did not the fool go to London with me ? 
The fellow has humour, fpirit, and fings a good fong. I 
intended to have recommend him to one of the theatres. 

yohn. Why, Sir, Ned himfelf had a bias that way y 
but his uncle. Alderman Surcingle the faddler, a piece of a 
Puritan, would not give his confent. 

Rack. Why not ? 

'John, He was afraid that kind of life might corrupt or 
endanger Ned's morals ; fo has fet him up in a bagnio at 
the end of Long- Acre. 

Rack. Nay, if the fellow falls after fuch a fecurity — 

Sir Chr, [witbout.l^ At what a rate the rafcal is run- 
ning ! Zounds, I believe the fellow thinks I can foot it as 
fall as Eclipfc ! Slower, and be — 

Enter Sir Chriftopher Cripple and Fillup, followed hy 
Peter Poultice. , 

Where is this rakehelly, rantipole ? — Jack, fet me a chair. 
— So, Sir ! you muft poffefs a good fliare of affii ranee to 
return to this town, after the tricks you have played. — 
Fillup, fetch in the punch ! — Well, you ungracious young 
dog, and what is become of the poor wench ? Ah, poor 
Patty ! and here too my reputation is ruined as well as the 
girl's. 

Rack. Your reputation ? that's a good jeft. 

Sir Chr. Yes, Sirrah, it is; and all owing to my ac- 
quaintance with you : 1, forfooth, am called your advifer ; 
as if your own contriving head and profligate heart flood 
in need of any afliflance from me. 

Rack, Well, but, dear Sir Kit, how can this idle fluflf 
affeft you ? 

Sir Cbr. How ? eafy enough : I will be judged now by 
Poultice. — Peter, fpeak truth I before this here blot in my 
efcutcheon, have not you obferved, when I went to either 
a ball or a breakfafting, how eagerly all the girls gathered 
round me, gibing, and joking, and gigling ? gad take me, 
as facetious and free as if I were their father ! 

Foul, Nothing but Jruth. 

FiL That's truth, to my zertain knowledge ; for I have 

zeexi 
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zeen the women folk tittering, 'till they ti^ere readj to 
break their xides, when jour Honour was throwing jour 
double tenders about. 

Sir Chr. True, honeft Fillup. — Before jour curs'd af- 
fair, neither maid, widow, or wife was aihamed of con- 
verfing with me ; but now, when I am wheeled into the 
room, not a foul under feventj will venture within ten 
jards of mj chair : I am ihunn'd worfe than a leper in the 
dajs of Kin^ Lud ; an abfolute hermit in the midft of si 
croud ! Speak, Fillup, is not this a melancholj truth ? 

FH. Very moljcoUj, zure ! 

Sir Chr. But this is not all ; the crop-eared curs of the 
city have taken it into their empty heads to negled me : 
formerly, Mr Mayor could not devour a cuftard, but I 
received a civil card to partake ; but now, the rude rafcals^ 
in their bufhy bobs, brufh by me without deigning to bow ! 
in fhort, I do not believe I have had a corporation cruft 
in my mouth for thefe fix months : you might as well exped: 
a minifter of flate at the manfion^houfe^ as fee me at OQer 
of their feafts — 

JFi7. His Honour tells nothing but truth. 

Sir Chr. So that I am almoft famifhed^ as well as for-s 
laken. 

Fil. Quite famiflied, as a body may zay, Mefter. 

Sir Chr. Oh, Tom, Tom, you have been a ciirfed ac- 
quaintance to me I what a number of fine turtles and fat 
haunches of venifon has your wickednefs loft me ! 

Rack. My dear Sir Kit, for this I merit your thanks : 
how often Dr Carawitchet has told you, rich food and 
chami^2.\g[iG would produce you nothing but poor health 
and real pain ! 

Sir Chr. What fignifies the prattle of fuch a punning 
puppy as he ? what, I fuppofe^ you would ftarve me, you 
fcoundrel ! when I am got out of one fit, how the devil 
am I to gether ftrengtii to encounter the next ? do you 
think it is to be done by fipping and flopping, {drinks.'] — 
But no matter ! Look you. Major Rackety all between us 
■ is now at an end ; and. Sir, I fliould confider it as a particular 
favour if you would take no further notice of me : I fin- 
cerely defire to drop your acquaintance ; and, as to myfelf, 
I am fixed, pofitively fixed, to reform. 

Rack. Reform ? Ha^ ha, ha ! 

Sir Chr. Reform ! and why not ? Well ! joii fliall fee ! 

the 
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the whole city fliall fee ! As foon as ever T get to my lodg- 
ingSy I will fend for Luke Lattitat and Codicil^ and make 
a handfome bequeft tp the hofpital* 

RacJk. Stuff! 

Si". Cbr, Then I am refolved to be carried every day 
to the twelve o'clock prayers at the Abbey, and regularly 
twice of a St^iday. 

Raci. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Cbr. Ha, ha, ha ! you may laugh ; but I'll be 
damn'd if I don't ! and if all this don't recover my creditj^ 
I am determined, befides, to hire a houfe in Harlequin- 
row, and be a conftant hearer at the Countefs's chapel — 

Rack. And fo, perhaps, turn out a field preacher in time. 

Sir Cbr. I don't know but I may. 

Rack, Well then, my ^ear Sir Chriftopher, adieu ! But, 
if we muft part, let us part as friends fhould ; not with dry 
lips, and in anger, FilJup, take care of the knight. [FUlup^ 
Jills tbe glajfes.'] Well, faith my old crony, I can't fay but 
I am heartily forry to lofe you ; many a brave batch have 
we broached in our time. 

Sir Cbr. True, Tom, true. 

Rack. Don't you remember the bout we had at the Tuns, 
in the days of Plump Jack ? 1 fliall never forget ! After 
you had felled poor Falftaff with a pint bumper of Bur- 
gundy, how you beftrode the proftrate hero, and in his 
own manner cried, " Crown me, ye fpirits that delight in 
f* gen'rous wine !" 

Sir Ckr* Vanity, mere vanity, Tom, nothing but va- 
nity ! 

Rack. And then another day at the — ^But repleniih, 
Fillup ! the bowl is not empty ? 

Sir. Cbr. Enough, enough ! 

Rack. What, don't flinch, man ! it is but to finifli the 
bowl. — Come, Sir Chrifl:opher, one tender fqueeze ! 

Sir Cbr. Take care of my hand ! none of your old tricks, 
you young dog. 

Rack. Gentle as the lick of a lap-dog ; there ! — ^What 
o'clock is it, Fillup ? » 

Fil. I'll tell you, Mefter [lopks at bis watcb.^ Juft 
turned a fix. 

Rack. So foon ? hang it. Sir Kit, it is too early to part : 
come;^«what fay you to one fupper more ? but one, by 

way 
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-waj of facrifice to the facred feelings of friendihip ? honeft 
Fillup knows your tafte ; he will tofs you up a — 

Sir Chr. Not a morfel, Tom, if you would give me 
the univerfe ! 

Rack, Pho, man ! only a Sandwich or fo. Fillup, what 
haft got in the houfe ? 

FiL A vamous Jolm Dorey, two pair of foals, and there 
be a joint of Lanfdown mutton ; and then, you do know, 
my Molly be vamous in making marrow-puddens. 

Rack, A fine bill of fare.-^Come, knight, what do you 
chufe ? 

Sir Chr. Me ! why you feem to have forgot what I told 
you juft now. 

Rack, Your defign to reform ? not at all ; and I think 
you quite right ;. perfeftly^fo, as I hope to be faved : but 
what needs all this hurry ? to-morrow is a new day ; it 
will then be early enough. Fillup, fend us in juft what 
you will. 

Sir Chr, You are a coaxing, cajoling young dog. — Well, 
if it muft be fo, Fillup, it muft. Fillup, get me an an- 
chovy-toaft ; and, do you hear ? a red herring or two, 
for my ftomach is damnably weak. 

jR/. I fliall to be zure, lur. [Exit, 

Rack, So ! that's fettled- — ^Now, PouUice ! conie for- 
ward. — ^Well, my blades, and what news have you got 
ftirring amongft you ? 

Poul, Except a little run of fore throats about the be- 
ginning of autumn, and a few feeble fellows that dropt 
off with the leaves in Odober, the town is in tolerable — 

Rack, Pox of the dead and the dying ! but what amufe- 
ments have you got for the living ? 

PouL There is the new playhoufe, you know. 
. Rack, True : but as to the mufical world; what hopes 
have we there ? any of the opera people among you ? A- 
propos — what is become of my little flame. La petite Rofig- 
nolo, the lively little Linnet I is flie ftill — 

Sir Chr. Loft, totally loft ! 

Rack, Loft ! what, left you ? I am forry for that. 

Sir Chr, Worfe, worfe ! 

Rnck, I hope flie an't dead. 

Sir Chr, Ten thoufand times worfe than all that ! 

Rack. How the deuce pan that be ? 

Sir Chr. Juft going to be buried alive — to be married. 

Rack, 
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Rack. Pho ! is that all ? The ceremony wag, indeed, 
fenaerly looked upon as a kind <^ metaphbrical grave ; 
but the fyftem is changied, and flo^rriage id now conudered 
as an entrance to a new and better kiiid of life. 

Sir Chr. Indeed ! 

Rack. Pfliaw ! who talks now of the drudgery of do- 
meftic duties, of nuptial chains, and of bonds ? mere ob- 
fcJete words ! they did well enough in the dull days of 
Queen Befs ; but a modem lafd puts on fetters to enjoy 
the more freedom, and pledges her faith to one, that ihe 
may be at liberty to beftow her favours on all. 

Sir Chr. What vaft improvements aire daily made iii 
our morals ! what an unfortunate dog am I, to come into 
the world at leaft half a oentury too fooif i^ -^zt would I 
give to be born twenty years h^nce ! there Wfll be damned 
fine doingd then ! hey, Tom ? But Tm af^d our poor 
little girl w«n*t have it in her pow«^ to prcrfit by thefe 
prodigious improvements. 

Rack. Why not? - 

Sir Cbr. Oh, when you onfce hear tlie name of her part** 
ner-— 

Rack. Who is it ? ' 

Sir Chr. An acquaintance of yours : only that old fufty^ 
fhabby, fhuffling, money-loving^ water-drinkingj mirthi 
marri^^ amorous old hunks^ Mr Solomon tlint. 

Rack. He that enjoys— owns> I m^an—4lalf the farms 
in the country ? 

Sir Chr. He, even hei . 

Rack. Why, he is fixty at leaft : what a filthy old goat ! 
But then, how does this defiga ftlit with his avarice ? the 
girl has no fortune. 

Sir Chr. No more than what het taliMits Will give her; 

Rack. Why, the poltroon does not mean to profit by 
ibem? 

Sir Chr. Perhaps, if his family ihoiild chfiirice to ehcreafe : 
but I believe his main motive is the hopes of an heir. 

Rack. For which he muft be indebted to fome of his 
neighbours : in that point of lights the matter iai not fd 
touch amifs. It is impoflible Qie can be fond of the fellow ; 
and it is very hard^ with the opporttmities this place will 
afFordj if^ in lefs than a month, I don't — 

Sir Chr. This place ! why, you don't fuppofe he'll trufl 
her here for an hour ? 

Vol. II. D d Racii 
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Hack. How! 

Sir Chr. Not a moment : the fcbeme is all fettled ; itlie 
ilimbling old family, coach carries her immediately from 
the church door to his moated^ haunted, old houfe in the 
country. 

Rack. Indeed ? 

Sir Cbr. Where, befides the Argus himfelf, (he will be 
watched by no lefs than two brace of his fifters ; four as 
malicious, mufty old maids as ever were foured by Ibli-' 
tude, and the negleft of the world. 

Rack. A guard not to be corrupted or cozened. Why^ 
Sir ChriftophjBr,, in a Chriftian country this muft not be 
fuffered. What ! a miferable tattered old fellow like him^ 
to monopolii^ f)ioh a tempting creature as her ? 
Sir Cbr. ^jp^iabplical plan ! 

Rack* Btfides, the feduding and immuring a girl pof-« 
ie£fed of her elegapt talents, is little better ihan robbing 
the world. 

Sir Cbr. Infamous ! worfe than a rape ! but where are 
tjie means to prevesti it ? 

Rack. Much might be done, if you would lend us your 
aid. 

Sir Cbr* Me? of what ufe can I — ^And fo, you rafcal, 
you want to employ me again as your pimp ? 

Rack, You take the thing wrong : I only wifli you to 
{land forth, my dear knight ; and, like myfelf, be the pro- 
teftor of innocence, and a true friend to the public. 

Sir Cbr. A true friend to the public ! a fine ftalking- 
horfe that ! But, I fear, like other pretenders, Tom, 
when your own private purpofe is ferved, the poor public 
will be left in the lurch. But, however, the poor girl 
does deferre to be faved ; and if I can do any thing, not 
inconfiftent with my plan of reforming— 

Rack, That was fpoke like yourfelf. Upon what terms 
are you and Flint at prefent ? 

Sir Cbr, Oil and vinegar are fcarce fo oppoiite. 
Rack, Poultice, you fmoke a pipe with him fometimes : 
pray, who are your party ? 

toul. Mynheer Sour-Crout, Monfieur de Jarfey the 
port manufafturer, Billy Button the tailor, Mr Flint and 
I, moft evenings take a whiff here. 

Rack* Are you all in his confidence on this great occa« 
fion ? 

Foul. 
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PouL Upon this cafe we have had confulcations ; but 
BUlj Button is firft in his favour, he likes his prefcription 
the heft. 

Rack. From this quarter we muft begin the attack : 
could not we contrive to convene this illuftrious fenate to« 
night ? 

PouL I fliould think eafily enough. 

Rack, But before you meet here ? 

PouL Without doubt. 

Rack. My dear Poultice, will you undertake the com^ 
miflion ? 

PouL I will feel their pulfes, to oblige Sir Chriftopher 
Cripple. 

Sir Chr. But, Peter, doft really think this rafli fool is 
determined ? 

P^uL I believe, Sir Chriftopher, he is firmly perfuaded^ 
that nothing will allay this uncommon heat m his blood, 
but fwallowing the pill matrimonial. 

Rack. We muft contrive at leaft to take off the gilding, 
and fee what effed that will have on his courage. 

lExit Poultice. 

Sir Chr. Well, Major, unfold ! what can you mean by 
this meeting ? 

Rack. Is it pofGble you can be at a lofs ? you who have 
fo long ftudied mankind ? 

Sir Chr. Explain. 

Rack. Can't you conceive what infinite ftruggles muft 
have been felt by this fellow, before he could mufter up cou- 
rage to engage in this dreadful perilous ftate. How often 
have you heard the proverbial puppy afiirm, that marriage 
was fifliing for a fingle eel among a barrel of fnakes I what 
infinite odds, that you laid hold of the -eel ' and then a 
million to one but he flipt through your fingers ! 

Sir Chr. True, true. 

Rack. Can't you, then, guefs what will be his feelings 
and fears when it comes to the pufli ? Do you think pu- 
blic opinion, his various doubts of himfelf, and of her, the 
pride of his family, and the loud claims of avarice (his 
ruling paflion till now), won't prove near an equipoife to 
his love ? 

Sir Chr. Without doubt. 

^ack. At this critical period, won't the concurring ad- 

vicQ 
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▼ice of all his aflbciates, think you, deftroj the balance 
at once ? 

Sir Chr, Very probably, Tom, I confefs. 

.Raci» As to our engines, there is no fear of them : Billy 
Button you have under your thumb ; I'll purchafe a pipe 
of port of de Jarfey ; and we are fare of old Sour-Crout 
for a hamper of hock. 

Sir Cbr. Right, right ! — But, after all, what is to be- 
come of the girl ? Come, Tom, I'll have no foul play 
ihewn to her. 

Rack* Her real happinefs is part of mj projed:. . 

Enter Fillup. 

Fit. Here be Mynheer Sour-Crout and Mounfeer de 
Jarfey a come. 

Sir Cbr. We will attend them — Only think, Tom, 
what a villain you will be to make me the fecret inltrument 
of any more mifchief* 

Rack. Never fear. 

Sir Chr. Particularly, too, now I am fixed to reform. 

Rack. It would be criminal in the higheft degree. 

Sir Chr. Ah, rot your hypocritical face ! — I am half 
afrai4> Tom, to truft you ; I'll be hanged if you ha'n't 
fome wicked defign yourfelf on the girl ! but, however, 
I wa(h my hands of the guilt. 

Rack. My dear knight, don't be fo fqueamifli I But — the 
gentlemen within ! — Stay i who have we here ? Ah, my 
old friend Mr Button ! 

Enter Button. 

But. Your Worfhip is welcome to town ! — But where 
is Sir — Oh ! I underllood as how your Honour had fent 
for me all in a hurry : I fliould have brought the patterns 
before, if I had them : the worft of my enemies can't fay 
but Billy Button is punftual. Here they be : I received 
them to-night by Wiltlhire's waggon, that flies in eight 
days. 

Sir Chr. To-morrow, Billy, will do ; take a feat. 

But. I had rather ftand. 

Sir Chr. I wanted to talk to you upon another affair. — 
What, I fuppofe, you are very bufy at prefent ? 

But. Vaft bufy, your Honour. 

Sir Chr. 
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Sir Chr. This marriage, I reckon, takes up moft of 
your time. 

But. Your Honour ? 

Rack. Mifs Linnet, and your old Mr Flint, you know. 

But. Oh, ay ! But the fquire does not int^ikl to cut a 
dalh till the fpring. 

Sir Chr. No ! nothing has happened, I hope ? affair^ 
»re all fixed ? 

But. As a rock : I am fure, now, itcan't fail ; becaufe 
why, I have premptory orders to fcour and new-line the 
coachman and footman's old frocks ; and am, beiides, to 
turn the lace, and freih»button the fuit his Honour made 
up twenty years ago comes next Lent, when he was fhreif 
for the county. 

Rack. Nay, then it is determined. 

But. Or he would jiever have gone to fuch an expence. 

Sir Chr. Well, Billy, and what is your private opinion, 
after all, of this match ? 

But. It is not becoming, your Honour knows, for 9, 
tradefman like me tp give his-— 

Rack. Why not ? Don't you think nowj, BiUy, it is a 
bold undertaking for a man at his time of life ? 

But. Why, to be fure, bis Honour is a little ftricken 
in years, asf a body may fay ; and, take all the care that 
one can, time will wear the nap from even fuperfine cloth ; 
ftitches tear, and elbows will out, as they fay — 

Sir Chr. And befides. Bill, the bride's a mere baby. 

But. Little better, your Honour ; but fhe is a tight bit 
of ftuff, and I am confident, will turn out well in the wear- 
ing. I once had fome thoughts myfelf of taking meafure 
f^Mifs. 

Rack. Indeed ! 

But. Yes ; and, to my thinking, had made a pretty good 
progrefs ; becaufe why, at church of a Sunday flie fuffered 
me to look for the lefibns ^ and moreover, many a time 
and oft have we fung pfalms out of the very fame book. 

Rack. That was going a great way. 

But. Nay, befides, and more than all that, (he has at 
this precious minute of time a pin-cufhion by her fide of 
my own prefentation. 

R^ck. Ay ! and how came the treaty broke off? 

But. Why, who fliould ftep in in the nick, but the very 
iCjuire himfelf ? 

Sir Chr. 
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Sir Cbr. I am afraid. Bill, jour beauty is a little bit 
of the jilt. 

But. No, your Worfliip ; it is all along with her mo- 
ther : 'caufe her great aunt, by her father's fide, was a 
clargyman's daughter, flie is as pragmatic and proud as the 
Pope ; fo, forfooth, nothing will pleafe her for Mifs but 
a bit of quality binding. 

Rack. I knew the refufal could not come from the girl | 
for, without a compliment, Billy, there is no comparifon 
between you and the — why, you are a pretty flight, tight, 
light, nimble—. 

£ut. Yes ; very nimble and flight, and we arc both of 
ft height : ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Cbr. Why, love has made Billy a poet. 

But. No, no ; quite accident, as I hope to be kifled. 

Rack* And your rival is a fufly, foggy, lumbering log ! 

But, For all the world like my godfe ; plaguy hot and 
damned heavy, your Honour. 

Sir Cbr. Why, Billy blazes to-day. 

But. And though my purfe, mayhap, ben't fo heavy as 
tiis'n, yet I contrives to pay every body their own. 

Rack, I dare fay. 

But. hj ; and I have, befides, two houfes in Avon.^ 
Street ; and, perhaps, a bit or two of land in a corner. 

Sir Chr. Oh, the curmudgeonly rogue ! 

But. And, moreover, if Madam Linnet talks of families, 
I would have her to know that I have powerful relations as 
well as hcrfelf ; there's Tommy Button, my uncle's own 
fon, that has an employment under the government. 

Sir Chr. Ay, Billy ! what is it ? 

But. At this very time he is an excifeman at Wapping. 
And, befides, there is my coufin Paul Puff, that kept the 
great paftrycoock's fliop in the Strand, now lives at Brent- 
ford, and is made a juftice of the peace. 

Rack. As this is the cafe, I don't think it will be dif- 
ficult yet to bring matters to bear. 

Sir Chr. If Bill will but follow direftions. 

But, I hope your Honour never found me deficient. 

Sir Chr. We will inftruft you further within. Major 
Racket, your hand ! 

But. Let me help you. Folks may go further and fare 
yrorfe, as they fay : why, I have fome thoughts, if I can 

c^n 
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cSill in my debts, to retire into the country, and fet up for 
a gentlenHin. 

Rack, Why not ? one meets with a great number of 
them who were never bred to the bufinefs. 

But. I a^n't much of a mechanic at prefent ; I does but 
jiift meafure and cut. 

Rack. No ? 

But. I don't think that I have fat crofs legg'd for thefe 
fix years. 

Rack. Indeed ? 

But. And who can tell, your Honour, in a few years, 
if I behaves well, but, like coufin PufF, I may get myfelf 
put in the commiflion. 

Sir Cbr. The Worfhipful William Button, Efq it 

founds well. I can tell you, Billy, there have been ma- 
giftrates made of full as bad materials as you. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

Enter Mrs Linnet and Mifs Linnet. 

Mrs Lin. VES, Kitty, it is in vain to deny it ! I am 
■*• convinced there is fome little, low, paltry 
paffion, that lurks in your heart. 

Mifs Lin. Indeed, my dear mother, you wrong me. 

Mrs Lin. Indeed, my dear Mifs, but I don't ! what 
elfe could induce you to rejeft the addreffes of a lover like 
this ! Ten thoufand pounds a year ! Gads my life, there 
is not a lady in town would refufe him, let her rank be 
ever fo— 

Mifs Lin. Not his fortune, I firmly believe. 

Mrs Lin. Well ! and who now-a^days marries any thing 
dfe ? Would you refufe an eflate, becaufe it happened to 
be a little incumbered ? you muft confider the man in this 
cafe as a kind of a mortgage. 

Mifs Lin. But, the difproportion of years-— 

Mrs Lin. In your favour, child ; the incumbrance will 
be the fooner removed. 

Mifs Ltn. Then, my dear mother, our minds ; how 
very widely they differ ! my nature is liberal and frank, 
though I am but a little removed from mediocrity ; his 

hearty 
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hearty m the very bofom of wealthy is Ihut to every focUl 
fenfation. 

Mr$ Lin, And yet, Mifs, this heart you have had the 
good luck to unlock. I hope you don't urge his offers to 
yott as a proof of his paffion for money ? why, you forget 
yourfelf, Kate ; who, in the name of wonder, do you 
think that you are ? What, becaufe that you have a baby 
£Eice, and can bawl a few ballads — 

Mifs Lin, Nay, Madam, you know I was never vain of 
my talents ; if they can procure me a decent fupport, and 
in fome meafure repay my father and you for their kind 
cultivation — 

Mrs Lin. And how long are you fure your talents, as 
you call 'em, will ferve you ? Are a fet of features fecure 
mgainft time ? Won't a fingle fore throat deftroy the boafted 
power of your pipe ? But fuppofe that fliould not fail, 
who can iufure you againft the whim of the public ?- Will 
they always continue their favour ? 

Mifs Lin. Perhaps not. 

Mrs Lin. What muft become of you then ? Now by 
this means you are fafe, above the reach of ill fortune. 
Befides, child, to put your own intereft out of the queftion, 
have you no tender feelings for us ? Confider, my love 
(you don't want for good nature^, your confent to this 
match will, in the worft of times, fecure a firm and able 
friend to the family. 

Mifs Lin. You deceive yourfelf, indeed, my dear mo- 
ther : he a friend ! I dare believe the firft proof you will 
find of his friendihip, will be his pofitive commands to 
break off all correfpondencc with every relation I have. 

Mrs Lin. That's a likely ftory indeed ! Well, child, I 
muft fet your father to work ; I find what little weight my 
arguments have. 

Lady Catb. [witbouti,'] Is Meftrefs Linnet within ? 

Mrs Lin. Oh, here comes a proteftrefis of yours, Lady 
Catharine Coldftream ; fubmit the matter to her : fhe can 
have no views, is well read in the ways of the world, and 
has your intereft fincerely at heart. 

Enter Lady Catharine Coldftream. 

L^dy Catb. How is aw wi you, Meftrefs Linnet and 
Mefs ? what a dykens is the matter wi Mefs ? ftie feems 

got 
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got quite i' the dumps : I thought jou were aw readj to 
jump oot o' your ikens at the boimy profpec afore you. 

Mrt Lin. Indeed, I wifh your Ladyibip would take Kifty 
to talk ; for what I fay fignifies nothing. 

Lady Catb. Ah ! that's aw wrang ! What has been the 
mater, Mefs Kitty ? you ken weel enow that children owe 
an implecit conceffion to their parents ; it is na for bairns 
to litigate the wuU of their friends. 

Mrs Lin. Efpecially, my Lady, in a cafe where their 
own bappinefs is fo nearly concerned ; there is no per- 
fuading her to accept Mr Flint's offers. 

Lady Catb, Gad's mercy, Mefs, how comes aw this about ? 
do na you think you ha drawn a braw ticket in the lottery 
o' life ? do na you ken that the mon is laird of aw the load 
in the country ? 

Mifs Hn. Your Ladyfhip knows, Madam, that real 
happinefs does not depend upon wealth. 

Lady Catb. Ah, Mefs, but it is a bonny engredient. 
Don't you think, Meftrefs Linnet, the lafs has got fome 
other lad in her heed ? 

. Mrs Lin. Your Ladyfliip joins in judgment with me : I 
bave charged her ; but fhe floutly denies it. 

Lady Catb. Mefs, you munna be bafhful : an you fole- 
cit a cure, your phyfician muft ken the caufe o' your malady. 

^Mifs Lin. Your Ladyfliip may believe me. Madam, I 
have no complaint of that kind. 

Lady Catb. The lafs is obftinate. Meftrefs Linnet, can- 
not yourfel gi a guefs ? 

Mrs Lin. I can't fay that I have obferved — Indeed, fome 
time ago, I was inclined to believe Mr Button — 

Lady Catb. What 1 yon tailor in Stall-ftreet ? Ah, Mrs 
linnet, you are aw oot in your guefs : the lafs is twa weel 
bred, and twa faunzy to gi her heart to fik a burgis as he : 
Wully Button ? nae, he is nae the lad avaw. 

Mrs Lin. Major Racket, I once thought — but your 
Ladyfliip knows his affairs took, a different turn. 

Lady Catb. Ah ! Racket ! that's another man's mater : 
laffes are apt enow to fet their hearts upon fcarlet ; a coc- 
kade has muckle charms wi our fex j yes. Well, Mefs, 
comes the wind fra that corner ? 

Mifs Lin. Does your Ladyfliip think, to diflike Mr 
Flint, it is abfolutely neceffary to have a prepoffeflion for 
fbmebody elfe ? 

Vol. IL E e Lady Catb, 
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Lady Cath. Mrs Linnet, ^ you wull withdraw for a 
while, perhaps Mefs may throw aff her referve, when 
there*s nobody by but ourfelves ; a mother, you ken weel, 
may prove ane too many fometimes. 

Mrs Lin* Your Ladyfliip is moft exceedingly kind— - 
D'ye hear, Kitty ? mind what her Ladyfliip fays ; do, my 
dear ; and be rul'd by your friends ; they are older and 
wifer than you. \Extt. 

Lady Cath. Well, Mefs, what's the caufe of aw this ? 
what makes you fo averfe to the wull of your friends ? 

Mifs Lin. Your Ladyfliip knows Mr Flint, 

Lady Cath. Ay, unco weel. 

Mifs Lin. Can your Ladyfliip then be at a lofs for a 
caufe ? 

Lady Cath. I canna fay Mr Flint is quite an Adonis ; 
but wha is it that in matrimony gets aw they wifli ? When 
I entcrmarried with Sir Launcelot Coldftream, I was een 
ilk a fprak lafs as yourfel, and the Baronet bordering upon 
his grand climafteric. You mun ken, Mefs, my fatfier 
was fo unfaunzy as to gang out with Charley in the forty- 
five ; after which, his fidelity was rewarded in France by 
a commifllon that did na bring him in a bawbee, and a pen-- 
fion that he never was paid. 

Mifs Lin. Infamous ingratitude ! 

Lady Cath. Ay ; but T dinna think they will find ony 
mare fik fools i' the North. 

Mifs Lin. I hope not. 

Lady Cath. After this, you c^nna think, Mefs, there 
^as mickle filler for we poor bairns that were left ; fo that, 
in troth, I was glad to get an eftablifliment ; and ne'er 
heeded the difparity between my guid mon and myfeU 

Mifs Lin. Your Ladyfliip gave great proofs of your pru- 
dence ; but my affairs are not altogether fo defperate. 

Lody Cath. Gad's mercy, Mefs ! I hope you dinna 
make any comparifon between Lady Catharine Coldftream^ 
wha has the beft blood in Scotland that runs in her 
veins — 

Mifs Lin. I hope your Ladyfliip does not fuppofe — 

Lady Cath. A lady lineally defcended fra the great 
Oflian himfelf, and allied to aw the illuftrious houfes abroad 
and at home— - 

Mifs Lin. I beg, Madam, your Ladyfliip — 

Lady Cathn 
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Lady Caih. And Kitty Linnet, a little play-aftor, wha 
jets applauded or hifs'd juft e'en as the mobility wuUs, 

Mtfs Lin. I am extremely concem'd, that — 

Lady Catb. Look'ye, Mefs, I will cut matters Ihort : 
Jrou keti weel enow, the firft notice that e'er I took of yoii 
<eas on your afting in Allan Ramfay's play of Patie and 
Roger J ere fin I hae been your fall friend ; but an you 
continue obftinate> and will na fuccumb, I Ihall ftraitway 
withdraw my proteftion. 

Mifs Lin. I fhall be extremely unhappy In lofing yoiix^ 
Ladyfhip's favour. 
, Lady Cath. Mefs, that depends entirely on yourfel. - 

Mifs Lin. Well, Madam, as a proof how highly I rate" 
it, and how defirous 1 am of obeying the commands of my 
iarents, it flia'n't be iny fault if their wiihes are not ac- 
complifiied. 

Lady Catb. That's aw wright now, Kitty : gi me a kifs ! 
you are the prudent lafs that I thought you. Love, Mefs, 
is a paftime for boys and green girls ; aw ftuff, fit for no- 
thing but novels and romances ; there Is nathing folid, na 
ftability. ^ 

Mifs Lin. Madam— - 

Lady Catb. But to iix your fortune at once, to get abbve 
idle power o' the world, that, child, is a ferious concern* 

Mrs Lin. [without]. With your Ladyfliip's leave — ' 

Lady Catb. You may come in, }Jivs Linnet ^ 

Enter Mrs Linnet. 

Jrour daughter is brought to a propef fenfa of h^r duty, 
and is ready to coincide with your wifli. 

Mrs Lin. \Ve are infinitely bound to your Ladyfliip ! 
This is lucky, indeed ! Mr Flint is now below^ Madam, 
and begs to be admitted. 

Lady Caib. Ah ! the mon comes in the nick : fliew him 
in the inftant. [Exit Mrs Linnet]. NbW, Kitty, is your 
time ! do na be fliy, lafs ; but throw out aw your attrac- 
tions, and fix him that he canna gang back. 

Mifs Lin. Madam, I hope to behave — 

Lady Catb. Gad's mercy, how the girl trembles and 
quakes I Come, pluck up a heart, and confider your aw 
is at flake. 

Mifs Lin. I am afraid J ihall be hardly able to fay .a 
1&ngle«-— 

Lady Cf^tb. 
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Lady Cath. Suppofe then jou fing ; gi him a fong ; 
there is nothing moves a love-fick loon mair than a fong— ^ 
{Noife wuhout\. I hear the lad on the (lairs. — But let the 
words be aw melting and foft : the Scotch tunes, you ken, 
are unco pathetic ; fing him the Birks of Endermaj, or 
the Braes of Balendine, or the— 

Enter Flint and Mrs Linnet. 

Maiftcr Flint, your fervant ! There, Sir, you ken the 
lafs of your heart : I have laid for you a pretty folid foun« 
dation ; but as to the edifice, you muft e'en ereft it youf- 
fel. Exit. 

Flint, Pleafe your Ladyfhlp, I will do my endeavour.— 
Madam Linnet, I hav^ made bold to bring you a prefent, 
a fmall paper of tea in my pocket : you will order the tea* 
kettle on. 

Mrs Lin. Oh, Sir, you need not have — 

Flint. I won't put you to any expence. [^Exit Mrs Lin. 
"Well, Mifs J I underftand here by my Lady, that fhe-^that 
is, that you — with refpeft and regard to the — ah ! ah I 
won't you pleafe to be feated ? {^Reaches two chairs. 

Mifs Lin. Sir ? — My lover feems as confufed as myfelf. 

[4/ide. 

Flint. I fay^ Mifs, that ad t was a-faying, your friends 
have fpoke to you all how and about it. 

Mifs Lin. About it ! about what ? 

Flint. About this here bufinefs that I come about. Pray, 
Mifs, are you fond of the country ? 

Mi/s Ltn. Of the country ! 

Flint. Ay : becaufe why, I think it is the moft prettieft 
place for your true lovers tolive in ; fomethingfo rural ! For 
my part, I can't fee what pleafure pretty Mifles can take 
in galloping to plays, and to balls, and fuch expenfive va- 
garies ; there is ten times more paftime in fetching walks 
in the fields, in plucking of daifies — 

Mifs Lin. Haymaking, feeding the poultry, and milk- 
ing the cows. 

Flint. Right, Mifs. 

Mifs Lin. It muft be own'd they are pretty employ- 
ments for ladies. 

Flint. Yes ; for my mother ufed to fay, who, between 
ottrfelves, was a notable boufewife, 

Fools 
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j'ools that are idle. 

May lii^e to bite the bridle, 

Mifs Lin. What a happinefs to have been bred under 
lb prudent a parent ! 

Flint. Ay, Mifs, you will have reafon to fay fo j her 
maxims have put many a pound into my pocket. 

Mifs Lin. How does that concern me ? 

Flint. Becaufe why, as the faying is, 

Tho* I was the maker. 
You may be the partaker. 

Mifs Lin. Sir, you are very obliging. 

Flint. I can tell you, fuch offers are not every day to 
be met with : only think, Mifs, to have viftuals and drink 
conftantly found you, without coft or care on your fide ! 
cfpecially now meat is fo dear, 

Mifs Lin. Confiderations by no means to be flighted. 

Flint. Moreover, that you may live and appear like my 
wife, I fully intend to keep you a coach. 

Mifs Lin. Indeed ! 

Fttnt. Yes ; and you fliall command the horfes when- 
ever 3rou pleafe, unlefs during the harveft, and when they 
are employed in plowing and carting ; becaufe the main 
chance muft be minded, you know. 

Mifs Lin. True, true. 

FUnt. Though I don't think you will be vaftly fond of 
coaching about ; for why, we are off of the turnpike, and 
the floughs are deadly deep about we. 

Mifs Lin. What, you intend to refide in the country ? 

FUnt. Without doubt ; for then, you know, Mifs, I 
fliall be fure to have you all to myfelf. 

Mifs Lin. An afReftianate motive I — But even in this 
happy ftate, where the moft perfeft union prevails, fome 
folitary hours will intrude, and the time, now and then, 
hang heavy on our hands. 

Flint. What, in the country, my dear Mifs ? not a mi- 
nute : you will find all pallime and jollity there ; for what 
with minding the dairy, dunning the tenants, preferving 
and pickling, nurfing the children, fcolding the fervants, 
mending and making, roafting, boiling, and baking, you 
won*t have a moment to fpare ; you will be merry and 
happy as the days they are long, 

Mifs Lin. 
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Mi/s Lin. I am afraid the days will be hardlj lon^ 
enough to execute fo extenfive a plan of enjoyment. 

Flint. Never you fear ! 1 am told, Mifs, that you write 
an exceeding good hand 

Mifs Lin. Pretty well, I believe. 

Flint. Then, Mifs, there is more pleafure iiiftore ; for 
you may employ any leifure time that you have iri 
being my clerk, as a juftice of peace : You fliall fliare fix- 
pence out of every warrant, to buy you any little thing 
that you want. 

Mi/s Lin. That's finely imagined ! — As your enjoy- 
ments are chiefly domeftic, I prefume you have eontrived 
to make home as convenient as can be : you have, . Sir, 
good gardens, no doubt ! 

Flint. Gardens ? ay, ay : why, before the great par- 
lour window there grows a couple of yews, as tall as d 
mail, and as thick as a ileeple ; and the boughs cafi: fo de- 
lightful a ihade, that you can't fee your hand in any part 
of the room- 

Mi/s Lin. A moft delicate gloom ! 

Flint. And then there conftantly roods in the trees a 
curious couple of owls ; which I won't fufier our folks to 
difturb, as they make fo rural a noife in the night-^- 

Mi/s Lin. A moft charming duet ! 

Flint. And befides, Mifs, they pay for their lodgings, 
as they are counted very good moufers, you know. 

Mi/s Lin. True ; but within doors, your manfion is ca- 
pacious, and — 

Flint. Capacious ? yes, yes ; capacious enough : you 
may ftretch your legs without crofling the threfhold : why, 
we go up and down ftairs to every room of the houfe. To 
be fure, at prefent, it is a little out of repair ; not that it 
rains in (where the cafements are whole) at above five or 
fix places, at prefent. 

Mi/s Lin. Your profp^fts are pleafing ? 

Flint. From off the top of the' leads ; for why, I have 
boarded up moft of the windows, in order to fave paying 
the tax. But to my thinking, our bed-chambef, Mifs, 
is the moft pleafanteft place in the houfe. 

Mi/s I in. Oh, Sir, you are very polite. 

Flint. No, Mifs, it is not for that ; but you muft know, 
Mifs, that there is a large bow-window facing the eaft, 

that 
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diat docs finely for drjing of herbs : it is hung round with 
hatchments of all the folks that have died in the family ; 
and then the pigeon-houfe is over our heads. 

Mifs Lin. The pigeon-houfe ? 

Flint. Yes ; and there, every morning, we fliall be 
-wak'd by day-break with their murmuring, cooing, and 
courting, that will make it as fine as can be. 

Mifs Lin. Ravifhing ! Well, Sir, it muft be confefsM, 
you have given me a moft bewitching pidure of pafloral 
life : your place is a perfed Arcadia ! But I am afraid half 
the charms are deriv'd from the painter's flattering pencil. 

Flint. Not heightened a bit, as yourfelf ihall be judge. 
And then, as to company, Mifs, you may have plenty of 
fhat when you will ; for we have as pretty a neighbovir- 
hood as a body can wiih. 

Mifs Lin. Really ? 

Flint. There is the widow Kilderkin, that keeps the 
Adam and Eve at the end of the town, quite an agreeable 
jbody ! indeed the death of her hufband has drove the poor 
wom^ to tipple a bit ; Farmer Dobbin's daughters^ and 
Dr JSurplice, our curate, and wife, a vafl; converfible wo- 
man, if fhe was not altogether fo deaf. 

Mifs Lin. A very fociable fet I Why, Sir, placed in 
this Paradife, there is nothing left you to wifh^ 

Flint. Yes, Mifs, but there is. 

Mifs Lin. Ay ! what can that be ? 

Flint. The very fame that our grandfather had ; to 
have a beautiful Eve by my fide. Could I lead the lovely 
Linnet nothing loath to that bower — 

Mifs Lin. Oh, excefs of gallantry ! 

Flint. Would her fweet breath but deign to kindle, and 
blow up my hopes \ 

\ Mifs Lin. Oh, Mr Flint ! I muft not fuffer this, for 
your fake ; a perfon of your importance and rank — 

FUnt. A young lady, Mifs, of your great merit and 
l)eauty — 

Mifs Lin. A gentleman fo accomplifh'd and rich — 

Flint. Whofe perfeftions are not only the talk of the Bath, 
]3Ut of Briftol, and the whole country round — 

Mifs Lin. Oh, Mr Flint, this is too much ! 

Hint. Her goodnefs, her grace, her duty, her decency, 
Jier wifdom and wit, her fliape, flimnefs and fize, with 
her lovely black eves, fo elegant, engaging, fo modeft, fo 

prudent. 
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prudent, fo pious, and, if I am rightly inform'd, poffeffed 
of a fwcet pretty pipe — 

Mifs Lin. This is fuch a profufion— 

Flint, Permit me, Mifs, to folicit a fpeciment of your 
delicate talents. 

Mifs Lin. Why, Sir, as your extravagant complimentg 
have left me nothing to fay, I think the beft thing I can do 
is to fing. 

SONG. 

The fmiling morn, the breathing (prlng, ^ 

Invites the tuneful birds to fing ; 
And as they warble from each fpray. 
Love melts the univerfal lay, l^c. 

Flint. Enchanting ! ravifliing founds ! not the Nine 
Mufes thetnfelves, nor Mrs Baddeley, is equal to you, 

Mifs Lin. Oh, fy ! 

Flint. May I flatter myfelf that the words of the fong 
were directed to me ? 

Mifs Lin. Should I make fuch a confeffion, I fhould iU 
deferve the charader you have been pleas'd to beftow. 

Enter Lady Catharine Coldftream. 

Lady Catb. Come, come, Maifter Flint, I'll fet your 
hert at reft in the inftant : you ken weel enow, lafles are 
apt to be modeft and fliy ; then take her anfwer fra me : 
prepare the minifter and aw the reft of the tackle, and you 
"will find us ready to gang to the kirk. 

Flint. Mifs, may I rely on what her Ladyftiip fays ? 

Lady Catb, Gad's mercy ! I think the mon is bewitch'd ! 
he wonna take a woman of quality's word for fik a trifling 
thing as a wife. 

Flint. Your Ladyfliip will Impute it all to my fears.— 
Then I will ftraight fet about getting the needful. 

Lady Catb. Gang your gait as faft as you lift. 

Flint. Lord blefs us ! I had like to have forgot — I haye, 
pleafe your Ladyfliip, put up here in a purfe a few pre- 
fents, that if Mifs would but deign to accept — 

Lady Catb. Ah I that's aw wright ; quite in the order 
of things : as matters now ftand, there is no harm in her 
accepting of prefents fra you, Maifter Flint j you may 
produce. 

^ Flint. 
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FKni* Here is a Porto-Bello pocket-piece of Admiral 
Vamon, with his image a one fide^ and fix men of war 
bnlj> all in full fai) on the other — 

Lady Catb, That's a eurious medallion J 

Flint. And here is a half-crown of Queen Anne's, as 
frcfli as when it came out from the Mint : I have refufed 
two and eight«pence for it a hundred times. 

Lady Cfitb, Yes, yes ; it is in verj fine prefervation. 

Flint, In this here paper^ there are two mourning-rings ; 
that, which my aunt Bothere'm left me> might ferve very 
well, I fliould think, fbr the approaching happy occafion* 

Lady Cath, How ! a mourning — 

Flint. Becaufe why^ the motto's fo pat \ 

True, till death 
Shall flop my breath. 

Lai^ Cath. Ajt ay i that contains micklc niori^ityt 
Mefs. 

Flint. And here isi fourthly, a filver coral and bells^ 
with only a bit broke oif th? coral when I was cutting my 
grinders : this wa$ given me by my godfather Slingfty ; 
wi I hppQ will be in ufe again before the year comes about. 

Lady Catb, (^a joubt, na doubt ! Leave that matter to 
us ; I warrant we impede the Flint family from fawing 
into oblivion. 

Flint. I hope fo ; I Ihonid b« gia4 to have a fbn of my 
own, if fo be, but to leave him my fortune ; becaufe wby> 
at present there is no mortal that I care a farthing about. 

Zc^dy Catb. Qi^ite a philofopher Then difpatch, Maif- 
tar Flint, di{patch ! for you ken, at your time of life, 
you hanna a moment to lofe. 

Flint. True, true. Your tadyfiup^s entirely devoted— 
Alifs, I ani your nK)ft afied:iQnate ilave ! [^Exit. 

Lady Catb. A faua»y lad, this Maiftcr Flint : you fee, 
Mefs, he has a meaning in aw he does. 

Mifs Lin. Might I be permitted to altet your Ladyibip'3 
Words, I Ibould rather (ay, meannefi. 

Lady Catb. It is na mickle matter what the mon is at 
prefent ; wi a little management, you may mould him in- 
to any form that you lii|« 

Mifs Lin. I am afraid he i$ not made of (uch pliant ma- 
terials : but, however, I have too far advanced to retire ; 
Wn. U. ¥{ tha 
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the die is caft ! I have no chance now, unlefs my Corjdon 
ihould happen to alter his mind. \ 

Lady Catb, Na, Mefs ; there is na danger in that : 
you may ken the treaty is concluded under my mediation j 
an he ihould dare to draw back. Lady Catharine Coldflream 
would find means to puniih his perfidy. — Come away, 
Mels ! {Exeunt. 



ACT lit. 

Ttbe Bear Inn. 

Sir Chriftopher Cripple, Sour-Crout, de Jarfey, Major 
Hacketty and Poidtice, dif covered fitting at a table. 

Sir Chr. TXTE niutt take care that flint does not furprife 
us ; for the fcoundrel is very fufpicious* 

kach There is no danget- of that ; I lodged him fafely 
at Linnet's : Button ftands centry at the end of the ftreet ; 
So that we Ihall be infiantly apprifed df every motion he 
makes. 

PouL Well naanaged, my Major ! 

Sir Chr. Yes, yes ; the cunning young dog knows very 
well what he is about. 

Sour-Cr. Updn my vord, Mdjor Racket has very fine 
difpofition to make a figure at de head of de army ; five or 
fix German campaigns will---Ah, dat is de beft fchool iii 
de vorld for make a de var. 

Sir Chr. Five of fix Getman campaigns ! 

Sour-Cr. Ay, Chevalier ; vat you fay to dat ? 

Sir Cbr. O Mynheer ! nothing at all : a German war^ 
for aught I know, may be a vety good fchool j but it is a 
damned exp^five education for us. 

De Jar. C'eft vrai, Chevalier ; dat is all true ; ce pay 
la, dat place is de grave for de Frenchman and de fine Eng- 
lifh guinea. 

Sir Chr, True, Monfieur ; but our guineas are rather 
worfe off than your men, for they ftand no chance of rifing 
again. 

De Jar. Ha, ha, ha ! dat is very veil ! le Chevalier 

have 
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have beaucoup d'efprit, great deal of wit, ma foi. 

Rack. I think the Knight is ih luck. But don't let us 
lofe fight of our fubjeft ! You, gentlemen, are all prepared, 
perfeS: in the feveral parts you are to play ? 

^l. Ay, ay. 

Rack. You, Mynheer Sour-Crout ? 

Sour~Cr, I underftand: I will pique his honour; dj^ 
pride of his famille. 

Rack. Right. Poukicer- 

PouL I will alarm him on the fide of his health. 

Sir Chr. Next to his money, the thing in the world he 
mofi: minds. 

Rack. You, dfi Jarfey, and Button, will employ all 
your eloquence on the prudential fide of the — Oh, dear 
Jarfey i here is a draught for the pipe of port that 1 pro- 
snis'd. 

De yar. Dat is right. 

Rack. The only receipt to get bawds, boroughs, or 
Frenchmen, [^^fide."] — Oh, here Billy cornes. 

I^nter Bfitton. ' 

Well, Billy ! what news ? 

But. I am vail afraid all matters are concluded at lafl. 

Rack. Ay ! prithee why fo ? 

But. Becaufe why, in ten minutes after you went, out 
bolted the Squire, and hurry-fcurried away to layer Latti- 
tat's, who, yo]Li know, arrefts his tenants, and does all 
bis concarns. 

Rack. True: well — 

But. .1 fuppofe to gi^ him orders about drawing up the 
writings. 

Sir Chr. Not unlikely. But you think Flint will come 
to the club ? 

But. There is no manner of doubt of it ; becaufe why, 
he holloo'd to me from over the way, " What, Billy, I 
** fuppofe you are bound to the Bear ; Well, boy, I fhall 
^' be bard at your heels ;" and he feem'd in prodigious vaft 
fpirits. 

Rack. I am miftaken if we don't lower them a little. — 
Well, gentlemen, the time of adion draws near. Knight, 
'j¥e muft decamp. 

Sir Cbr. Wien you will. 

Rack. 
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Rack. I think. Sir Chriftopheri 70U lodge in th0 fiuM 
boufe with the Linnets ? 

Sir Chr. Juft over their heads. 

Rack. Then thither we'll go. Ten to one^ if our plot 
operates as I exped, the hero will return to their houle. 

Sir Cbr. Mod likely. 

Rack. We are come to a crifis^ and the catafbrophe of 
our piece can't be very far oflF. 

Sir Chr. I wifli, like other plays, it don't end in a mar« 
riage. 

Rack. Then fhall I be moil confoundedly bit. But come. 
Knight ! 

Sir Cbr. Rot you ! I do as f aft as I can — I can't think, 
Rackett, what the deuce makes thee fo warm in this bufi* 
nefs ; there is certainly fomething at the bottom that X 
don't comprehend. But do. Major, have pity on the pooj 
girl : upon my foul, fhe is a fweet little Syren ! fo inno- 
cent and-— 

i Rack. Pho, pho ! don't be abfurd ! I thought thatmaN 
ter had been fully explain'd. This, Knigh)^ is no time 
to look back ; but fuppofe now I Ihould have a little mif-* 
chief in hand — 

Sir Cbr. How ! of what kind ? 

Rack. " Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft Knight,, 
** till done, and then applaud the deed !" 

Sir Cbr. It is very extraordinary. Major Rackett, if 
you are determined to make the devil a vifit, that you can't 
pay it alone ; or, if you rauft have company, what a pox 
makes you think of fixing on me ? 

Rack. Hey-day ! ha, ha, ha ! What, in the vapours a- 
gain ? we muft have fome more punch. 

Sir Cbr. You are miftaken ; that won't have power to 
change the ft ate of my mind : my refolves are too firm— 

Rack. And who wiflies to break them ? I only alk your 
aflSftance to-night ; and your reformation, you recoiled, 
don't begin till to-morrow. 

Sir Cbr. That's true, indeed : but no human powef 
fhall prevail on me to put it off any longer than to-morrow. 

Racbi Or the next day at furtheft. 

Sir Cbr. May I be damn'd if I do ! 

\Exeunt Racket flf«^ Sir Chriftopher. 

Roul. Come, lads, light your pipes ! Which of us fhall 
be firft to attack ? Billy — 

But. 
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But, Won't it be rather too bold for me to begin ? 

PoaJ. Then let us leave it to chance.-^Hu{h ! I hear 
him lumbering in ! compofe your looks ; let his reception 
be folemn and grave. 

£ut. Leave that chair for him* 

Enter Flint- 

Flint. How fares it, my lads ?— Well, boys, matters 
lure fettled, at laft ; the little Kate has complied, and to- 
morrow is fix'd for the day. 

Foul. You have fetded it tfien ? 

Flint. As firm as a rock, 

Poul. So you can't retreat, if you would ? 

Flint. Retreat ! I have no fuch defign. 

Poul. You ha*n't ? 

Flint. No, to be fure, you great fool J What the deuco 
would Poultice be at ? , 

Pot4l. Nay then, neighbours, what we have been faying 
will juft fignify nothing. 

Flint. Saying I why, you have not heard — that is, no^ 
body— 

Poul. No, nothing very material— -only-^but as the 
matter is carried fo far--- 

Flint' So far ? why, I hope you have not found out any 
flaw ! Kitty has not— 

Poul. Np, no ; nothing of that ; no, upon my word ! 
I believe, a very modeft, prudent, good girl, neighbour. 

jiU. No manner of doubt. 

Flint. Well then ? but what a plague is the meaning of 
this ? you all fit as filent and glum—- why, can't you fpeak 
put, with a pox ? 

Poul. Why, Squire, as we are all your fix*d friends, 
we have b6en canvaffing this matter amongft us. 

Flint. You have ? 

Poul. Marriage, you know very well, is no trifling af* 
fair ; too much caution and care can't be us'd. 

Flint. That I firmly believe, which has jnade me defer 
it fo long. 

Poul. Pray lend me your hand ? how is the ftate of your 
health ? do you find yourfelf hearty axld ftrong ? 

Flint. I think fo ; that is, I— you ha'n't obferv'd any 
bad fymptoms of late ? 

Poul. No; but you us'd to have pains flying about you. 

Flint. 
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Flints Formerly ; but fince I have fiz'd my gout to a fit, 
thcj are gone : that, indeed^ la^s me up for four or five 
months in a year. 

PouL A pretty long fpell : and; in fucb a cafe, now, do 
you think that marriage-^— 

Flint. The moft beft receipt in the world : why, that, 
man, was on^ of my motives : wives, you know, are al- 
lowed to make very good nurfes, 

Poul. That, indeed — 

Flint. Ay ; and then they are always at hand ; and, bc^ 
fides, they don't coft one a farthing. 

Poul. True, true. Why, you look very jolly, and 
frefh ; does not he ? 

jilL Exceedingly. 

Poul. Yet he can't be lefs than — ^let me fee ! Wasn't 
you under old Syntax at Wells ? 

Flint. He died the year I left fchool. 

Poul. That muft be a good forty years fince. 

Flint. Come fheep-fhearing next. 

Poul. Then, Squire, you are hard upon fixty. 

Flint. Not far away, Mr Poultice. 

Poul. And Mifs Linnet — ^fixteen : you are a bold man ! 
Not but there are inftances, where men have furvived 
many years fuch difproportionate marriages as thefe. 

Flint. Surviv'd ! and why fliould they not ? 

Poul But then their ftamina muft beprodigioufly ftrong. 

Flint. Stamina ! 

Poul. Let us fee, Button ! there was Dr Dotage, that 
married the Devonftiire girl ; he had a matter of-^ 

But. No, no ; he dropped off in fix months. 

PouL True, true ; I had forgot. 

Flint. Lord have mercy ! 

But. Indeed, an old matter of mine. Sir Harry O'Tuff, 
is alive, and walks about to this day. 

Flint. Hey ! , 

Poul. But you forget where Sir Harry was born, and 
how foon his lady eloped. 

But, In the honey-moon ; with Captain Pike, of the 
guards : I mind it full well. 

Poul. That, indeed, alters the cafe. 

Flint. Well, but, Billy, you are not ferious in this ? 
you don't think there is any danger of death ? 

But. As to the matter of death, the Do£lor knows better 

than 
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than I, becaufe why, that liies in his way : but I fliall never 
foifget Colonel Crazy, one of the befl cuftomers that ever 
I had ; I never think of him without dropping a tear. 

Flint. Why ? what was the matter with him ? 

But, Married Lady Barbary Bonnie, as it might be a-^ 
bout midnight on Monday — 

Flint. WeU ? 

But. But never more faw the fweet face of the fun. 

Flint. What ! did he die ? 

But. Within an hour after throwing the Hocking. 

Flint. Good Lord ! that was dreadful indeed ! Of what 
age might he be ! ^ 

But. About your time of life. 

Flint. That is vaftly alarming. Lord blefs me, Bill, I 
am all of a tremble ! 

But. Ay, truly, it behoves your Honour to confider 
what you are about. 

Flint. True. 

But, Then, what a world of money muft go ! running 
forwards and backwards to town, and jaunting to fee all 
the fine fights in the place — 

Flint. I fha'n't take her to many of them : perhaps I 
may Ihew her the Parliament-houfe, the plays, and Boodles, 
and bedlam, and my Lord Mayor, and the lions. 

But. And then the vaft heap of fine cloaths you muft 
make— • 

Flint. What occafion for that ? 

But. As you ar'n't known, there is no doing without ; be- 
caufe why, every body paffes there for what they appears. 

Flint. Right, Billy ; but I believe I have found out a 
way to do that pretty cheap. 

But. Which way may be that ? 

Flint. You have feen the minifter that's come down to 
tack us together — 

But. I have : is he a fine man In the pulpit ? 

Flint. He don't care much to meddle with that ; but he 
is a prodigious patriot, and a great politician to boot. 

But. Indeed? 

Flint. And he has left behind him, at Paris, a choice 
collediion of curious rich cloaths, which he has promis'd 
to fell me a pennorth. 

Poul. Pho ! what Billy talks of are trifles to the evils 
you are to expe& : to have a young girl break in upon all 

your 
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jonr old wajs ; jour afternoon's nap interrupted, imd per-« 
haps not fuffer'd to take your pipe of a night— 

Fiini. No ? 

PouL All jour former friends forbidden jour houfo^-« 

Flifti. The fewer comes in, the lefs will go out : I IhaVt 
be verj forrj for that, 

PouL To make room for her own numerous clan<»«- 

Flint. Not a foul of them ihall enter the doors. 

Poul. A brood of babes at joUr board, whofe £sthers 
ihe herfelf won't find it eafj to name— - 

Fiint. To prerent that^ I'll lock her up in a room. 

PouL The King's Bench will break open the door. 

Fiint. Then I'll turn her out of the houfe. 

PouL Then her debts will throw jou into gaoL 

Flint. Who told you fo? 

PouL A dozen of proftors. 

Flint. Then I will hang m jfelf out of the waj. 

PouL So ihe will become poffelTed of her jointure^ and 
fier creditors foreclofe jour efiate. 

Flint. What a miferable poor toad is a hufband^ whofef 
misfortunes not even death can relieve ! 

But. Think of that. Squire, before it be too late. 

FKnt. Well, but, friends, neighbours, what the deuee 
can I do ? Are jou all of a mind ? 

De Jar. All, all ; dete is no queftion at all. What, a 
garfon of jour antient famille, to take up with a pauvre 
petite burgoife, a ? 

Flint. Does that never happen in France ? 

Be Jar. Never, but when Monfieur de Baron is verj 
great beggar, and de bourgoife has damn'd deal de guinea^ 

PouL That is none of our cafe. 

Flint. No, no. — Mjnheer, do jour people never make 
up fuch matches ? 

Sour-Cr. Never, never : what ! a German' diihonour 
his flock ! Whj, Mefter Flint, fliould Miflrefs Linnet 
bring jou de children for de ten generations to come, they 
could not be chofe de Canons de Strafbourg. 

Flint. No? 

Poul. So, Squire, take it which waj jou will^ what 
dreadful danger jou run I 

Flint. I do. 

PouL Lofs of friends— . 

But. Pipe and afternoon's nap«-» 

Sour^Cr, 
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Sour^Cr. Your famille gone to de dogs — 

Deyar. Your peace of mind to de devil— 

Poul Your health — 

But. Your wealth— i 

PouL Plate, money, and manors*-^ 

jlU. Your— 

Flint. Enough, dear neighbours, enough ! I feel it, t 
feel it too well ! Lord have mercy, what a miferable fcrape 
am I in ! And here too, not an hour ago, it coft me the 
Lord knows what in making her prefents. 

PouL Never mind that ; you had better part with half 
you are worth in the world. 

Ftint. True, true — ^Well then, I'll go and break off all 
matters this minute. 

Poul. The wifeft thing you can do. 

But. The fooner the better. 

Flint. No doubt, no doubt in the— And yet, Button, 
flie is a vaft pretty girl : I fhould be heartily forry to lofe 
her. Dofl think one could not get her on eafier terms 
than on marriage ? 

But. It is but trying, however* 

Flint. To tell truth, Billy, I have always had that in 
my head ; and, at all events, I have thought .of a projeft 
that will.anfwer my purpofe. 

But. Ay, Squire ! what is it ? 

Flint. No matter. — And, do you hear, Billy ? fhould 
I get her confent, if you will take her off my hands, and 
marry her when I begin to grow tired, I'll fettle ten pounds 
a-year upon you, for both your lives. 

But. Without paying the taxes ? 

Plint. That matter we will talk of hereafter. [Exit 4 

Poul. So, fo ! w6 have fettled this bufinefs, however. 

But. No more thoughts of his taking a wife^ 

Poul. He would fooner be tied to a gibbet. But, Billy, 
ftep after him fthey will let you in at Sir Chriftopher 
Cripple's), and bring us, Bill, a faithful account. 

But. I will, 1 will. But where fhall you be ? 

PouL Above, in the Phoenix ; we won't flir out of the 
houfe. But be very exaft ! 

But. Never fear. {^Exeunt. 

Vol. II. G g A Chamber 
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A Chamber, 

Mifs Linnet ahne, 

Mifs Lin. Heigh-ho ! what a facrificc am I going ta 
make ! but it is the will of thofe who have a right to all 
my obedience ; and to that I will fubmit. — \Loud knocks 
ing at the door\ Blefs me ! who can that be at this time 
of night ? — Our friends maj err ; and projefts, the moft 
prodentiallj pointed, may mif» of their aim : but age and 
experience demand refpeft and attention^and the undoubted 
kindnefs of our parents' defigns claims, on our part, at 
leaft a grateful and ready compliance. 

Enter Nancy. 

Mifs Lin. Nancy, who was that at the door ? 

Nancy. Mr Flint, Mifs, begs the favour of fpeaking 
five words to you. 

Mifs Lin. I was in hopes to have had this night at leaft 
to nyfelf. — Where is my mother ? 

Nancy. In the next room, with Lady Cathari&e, con- 
fulting about your cloaths for the morning; 

M^s Lin. He is here. — Very well ; you may go. 

[£;v«r Nancy. 

Enter Rint. 

Flint. She is alone, as I wiflicd — Mifs, I beg pardon 
for intruding at this time of night : but— ^ 

Mifs Lin. Sir ! 

Flint. You can't wonder that I defire to enjoy your good 
company every minute I can. 

Mifs Lin. Thofe minutes a fliort fpace will place, Mf 
Flint, in your power ; if till then you had permitted me 

^'^ — 

Flint. Right. But, to fay truth, I wanted to have a 

little ferus talk with you of how and about it. I think, 

Mifs, you agree, if we marry, to go off to the country di- 

reftly. 

Mifs Lin. If we marry ? is it then a matter of doubt ? 

Flint. Why, I will tell you, Mifs : with regard to my- 
felf, you know, I am one of the moft ancienteft families 
in all the country round — 

Mifs Lin* Without doubt. 

Flint. 
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Flint, And as to money and lands, in thefe parts, I be- 
lieve, few people can match me. 

Mifs Lin* Perhaps not. 

Flint. And as to yourfelf (I don't fpeak in a difparag- 
ing way), your friends are low folks, and your fortune juft 
nothing at all. 

Mi/s Lin* True, Sir : but this is no new difcovery ; 
you have known this — 

- Flint. Hear me out. Now, as I bring all thefe good 
things on my fide, and you have nothing to give me in re- 
turn but your love, I ought to be pretty fure of the pof- 
feffion of that. 

Miff Lin. I hope the properly difcharging all the duties 
of that condition, which I am fhortly to owe to your fa^ 
vour, will give you convincing proofs of my gratitude. 

Fl:nt, Your gratitude, Mifs I but we talk of your love J 
and of that I muil have plain and pofitive proo&. 

Mifs Lin. Proofs ! of what kind ? 

Flint. To Ileal away direftly with me to my lodgings — 

Mifs Lin. Your lodgings ! 

Flint. There pafs the night ; and in the morning, the 
very minute we rife, we w3l march away to the abbey, 

Mifs Lin. Sir \ 

Flint. In fliort, Mifs, I muft have this token of your 
love, or hot a fyllable more of the marriage. 

Mifs Lin. Give me patience I 

Flint. Come, Mifs ! we have not a moment to lofe ; 
the coaft is clear : fliould fomebody come, you will put it 
out of my power to do what I defign. 

Mifs Lin. Power ? Hands off, Mr Flint I Power ? I 
promife you. Sir, you fliall never have me in your power ! 

Flint. Hear, Mifs ! 

Mifs Lin. Defpicable wretch ! From what part of my 
charader could your vanity derive a hope that I would 
fubmit to your infamous purpofe ? 

Flint, Don't be in a — 

Mifs Lin. To put principle out of the queftion, not a 
creature that had the leaft tinfture of pride could fall a . 
viftim to fuch a contemptible— 

Flint. Why, but, Mifs— 

Mifs Lin. It is true, in compliance with the eameft rc- 
queil of my friends, 1 had confented to facrifice my peace 

to 
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to their pleafure ; and, though relu£lant, would have giveu 
you my hand. 

Flint. Vaftly weU ! 

Mifs Lin* What motive, but obedience to them, could 
I have had in forming an union with you ? Did you pre- 
fume I was flruck with your perfonal merit, or think the 
fordidnefs of your mind and manners would tempt me ? 

Flint. Really, Mifs, this is carrying — 

Mifs Lin. You have wealth, I confefs ; but where could 
have been the advantage to me ? As a reward for becoming 
your drudge, I might perhaps have received a fcanty fubr 
fiftence ; for I could hardly fuppofe you would grant the 
free ufe of that to your wife, which your meannefs had 
denied to yourfelf. 

Flint. So, fo, fo ! By and bye fhe will alarm the whole 
houfe ! 

Mifs Lin. The whole houfe ? the whole town fhall be 
told I Sure, the greateft misfortune that poverty brings 
in its train, is the fubjedling us to the infults of wretches 
like this, who have no other merit than what their riches 
beftow on theni. 

Flint. What a damnable vixen ! 

Mifs Lin. Go, Sir ! leave the houfe ! I am afliamed 
you have had the power to move me ; and never more let 
me be fhocked with your fight ? 

Enter Lady Catharine and Mrs Linnet. 

Lady CatJj. How's aw wi you within ? — Gad's mercy, 
what's the m^ter wi Mefs ? I well hope, Maifter Flint, it 
is nae you wha ha fet her a wailing. 

Mrs Lin. Kitty, my love ! 

Mifs Lin. A modeft proppfal of that gentleman'^ ma- 
king— 

Lady Cath. Of what kind ? 

Mifs Lin. Only this moment to quit mj father and you, 
and take up my lodging with him. 

Lady Cath. To-night ! aw that is quite out of the or- 
der of things ; that is ne'er done, Maifter Flint, till after 
the ceremony of the nuptials is faid. 

Fii?it, No ? then, I can tell your Lady (hip, it will never 
be done. 

Lady Cath. How ! 

Enttr 
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Enter Major Racket, Sir Ghriftopher Cripple, and 
Button. 

Sir Chr. We beg pardon for taking the liberty to come 
in, Mrs Linnet ; but we are afraid fome accident might 
have happened to Mifs. 

Mrs Lin, There has. Sir. 

Rack. Of what kind? 

Mrs Lin. That worthy gentleman, under pretence of 
/riendfliip to us, and honourable views to my daughter, 
has hatched a treacherous defign inevitably to ruin my 
child. 

Sir Chr. What, he ? FUnt ? 

Mrs Lin. Even he. 

Sir Chr. An impudent fon of a — Billy, lead me up^ 
that I may take a peep at the puppy. — ^Your fervant, young 
gentleman ! what, is it true that we hear ? A fweet fwaia 
this, to tempt a virgin to fin ! Why, Old Nick has made 
a miilake here — ^he ufed to be more expert in his angling 
<*,— for what female on earth can be got to catch at this bait ? 

Lady Cath. Baud, baud you. Sir Ghriftopher Cripple ! 
let Maifter flint and I have a ihort conference upon the 
occafion. — ^Ifind, Maifter Flint, you ha made a little mif- 
take ; but marriage will fet aw matters right i' the inftant: 
I fuppofe you perfevere to gang wi JMefs to kirk in the 
morning. 

Flint. No, Madam j nor the evening neither. 

Lady Cath. Mercy a Gad ! what, do you refufe to ratify 
the preliminaries ? » 

Flint. I don't fay that neither. 

Sir Chr. Then name the time in which you will fulfil 
them : a week ? 

Lady Cath. A fortnight ? 

Mrs Lin. A month ? 

Flint. 1 won't be bound to no time. 

Rack. A rafcally evafion of his, to avoid an a^on at 
law. 

Sir Chr. But, perhaps, he may be difappointed in that. 

Lady Cath. Well, but, Maifter Flint, are you willing 
to make Mefs a pecuniary acknowledgment for the da- 
mage ? 

Flint. I have 4one her no damage^ and I'll make no re- 
paration. 

Rack 
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Rack. Twelve honeft men of your country may happen 
to differ in judgment. 

Flint. Let her try, if fhe will. 

Sir Cbr. And I promife you flic flia'n't be to feek for 
the means. 

Lady Catb' If you be nae afraid o' the laws, ha you 
nae fenfe o' fliame ? 

Raci. He fenfe of fliame ? 

Ladf Cath. Gad's wuU, it flia' cum to the proof: yon 
mun ken, gued folk, at Edinburgh, laid winter, I got 
acquainted with Maifter Foote, the play aftor : I wuU 
get him to bring the filthy loon on the ftage — 

Sir Chr- And expofe him to the contempt of the world ; 
he richly deferves it. 

FHnt. Ay, he may write, you may rail, and the people 
may hifs, and what care I ? I have that at home that will 
keep up my fpirits. 

Lady Catb. At hame ? 

Rack. The wretch means his money. 

Flint. And what better friend can any man have ? tell me 
the place where its influence fails ? aik that gentleman how 
he got his cockade. Money ! I know its worth, and there- 
fore can't too carefully keep it : at this very inflant I have 
a proof of its value ; it enables me to laugh at that fquea- 
mifh impertinent girl, and difpife the weak efforts of your 
impotent malice : call me forth to your courts when you 
pleafe ; that will procure me able defenders, and good 
witnefles too, if they are wanted. {Exit. 

Sir (7jr. Now there's a fellow that will never reform ! 

Rack. You had better let him alone ; it is in vain to ex- 
peft juftice or honour from him : what a moft contemptible 
cur is a mifer ! 

Sir (^br. Ten thoufand times worfe than a highwayman: 
that poor devil only pilfers from Peter or Paul, and the 
money is feat te red as foon as received ; but the wretch 
that accumulates for the fake of fecreting, annihilates what 
was intended for the ufe of the world, and is a robber of 
the whole human race. 

Rack. And of himfelf into the bargain. 

But. For all the world like a magpie j he fteals for the 
mere pleafure of hiding. 

Rack. Well obferved, little Bill. 

But. Wiij, he wanted to bring me into his plot j yes ; 

he 
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he made propofals for me to marry Mifs after his purpofe 
was ferved — 

Sir Cbr. How ! 

But. But he was out in his man! let him give his caft 
cloaths to his coachman ; Billy Button can afford a new 
fuit of his own. 

Rack. I don't doubt it at all. 

But. Fellow ! I am almoft refolved never to fet another 
fiitch for him as long as I live. 

Sir Cbr. Right, Button, right. But where is Mifs 
Kitty ? — Come hither, my chicken ! Faith, I am heartily 
glad you are rid of this fcoundrel ; and if fuch a crippled 
old fellow as I was worthy your notice — ^But, hold, Kate ! 
there is another chap I mufl guard you againil — 

Mifs Lin. Another, Sir ! who ? 

Sir Cbr. Why, this gentleman. 

Rack. Me? 

Sir Cbr, Ay, you : come, come. Major, don't think 
you can impofe upon a cunning old fportfman like me. 

RacJk. Upon my foul, Sir Chriflopher, you make me 
blufh. 

Sir Cbr. Oh, you are devilifli modeft, I know I But to 
come to the trial at once : I have fome reafon to believe. 
Major, you are fond of this girl ; and, that her want of 
fortune mayn't plead your excufe, I don't think I can better 
begin my plan of reforming than by a compliment paid to 
her virtue : then, take her, and with her two thoufand 
guineas in hand. 

Mrs Lin. How, Sir ! 

Sir Cbr. And expeft another good fpell, when Monfieur 
le Fevre fcts me free from the gout. 

But. Ple^fe your Worfhip, I'll accept her with half — 

Lady Catb. Gi me leave. Sir Chriflopher, to throw in 
the wedow's mite on the happy occafion : the bride's gar- 
ment, and her dinner, fhall be furnifhed by me. 

Sir Cbr. Cock-a-leeky foup i 

Lady Catb. Sheep's head finged, and haggles in plenty. 

Sir Cbr. Well faid. Lady Catharine. 

Mifs Lin. How, Sir, ihaU I acknowledge this goodnefs ? 

Sir Cbr. By faying nothing about it. — Well, Sir ! we 
wait your anfwer. 

Rack. I think the lady might firft be confulted ; I fliould 
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be forry a frelh profecution ihould follow fo fail on the 
heels of the — 

Sir Cbr. Come, come, no trifling ! your refolution at 
oxice. 

Jtaci. I receire, then^ your oflTer with pleafure. 

Sir Cbr. Mifs ! 

Mi/s Lin, Sir, there is a little account to be firft fettled 
between this gentleman and an old unhappy acquaintance 
of mine. 

Sir Cbr. Who ? 

Mi/s Lin. The Major can guefe — ^the unhappy Mifs 
Prim. 

Sir Cb^. You fee, Major, your old fins are rifing in 
judgment. 

Rack. I believe. Madam, I can fatisfy that. 

Mifs Lin. I fha'n't give you the trouble. — ^But firft, let 
me return you all my moft grateful thanks for your kind 
intentions towards me : I know your generous motives, 
and feel their value, I hope, as I ought ^ but might I be 
permitted to chufe, I beg to remain in the ftation I am : 
my little talents have hitherto received the public protect 
tion, nor, whilft I continue to deferve, am I the leaft afraid 
of lofing, my patrons. \^E^eunt. 
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ACT I. 



ACT I. 

A Room. 

£nter Sir Thomas Maxwell and Margaret. 

Sir 7%o. TTTHY, the woman is mad ! thefe curfed news- 
paper patriots have fliatter'd her brains ! 
nothing lefs than a fenator of feven years ilanding can con- 
ceive what fhe means. 

Marg. Whj, Sir Thomas, my converfation is neither 
deficient in order, precifion, or dignity. 

Sir J%o. Dignity ! and what occafion for dignity in the 
common concerns of my houfe ? why the deuce can't you 
converfe like the reft of the world ? If you want money^.^ 
to pay off my bills, you move me for further fupplies ; 
if I turn away a fervant, you condemn me for fo often 
changing my miniftry ; and becaufe I lock tip my daughter, 
to prevent her eloping with the paltry clerk of a pitiful 
trader, it is forfooth an invafion of the Bill of Rights, and 
a mortal ftab to the great charter of liberty. 

Marg. As Serjeant Second'em faid in the debate on the 
com bill, " Then why don't you chufe better ground, 
** brother, and learn to enlarge your bottom a little ? 
** Confider, you muft draw the line of liberty fomewhere ; 
** for if thefe rights belong"— 

Sir Tbo. Mercy on us ! 

Marg, But indeed, my dear brother, you are got quite 
out of your depth : woman, I tell you, is a microcofm, 
and rightly to rule her requires as great talents sts to go- 
vern a ftate. And what fays the aphorifm of Cardinal 
Polignac ? " If you would not have a perfon deceive you, 
** be careful not to let him know you miftruft him ?'* and 
fo of jour daughter. 

Sir 7 ho, Mrs Margaret Maxwell, beftow your advice 
where it is wanted ! Out of my depth ! a likely ftory in- 
deed, that I, who am fixed here in a national triift, ap- 
pointed guardian of the Engliih intereft at the court of 
Madrid, (hoilld not know how to manage a girl ! 

Marg, And pray, Mr Conful, what information will 
your ftation afford you? I don't deny your knowleHge in 

export 
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export and import, , nor doubt your (kill in the diflPerence 
between wet Jind dry goods ; you may weigh with exaftw 
nefs the balance of trade, or e^tplain the true fpirit of a 
treaty of commerce ; the furface, the mere ikimmings of 
the political pot ! 

Sir ^bo. Mighty well f 

Marg. But had you, with me, traced, things to their 
original fource ; had you difcover*d all focial fubordina- 
tion to arife from original compad ; had you read Machi- 
ayel, Montefquieu, Locke, Bacon, Kobbe», Harrington, 
Hume ; had you iludied the political teftaments of Albe- 
roni and Cardinal Richlieu — 
Sir Tio. Mercy on us ! 

Marg. Had you analized the Pragmatic San&ion, and 
the Fam^ly-compaft ; had you toil'd thro' the laborious 
.page of the Vinerian profeffor, or efti mated the prevailing 
manners with the Vicar of Newcaftle ; in a word, had 
yon read Amicus upon taxation, and Inimicus upon repre- 
fentation, you would have known— 
Sir Tbo. What ? 

Marg, That in fpite of the frippery French Salick laws, 
woman is a free agent, a noun fubftantive entity, and, 
when treated with confidence — 

Sir Tho. Why, perhaps, fhe may not abufe it : but 
ftill, my fage filler, it is but a perhaps ; now my method 
is certain, infallible ; by confining her, I can't be deceived. 
Marg. And pray. Sir, what right have you to confine 
her ? look in your PufFendorff" ! tho' born in Spain, flie is 
a native of England ; her birth-right is liberty — a better 
patrimonial eftate than any of your defpotic countries could 
give her. 

Sir 'Tho. Zooks, you would tire the patience of Job ! 
Pray anfwer me this ; is Harriet my daughter ? 

marg. What then ? for that ineftimable bleffing fiie is 
not beholden to you ; nor can you, tho' a father, ^ith rea- 
fon, juftice, or law, take it from her. 

Sir Tho. Why, Margaret, you forget Ivhere you are ! 
This, child, is the town of Madrid ; you are amongft a 
fage, fteady people, who know and revere the natural rights 
of a parent. 

Marg. Natural rights ! Can a right to tyrannize be 
founded in nature ? 

Sir Tho. Look'ee, Margaret ! you are but lofing your 

time ; 
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time ; for utilefs you caii prevail on Count Wall, or the 
prefident of Caftille, to grant jou a Habeas, why Harriet 
fliall ftay where ftie is. 

Marg, Ay, ay, you know where you are ; but^ if 
my niece will take my advice, the juflice that is denied to 
her here, flie will inftantly feek for elfewhere. 

Sir "Tho, Elfewhere ? hark you, fifter ! is it thus yx)tt 
anfwer my purpofe in bringing you hither ? I hoped to 
have my daughter's principles form'd by your prudence ; 
her condudb directed by your experience and wifdom. 

Marg. The preliminary is categorically true. 

Sir '1 bo. Then why don't you abide by the treaty ? 

M'!rg. Yes ; you have given me powerfnl motives. 

Sir Tio. But another word. Madam ; as I don't chufe 
that Harriet fliould imbibe any more of your romantic re- 
publican notions, I fliall take it as a great favour if you 
' would prepare to quit this country with the firfl oportu- 
nity. 

Marg, You need not have remonftrated ; a petition 
would have anfwered your putpofe : I did intend to with- 
draw, and without taking leave ; nor will I refide on a 
fpot where the great charter of my fex is hourly invaded ! 
No, Sir Thomas ; I fliall return to the land of liberty ! 
but there expeft to have your defpotic dealings properly 
and publicly handled. 

Sir Tho. What, you defign to turn author ? 

Marg, There's no occafion for that ; liberty has already 
a champion in one of my fex : the fame pen that has dared 
to fcourge the arbitrary a£lions of fome of our Monarchs, 
fliall do equal juftice to the oppreflive power of parents? 

Sir 7ho. With all my heart. 

Marg. I may, perhaps, be too late to get you into the 
hiHorical text ; but, I promife you, you fliajl be foundly 
fwinged in the marginal note. 

Enter a Servant^ who whifpers to Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. What I now ? 

Serv, This inftant. 

Sir Tho. How did he get in ? 

Serv. By a ladder of ropes, dropt, I fuppofe,' by Mifs 
Harriet from the balcony. 

Sir Tho. That way, I reckon, he thinks to retreat ; but 
I fliall prevent him ! Here, Dick, do you and Ralph run 

into 
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into the ftreet,and front the houfe with a couple of carbines ; 
bid James bring my toledo i and let the reft of the fellows 
*fbllowmj fteps ! 

Marg. Hey-day ! what can be the meaning of this civil 
conmiotion ? 

Sir Tbo. Nothing extraordinary ; only the natural con- 
fequence of fome of your falutary fuggeftions* 

Marg. Mine, Sir Thomas ! 

Sir Tio* Yes, yours, fitter Margaret ! 

Marg. I don't underttand you. 

Sir Tbo. Oh, nothing but Hariet making ufe of her great 
natural charter of liberty, by letting young Invoice, Abra- 
ham Indigo's tlerk, by the means of a ladder of ropes^ into 
lier chamber. 

Marg. I am not furgnzed. 

Sir Tbo. Nor 1 neither. 

Marg. The inftant your fufpicions gave her a guard, I 
told her the a£t was tantamount to an open declaration of 
war^ and fanftified every ttratagem. 

Sir T%o> You did ? mighty well. Madam ! I hope then, 
fcr once, you will approve my proceedings ; the law of 
oations (hall be ttridly obferved ; you fliall fee how a fpy 
ought to be treated, who is caught in the enemy's camp I 

Eater Servant with the toledo* 

Oh, here's my trufty toledo. Come, follow your leader f 

l^Exit with Servants, 

Marg, Ob, Sir, I fliall purfue, and reconnoitre your 

motions ; and tho' no cartel is fettled between you, take 

care how you infringe the Jus gentium. [^Exit Margaret. 

jlnother Chamber. Harriet and Invoice dijcovered. 

Bar. Are you fure you were not obferved ? 

Inv. I believe not. 

Har. Well, Mr Invoice, you cin, I think, now no 
longer doubt of my kindnefs ; tho', let me tell you, you 
are a good deal indebt^ for this early proof of it to my 
father's feverity. 

Inv. I am forry. Madam, an event, fo happy for me, 
fliould proceed from fo unlucky a caufe : but are there no 
hopes that Sir Thomas may be foftened in time ? 

Har. None : he is, both from nature and habft, inflex- 
ibly obftinate. This too is his favourite foible 5 no Ger- 
man 
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xtian baron wfts ever more attached to the genealogical laws 
of alliance than he : marrjr his daughter to a perfon in 
trade ? no ! put his prefent favourite out of th^ queftion^ 
he can never be brought to fubmit to it. 

Inv. Dear Mifs Harriet, then why will you hefitate ? 
there can be no other alternative ; you muft either fubmit 
to marry the Count, or by flight efcape from the— 

Har. No, Mr Invoice, not till the laft neeeiEty drive* 
me. Befides, where can we go? howfubiift? wly> will 



receive us 



;> 



Inv. *^ The world is all before us where to chufe ;^' and, 
as we fly from opprei&on, " Providence our guide." 

Har. The world, Mr Invoice, is but a cold kind of eom- 
mon ; and, as to Providence, let us firft be fure we d&» 
ferve i|:s proteftion. — [^ noi/e without.'^ Blefs me ! don\ 
i hear fome buftle below ? 

Inv. Madam ! 

Har. Hufli ! my father, ^s I live ! J fear, Mr Invoice^ 
you are difcovered. 

Inv. No, furely ! 

Sir 7^0. {without J] Have you fecured all the pofts ? 

SerV' [without, '\ All, Sir. 

Sir Tho. Both t^^ front and the rear ? 

Serv. Both. 

Har. Loft, paft redemption ! 

Sir TCho. Then advance ! now let us unharbour thp 
rafcal ! 

Har. What can we do ? 

Sir 7ho. Come, Madam, open your door» ? 

Ifar. The balcony, quick, Mr Invoice, the balcony ! . 

Str Tho» Unlock, Mrs Minx ! your minion is difcoveredU 

IfihrA couple of fellows ftjuid below, with their piecef 
pointed direftly againft it. 

Sir 'Tlbo. What, then, you will compel us to batter ? 

Har. The whole houfe is furrounded ! how can yoa 
rfcape ? 

Inv. Where will this window condnSt us ? 

Har. To the leads that join our houfe to the chymift's. 

Inv. To the leads ? it is but a ftep ; there is no danger. 

Har. Then inftantly fly ! you have every thing to fear 
from my father. 

Sir Tho- John, fetch the mattock and crow ! 

Jnv. And l(save my Harriet behind me i 

Har^ 
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Har. Secure yourfelf, and abandon me to my fate. 

Inv. No, Msidam, that I will never do ; I'll dare your 
father's utmoft refentment. 

Sir Tho. Where is that rafcal loitering ? 

Uar. Then you ate loft ! 

Inv. Would my Harriet accompany my flight—- 

Har. Can you defire it ? 

Ift'o. I do, I do ; my deareft angel, I do ! By all that's 
facred^ your honour fliall be as fecure with me as in the 
cell of a faint ! 

Har. But charafter, decency, prudence—- 

Inv. The occafion, the danger, all juftify — 

Sir "Tho. Oh, what, you are come at laft. 

Inv. Determine, my life ! You have but a moment-^— 

Har. Should you, Mr Invoice, deceive me — 

Inv. When I do, may my laft hope deceive me ! 

Har. It is a bpld, a dangerous ftep ! 

Inv, Fear nothing, my love I 

[^Mvances to the window ^ and get s out. 

Sir Tio. Drive at the pannel. 

Marg. [without.^ I enter my proteft ! 

Sir Iho. And I will enter the room ! 

Inv. Now leap j all is fafe. 

[Harriet ^ets out at the window^ 
Sir Thomas, adieu ! 

Sir Tbo. Wrench open the lock ! 

Matg. Ay, do, at your peril I 

Sir "Tbo. Down with the door ! 

Marg. Then you fliall all be fwingingly foufed. Pro- 
duce your authority. 

Sir 72>o. Mine ! 

Marg. You have none ; not fo much as the fanftion of 
a general warrant. 

Sir Tho. What, then, I fee I muft do it myfelf : there 
it goes I Pretty law indeed, to lock a man out of his owa 
houfe ! 

Enter Sir Thomas, Margaret, and Servants, 

Now, Mrs. — Heyday! what are become of the parties ? 
vaniflied ? 

M'lrg. Deceived by your fpies I no uncommon thing, 
brother, for a blundering general. 

Sir "Tbo. You are fure you faw him come in ? 

Scrv^ 
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Serv. Certain, Sir Thomas. 

Sir T%o. Then I warrant we will ferret them out.-^ 
Come, lads ! let not a corner efcape you ! 

[^Exeunt Sir Thomas and Servants. 

Mar. I fliall wait on yonr motions, and bring up the 
rear. [Exit. 

Scene changes to the CbymiJVi. 

Enter Invoice a^^ Harriet through thefajb^ 

Inv. Safely landed, however. 

Har. Are you fure you are not purfued ? 

Inv, Not a foul: never fear! they will hardly venture 
this road. 

Har. What a ftep have you induced me to take ! to 
what diftrefs and difficulties have I expofed myfelf ! 

Inii. Baniih your fears, and let us look forward, my 
love. 

Har. Nay, I have gone top fair to retreat. WeD, Sir, 
what, is next to be done ? 

Inv. The Spaniards are naturally generous ; perhaps, 
upon hearing our ftory, the owner of the houfe may lend 
his affiftance. This, I fuppofe, is the laboratory, and this 
door leads to the (hop. ^ 

Devil, [m a bottle.'] Heigh-ho ! 

Har. Who is that ? 

Inv. That ! where ? 

Har. Did not you hear a voice ? 

Inv. None. Fancy, my love ; only your fears* 

Devil. Heigh-ho ! 

Har. There again ! 

Inv. I hear it now.— -Who is there ? '' 

^ Devil. Me. 

Inv. Me ! he fpcaks Englifli ! Who,. and where are 
you ? 

Devil. Here in this bottle ; where I have been cork*d 
up for thefe fix months. 

Inv. Cork'd up in a bottle ! I never heard of fuch a 
thing in my life, unlefs, indeed, in the Hay-market once. 
—Cork'd up in a bottle, d'ye fay ? 

DevU. Ay ; by the mafter of this houfe, a magician. 
Vol. II. I i Inv* ' 



250 THE DEVIL UPON TWO STICKS. 

Inv. A magician ! whj then you are a fpirit, I fuppofe# 

Devil' You arc right ; I am the Devil. • 

Har. Mercy on us ! 

Devil. Don't be terrified, Mifs ! you remember the old 
proverb, " The Devil is not fo black as he is painted.*' 

Inv. Well, but Sir— 

Jbevil. A truce to your queftions, my good Sir, for thcf 
prefent ! — Confider, ramm'd up in this narrow compafs, 
I can't be much at my eafe i now if you will but break the 
bottle before you on the floor — 

Har. For heaven's fake, Mr Invoice, take care what 
you do. 

Devil. Why, my pretty Mifs, what rifque do you run ? 
your affairs can hardly be changed for the worfe. 

Har. That's true, indeed ! 

Devil. Believe me, Mifs, as matters fland, we can be of 
mutual ufc : your lover may deliver me from prifon, and 
I can prevent you both from going into confinement. 

Inv. What fays my Harriet ? Ihall I rely on the gentle- 
man's word ? 

Devil. Do, Madam ! I am a devil of honour. Beiides, 
you have but a little time to confider ; in lefs than five 
minutes, you will have the Conful and adl his cf ew in the 
houfe* 

Inv. Nay, then — ^Pray which is the bottle ? 

Devil. That in the middle, right before you. 

Inv. There it goes ! 

[//]? breaks the bottle ^ and Devil rifes out of it. 
Sunder. 

Har* Oh, what a — 

Devil. I am not furprized, Mifs, that you are ^ little 
Blocked at my figure : I could have aflumed a much more 
agreeable form ; but as we are to be a little better acquainted, 
I thought it beft to quit all difguife and pretence ; there- 
fore, Madam, you fee me juft as I am. 

Har. I am fure, Sir, you are ve — ve — ^very agreeable. 

Devil. Yo — ^yo-^you are pleafed to compliment. Ma- 
dam. — Come, anfwer me fincerely ; am I fuch a being as 
'you expected to fee ? 

Har. Really, Sir, I can hardly fay what I expeded to 
fee. 

Devil. I own it is a puzzling queftion ? at leaft, if the 

world 
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T^orld does us juftice in the contradiftory qualities they are 
pleafed to afford us. 

Inv. You will forgive me, if I don't underftand you, 

DeviL Why, for all their fuperlative epithets, you can- 
not but fee how much men are beholden to us ; by our meaiis 
it is that you n^eafure the extent both of your virtues and 
vices. 

Inv. As how ? 

Devil. As thus : in defcribing your friends, or your 
foes, they are devilijh rich, devilijh poor, devilj/b ugly, 
devili/h handfome 5 now and then, indeed, to vary the mode 
of converfing, you make a little free with pur condition 
and country, as, hellijh dull, damrCd clever, hellijb cold ; 
pfha ! how damrid hot it is ! 

Iwo. True, Sir, but I confider this as a rethorical figure, 
a maimer of fpcaking devifed and praftifed by dulnefs, to 
conceal the lack of ideas, and the want of expref&ons. 

DeviL Partly that, 1 confefs : not l^ut there is fon^e 
truth in the cafe ; for at different time^ we have the power^ 
and do affume the various forms yoi^ affign us. 

Inv. We ! I obferv^you always make ufe of the plural ; 
is that, Sir, by way of diftin6);ion, pr, is ypur fs^noily pretty 
large anS extenfive ? 

Devil. Multitudinous as the fands on the beach, or the 
motes in a fun beam : how the deuce elfe do you think 
we could do all the bufinefs below ? Why, there's fcarce 
an individual amongft yo\i, at leaft of any rank or impor, 
fance, but has five or fix of us in his train. 

Jnv. Indeed ! 

Devil. A little before I got rammed in that phial, I had 
been for fome time on very hard duty in this part of the 
world. 

Inv. Of what kind ? 

DeviL The Daemon pf Power and I had long laid fiege 
to a fubjeft, the man a grandee ; 1 was then a popular fpirit, 
and wore the mafk of a patriot ; at different times, we pof- 
feffed him by turns ; but, in the midft pf a violent ftruggle 
fby which means I got lame on this leg, and obtained the 
nick-name of the Devil upon Sticks), the Daemon of Va- 
nity, a low under-ftrapper amongft us, held over his head 
a circle of gold, with five knobs on the top, and, whew ! 
flew away with our prize in an inftant. 

* Jnv. 
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lav. Under*ilrapper ! what, are there different ranks 
and orders amongft you ? 

Devi/. Without doubt. 

Inv. And pray, Sir — I hope, no ofience ; but I wpuld 
not be wanting in proper refped-«-are you^ when at home, 
of condition ? or how mult I-p- 

Devil, You mean, am I a devil of fafliion, or one of 
the bafe born ? 

Inv, I do. 

Devil. I have no reafon to be aihamed of my family, 

Inv, I don't doubt it. You will forgive xoe, if I makq 
^ miftake : perhaps, my Lord Lucifer. 

DevU. Who ? 

Inv, Lord Lucifer. 

Devil. Lord Lucifer ? how little you know of our folks ! 
Lucifer a Lord ! Why, that's the meaneil rafcal amongfl us, 

Inv. Indeed ! 

Devil. Oh, a paltry «aechanic ! the very genius of job- 
bing ! a mere bull and bear booby ; the patron of lame 
ducks, brokers, and fraudulent bankrupts. 

Inv* You amaze me ! I vow I always, thought him a 
principal agent. 

Devil. He ! Not at all. The fellow, indeed, gtfve him- 
felf fome airs of importance, upon following the camp, and 
having the contradors and commiflaries under his care ; 
but that affair, you know, clofed with the war. 

Inv. What, then, are ^hey now entirely out of his 
hands ? 

Devil. Yes ; quite out of his : he only fuggefted their 
cent, per cent, fqueezings, and prompted the various 
modes of extortion and rapine : but, in his room, they 
have fix or feven daemons a-piece, to diredl the diflipation 
of their ill-gotten wealth. 

Inv. Indeed ! 

Devil. Poor Lucifer, it is all over with him ! if it were 
not for the fluduatipn of India, an occafional lottery, or a 
contCi'ced eledtion, the alley would be empty, and Lucifer 
have as little to do as a pickpocket when the playhoufeai 
are fhut. 

Inv. Perhaps, Sir, then your name may be Belzebub ? 

DeTjil He ? worfe and worfe ! Not a devil that has the 
leaft regard to his charafter would chufe to be ietn in his 
company : befides, it is the moil petulant;^ wafpifli, quar- 

relfome 
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relfome cur — But no wonder ; he is the In^p of chicane, 
^nd protefts the rotten part of the law. 

Inv, Then he, at leaft, has emplqjment enough. 

DeviL Yes, during the term, he h^ a good de^l to do: 
lie is the parent of quibbles, the guardian of pettifoggers,^ 
bad bail, and of bailiffs : the fupporter of fl//3w, the fource 
of fliam pleas, the maker and finder of laws, the patron of 
perjury, and a fworn fqe to all trials bj jurj ! Not long 
ago, though, mj gentleman was put to hi^ ihifts. 

Inv. How was that ? 

DeviL The law had laid hold of an old friend of his, 
for being too pofitive as to a matter of fail ; evidence, eva- 
fion, protraftion, pleas, every art was employed to acquit 
him, that the moft confummate Hdll ^ould fuggeft ^ but 
all to no purpofe. 

Inv. That was ftrange^ 

Devil. Beyond all belief ; he could have hang'd a dozen 
innocent people with half (he pains that this paltry perjury 
gave him. 

Inv. How came that about ? 

Devil. Why — I don't know — ^he had unfortunately to 
do with an pbilinate magiftr^te, who bears a mortal hatred 
to rogues, and whofe fagacity could not be deceived. But, 
however, tho' he was not able to fave his friend from the 
fhame of convidion (a trifle, which he indeed but little re- 
garded), yet he had the addrefs to eyade^ or at leaft de- 
fer the ^me of his punifhment. 

Inv. By what means ? 

Demi. By finding a flaw. 

Inv. A flaw ! what's a flaw ? 

Devil. A legal looprhole, that the lawyers leave open 
for a rogue now and then to creep through, that the game 
mayn't be wholly deftroy'd. 

Inv. Provident fportfmen ! Would it not be too much 
trouble to favour me ,with this particular inftance ? 

Devil. Not at all. Why, Sir, when matters grew def- 
perate, and the cafe was given over for loft, little Belzy 
ftarts up in the foro^ of an able practitioner, and humbly 
conceived, that his client could not be convi6led upon that 
indictment ; forafmuch as therein he was charged with 
forfwearing himfelf now ; whereas it clearly appeared, by 
the evidence, that he had only forfwom himfelf then : if, 
indeed, he had beea indided generally, for committing 

perjury 
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perjury now and thertj proofs might be produced of any 
perjury that he may have committed ; whereas, by limit- 
ing the point of time to the noWy no proofs could be ad- 
xnitted as to the then : fo that, with fubmifEon, he humbly 
conceived, his client was clearly abfolved, and his charac- 
ter as fair and as fpotlefs as a babe that's juft born, and 
immaculate as a fheet of white paper. 

Inv^ And the objeftion was good ? 

Devil. Fatal ; there was no getting rid of the flaw, 

Inv. And the gentleman — 

Devil, Walks about at his eafe ; not a public place but 
he thrufts his perfon full in your face. 

Inv» That ought not to be ; the contempt of the public, 
that neceflary fupplement to the beft digefted body of laws, 
fliould in thefe cafes be never difpenfed with. 

Devil. In days of yore, when the world was but young, 
that method had merit, and the fenfe of Ihame was a kin4 
of a curb ; but knaves are now fo numerous and wealthy, 
they can keep one another in countenance, and laugh at 
the reft of the world. 

Inv, There may be fomething in that — Well, Sir, I 
have twice been out of my guefs ; will you give me leave to 
hazard a third ! Perhaps you are Belphegor, or Uriel ? 

Devil. Neither. They too are but diminutive devils: 
the firft favours the petty pilfering frauds ; he may be 
traced in t'le double fcore and foap'd pot of the publican, 
the alum and chalk of the baker, in the fophifticated 
mixtures of the brewers of wine and of beer, and in the 
falfe meitfures and weights of them all, 

Inv. And Uriel ? 

Devil. He is the daemon of quacks and of mountebanks ; 
a thriving race all over the world, but their true feat of 
empire is England : there, a Ifaort fword, a tye, and a 
noftrom, a month's advertifing, with a fhower of hand- 
bills, never fail of creating a fortuue. But of this tribe I 
forefee I fhall have occafion to fpeak hereafter. 

Ifiv. Well, but. Sir— 

Devil. Come, Sir, I will put an end to your pain ; for, 
from my appearance, it is impofTible you fliould ever guefs 
at my perlbn — Now, Mifa, what think you of Cupid ? 

JIar. You ? you Cupid ? you the gay god of love ? 

Devil. Yes ; me, me, Mifs ! — What, I fuppofe jou ex- 
pcfted the quiver at my buck, and the bow in my hand j 

the 
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the purple pinionsy and filletted forehead, with the bloom- 
ing graces of youth and of beauty. 

Har, Why, I caiTt but fay the poets had taught me to 
expedl charms—- 

Devil, That never exifted but in the fire of their fancj^ ; 
all fiction and phrenzy ! 

Inv, Then, perhaps. Sir, thefe creative gentlemen may 
err as much in your office, as it is clear they have miftaken 
your perfon. 

DeviL Why, their notions of me are but narrow. It 
is true, I do a little bufinefs in the amorous way ; but my 
dealings are of a different kind to thofe they defcribe. — My 
province lies in forming conjunAions abfurd and prepofte- 
rous : it is I that couple boys and beldames, girls and grey-^ 
beftrds,together ; and when you fee a man of fafhion lock'd 
in legitimate wedlock with the ftale leavings of half the fel- 
lowsin town, or a lady of fortune fetting out for Edinburgh 
in a poft-chaife with her footman, you may always fet it 
down as fome of my handy work. But this is but ah in- 
confiderable branch of my bufinefs. 

Inv. Indeed \ 

Devil. The feveral arts of the drama, dancing, mufic, 
and painting, owe their exiftence td me : I am the father of 
falhions, the invdntor of quints^ trente^ quarantCy and ha- 
zard ? the guardian of gamefters, the genius of gluttony, 
and the audior, protedor, and patron of licentioufnefs, 
le^dnefs, Und luxury. 

Inv. Your department is large. 

Devil. One time or other I may give you a more minute 
account of thefe matters ; at prefent We have not a moment 
to lofe : fhould my tyifant return, I muft expedl to be a- 
gain cork'd up in a bottle. [KnockingJ^ And hark ! it is 
the Conful that knocks at the door ; therefore be quick ! 
how can I ferve you ? 

In^. You are no flranger. Sir, to our diftrefs : Here, 
we are unprote&ed and friendlefs j could your art convey 
us to the place of our birth— > 

Devil. To England ? 

Inv. If you pleafe- 

Devil. Without danger, and with great expedition.— 
Come to this window and lay hold of my cloak. — I have 
often refided in England : at prefent, indeed, there are but 
few of our family there 5 every fevcnth year, we have a 

general 
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general difpenfation for refidence ; for at that time the in- 
habitants themfelves can play the deiiil without oar laid or 
afliftance.— Off we go ! iUck faft to jour hold ! 

[Thundery Exeunt* 



ACT 11. 

A Jlreet in London* 

Enter Devil, Invoice, and Harriet. 

D/t^//. Vf7ELL, my good friends, I hope you are not 
▼^ difpleafed with your journey. 

Inv. We had no time to be tired. 

Kar. No vehicle was ever fo eafy. 

BeviL Then by you mortals what injuftice is done iw, 
when every crazy, creaking, jolting, jumbling coach, is 
called the devil of a carriage. 

Inv» Very true. 

Devil. Oh, amongft you we are horridly ufed— Well, 
Sir, you now fee I am a devil of honour, and have punc- 
tually obeyed your commands : but I flia'n't limit my gra- 
titude to a literal compliance with our compaft j is there 
any thing elfe for your fervice ? 

Inv. Were I not afraid to trefpafs too much on your 
time — 

BeviL A truce to your compliments ! Though they are 
the common change of the world, we know of what bafe 
metal the coin is compofed, and have cried down the cur- 
rency : fpeak your wiflies at once. 

Inv, England, Sir, is our country, it is true ; but Mifs 
Maxwell being born abroad, and my leaving it young, 
have made us both as much flrangers to its manners and 
cuftoms, as if you had fet us down at Ifpahan or Delhi : 
give us, then, fome little knowledge of the people with 
whom we are to live. 

Devil That talk, young gentleman, is too much even 
Tor the Devil h imfelf ! Where liberty reigns, and property is 
pretty equally fpread, independence and pride will give each 
individual a peculiar and feparate charafter ; when clafled 
in profeffions, indeed, they then wear fome Angular marks 

that 
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that diftinguifli them from the reft of their race ; thefe it 
may be neceffarj for you to know. 

Inv. You will highly oblige me. 

Devil. And at the fame time that I am (hewing you per- 
fons, I will give you fome little light into things. Health 
and property, you faiow, are the two important objefts of 
human attention : you fhall firft fee their date and fitua- 
tion in London. 

Inv, You mean the praftice of phyfic and law ? 
^ Devil. I do. And as to the firft, you will find it, in fome 
of the profeflbrs, a fcience, noble, falutary, and liberal ; 
in others, a trade, as mean a» it is mercenary ; a contenip- 
tible combination of dunces, nurfes, and apothecaries : but 
you have now a lucky opportunity of knowing more in an 
hour of the great improvements in this branch of civil f6- 
ciety, than, by any other means, feven years could have 
taught you. 

Inv. Explain, if you pleafe. 

Devil. The fpirit of difcord prevails : the republic of 
tied periwigs, like the Romans of old, have turned their 
arms from the reft of mankind, to draw their fliort fwords 
on themfelves. , 

Inv. But how came this about. 

Devil. To carry on the metaphor, you muft know, in 
this great town, there are two corps of thefe troops, e- 
qually numerous, and equally formidable : the firft, it is 
true, are difciplined, and fight under a general, whom 
they chriften a Prefident : The fecond contains the huflars, 
and pandours of phyfic ; they rarely attack a patient to- 
gether ; not but the latter fingle-handed can do good ex<k 
ecution. 

Inv. But their caufe of contention ? 

Devil. Pride. The light troops are jealous of fome ho- 
nouris the others poflefs by prefcription, and though but 
a militia, think they have right to an equal rank with the 
regulars. 

Inv. Why, this In time may ruin their ftate. 

Devil. True ; but that we rauft prevent ; it is our in- 
tereft to make up this breach : already we feel the fatal 
effcfts of their feuds : by negleSing their patients, the 
weekly bills daily decline, and new fubjefts begin to grow 
fcarce in our realms. 

Inv. This does indeed claim your attention. 

Vol. II. K k DevU. 
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Devil, We purpofe to call in the aid of the law ; bleeds 
ing the purfe is as eSedual for damping the fpirit, as openw 
ing a vein for lowering the pulfe : the daeinon of litigation 
has already pofleiTed the licentiates ; I xmift infitfe the fame 
paflion into the prefident ; and I warrant you, in two or 
three terms, with two or three trials, all fides will be 
beartilj tired. But, a-propos ! I fee a brace of apotbe^ 
caries coming this waj ; they feem deep in debate : let 
us liften ; we fliall bed learn from them the prefent pofture 
of — Hn&L, hide ! — ^You iball here too have a proof what 
a Proteus I am. {^Thejt retire » 

Enter Julep and Apozem, with a Utter* 

Jukp. 1 tell you, Apozem, you are but young in the 
buunefs, and don't forefee how much we iball be all hurt 
in the end. 

jlpo%. Wel^, but what can be done, Mr Julep ? Here 
Dr Hellebore writes me word, that they threaten a fiege, 
and are provided with fire-arms : would you have them 
furrender the College at once ? 

Julep* Fire-arms ? If they are mad enough not to know 
that the pen is the doftor's beft pifiol, why, let them pro* 
ceed ! 

Apo%* But are we to ftand quietly by, and fee the very 
feat of the fcience demoliflied and torn ? 

yulep. And with what arms are we to defend it ? where 
are our cannon ? We have mortars indeed, but then they 
are fit to hold nothing but peftles ; and, as to our fmall arms, 
of what ufe can they be in a fiege ? they are made, you 
know, to attack only the rear. 

Apo%. Come, come, Mr Julep, you make too light of 
thefe matters : to have the lawful defcendants from Galen, 
the throne of Efculapius, overturned by a parcel of Goths ! 

Julep. Peace, Apozem, or treat your betters with pro- 
per refpeft ! What, numikiill, do you think all phyficians 
are blockheads, who have not wafhed their hands in the 
Cam or the Ifis ? 

Apo^, Well, but I hope you will allow that a univer- 
fity-dodor — 

Julep. May, for aught you know, be a dunce. Befides, 
fool, what have we to do with degrees ? The doftor that 
dofes bell is the beft doctor for us. You talk of the Col- 
lege ; 
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lege ; tfiere are fome of their names, I am fure, that I 
never defire to fee on my file.. 

j4po%. Indeed ! 

Julep. Indeed ? no, indeed. Why, there's Dr Diet, 
that makes fuch a duft : he had a perfon of fafhion, a par 
tient of mine, under his care t'other day ; as fine a flow 
fever ! I was in hopes of half making my fortune — 

Apo9^. Yes, I love a flow fever. Was it nervous ? 

Julep. Ay ; with a lovely dejeftion of fpirits. 

ApQ'z. That was delightful, indeed ! I look upon the 
nerves and the bile to be the two befl: friends we have to 
our back. — Well, pray, and how did it anfwer ? 

Julep. Not at sdl ; the fcoundrel let him flip througl; 
my hands for a fong ; only a paltry fi^ pounds and a crown. 

Apo%. Shameful ! 

^ulep. Infamous ! and yet, forfooth, he was one of your 
College. Well, now to fliew you the difference in men 5 
but the very week after, Dr Lindus, from Leyden, run 
ine up a bill of thirty odd poimds, for only attending Al» 
derman Soakpot fix days in a furfeit. 

Apo%. Ay, that was doing of bufinefs. 

Julep. Ah ! th^'s a fweet pretty praftitioner, Apozem : 
we muft all do our utmoft to pufli him. 

Apo%. Without dpubt. But, notwithftanding all that 
you fay, Mr Julep, there are fome of the gentlemen of 
the College, that I know — 

Julep. Ah ! as fine fellows as ever fingered a pulfe ; not 
one of the trade will deny it. 

Apo%. But, amonjgft all now, old Nat Nightfliade is the 
man for my money. 

Julep. Yes ; Nat, Nat h^s merit, I own ; but, pox 
take him ! he is fo devilifli quick : to be fure^ he has a 
very prety fluent pen whilft it lafts ; J)ut then he makes 
fuch difpatch, that one l^as hardly time to fend in two 
dozen of draughts. 

Apo%. Yes ; the dodor drives on, to be fure. 

Julep. Drives on ! If I am at all free in the houfe when 
old Nightfliade is fent for, as a preparatory dofe I always 
recommend an attorney. 

Apo%. An attorney ? for what ? 

Julep. To make the patient's will, before he fwallows 
the do&or's prefcription. 

Apo%. That is prudent. 

Julep, 
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'Juleps Yes ; I generally afterwards get the thanks of 
the familj. 

Apo%. What, Mr Julep, for the attorney, or the phy- 
fician ? ha, ha ! 

^ulep. Ha, ha ! you are arch, little Apozem ; quite a 
wag, 1 profefs. 

Apo%. Why, you know, brother Julep, thefc are fub* 
jefts upon which one can hardly be ferious. 

Julep. True, True ; but then you fhould never laugh 
loud in the flreet : we may indulge, indeed, a kind of fim- 
pering fmile to our patients, as we drive by in our cha- 
riots ; but then there is a decency, not to fay dignity, that 
becomes the public demeanour of us who belong to the 
faculty. 

Apo%. True. And yet there are times when one can 
hardly forbear ; why, t'other day now I had like to have 
burft : I was following a funeral into St George's— a fweeC 
pretty burying ; velvet pall, hatband and gloves ; and, 
indeed, the widow wa^ quite handfome in all things ; paid 
my bill the next week, without fconcing oflF fixpence, ^ 
though they overe thought to have lived hs^ppily together 
— ^but, as I was faying, as we Were entering the church, 
who fhould ftand in the porch but Kit Cabbage the tailor, 
with a new pair of breeches under his arm : the fly rogue 
made me a bow, <* Servant, Mr Apozem !" fays he ; 
*' what, you are carrying home your work too, I fee,"— . 
Pid you every hear fuch a dog ? 

Julep, Ay, ay ; let them, let, them — But, is not that 
Dr Squib that is crofGng the way ? 

jipo%. Yes ; you may fee it is Squib by his fhuffle.— * 
What, I fuppofe now he is fcoUring away for the College. 

Julep. Who ? Squib ? how little you know of him ! he 
did not care if all our tribe was tipped into the Thames. 

Apo9i. No ! 

Julep. No. Lord help you ! he is too much taken up 
with the national illnefs, to attend to particular ails ; why, 
he would quit the beft patient in town, to hunt after a po- 
litical fecret ; and would rather have a whifper from a 
great man in the Court of Requefts, than five hundred 
pounds for attending him in a chronical cafe. 

ylpo%. Wonderful I— Who can that dirty boy be that he 
has in his hand ? | 

Julep. One of bis fcouts, I fuppofe.-— We mall fee. 

Re-cntCf 
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Re-enter Devil, as Dr Squib, and Printer* s-Devil. 

Squib. And you are fure this was worked off one of the 
firft? 

Boy. Not a fingle one. Sir, has been fent out as yet. 

Squib. That is daintily done, my dear devil ! Here, 
child, here's fixpence. When your mafter gives you the 
reft, you need not be in hafte to deliver them, but ft^p into 
the firft public-houfe to refrefli you. 

Boy. I fliall. Sir, 

Squib. By that means, I fliall be earlieft to treat two or 
three great men that I know with the fight. 

Boy. No further commands, Sir ? 

Squib. None, child. — But, 4'y^ hear ? If you can at 
any time get me the rough reading of any tart political 
manufcript, before it goes to the prefs, youfliaVt be a lofer. 

Boy. I fliall try. Sir. 

Squib. That's well ! Mind your bufinefs, and go on but 
as you begin, and I forefee your fortune is made : come^ 
who knows but in a little time, if you are a good boy, 
you may get yourfelf committed to Newgate. 

Boy. Ah, Sir, I am afraid I am too ybung. 

Squib. Not at all: I have feen lads in limbo much 
younger than you. Come, don't be faint-hearted ; there 
has many a printer been raifed to the pillory from as flea^ 
der beginnings. 

Boy. That's great comfort, however. Well, Sir, 111 do 
my endeavour. [_Exit. 

Squib. Do, do !-r-What, Apozem ! Julep ! well en- 
countered, my lads ! You are a couple of lucky rogues ! 
Here, here's a treat for a prince \ fuch a print, boys ! juft 
frefli from the plate : feel it ; fo wet you may wring it. 

yukp. And pray, good Do&or, what is the f^bjed ? 

Squib. Subjeft ? Gad take me, a trimmer ! this will 
make fome folks that we know look about them : hey. 
Julep, don't you think this will fting ! 

Julep. I profefs I don't underftand it. 

Squib. No ? Why, zounds, i^ is as plain as a pikeffaff ; 
in your own way too, you blockhead! Can't yaufee? 
Read, read the title, you rogue ! But, perhaps you can't 
without fpeftacles. Let me fee ; ay, " The State Quacks ; 
^^ or Britannia Dying :" You take it ? 

Julep. Very w^ll, 

Squtb. 
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Squib. There jou fee her ftretched along on a pallet ; 
jovL may know £be is Britannia, bj the ibield ai^d fpear 
at the head of her bed. 

jlpoz. Very plain j for all ^he world like the wrong fide 
of a halfpenny ! 

Squib. Well faid, little Apozem ! you have difcemnient, 
I fee. Her difeafe is a lethargy ; you fee how fick fhe is, 
by holding her hand to her head ; don't you fee that ? 

Juiep. I do, I do. 

Squib. Well then, look at that figure there upon her 
left hand. 

Julef. Which ? 

'Squib. Why, he that holds a draught to her mouth. 

Julep. What, the man with the phial ? 

Squtb. Avy he ! he with the phial : that is fuppofed 
to be — \wbifpers.'\ offering her laudanum, to lull her fafter 
afleep. 

Julep. Laudanum ! a noble medicine when adminiflered 
properly : I remember once, in a locked jaw— 

Squib. Damn your lock*d jaw I hold your prating, you 
puppy ! I wifli your jaws were lock'd ! Pox take him, I 
have forgot what I was going ^o — Apozem, where did I 
leave off? 

^pa%. You left off at fafter afleep. 

Squib. True ; I was at fafter afleep. Well then ; you 
fee that thin figure there, with the meager chaps j he with 
the ftraw in his hand. / "" 

Apo%. Very plain. 

Squib. He is fuppofed to be— [wij^^rj.] You take me ? 

Julep. Ay, ay. 

Squib. Who rouzes Britannia, by tickling l^er nofe with 
that ftraw ; flie ftarts, and with a jerk — {_^arting, Jlrikes 
Julep.] I beg pardon ! — and with a jerk knocks the bottle 
of laudanum out of his hand ; and fo, by that there means, 
you fee, Britarinia is delivered from death, 

"Julep. Ay, ay. 

Squib. Hey I you fwallow the fatire ; pretty bitter, I 
think ? 

Julep, I can't fay that I quite underftand — that is— i 



Squib. Not underftand ? then what a fool am I to throw 
away my time on a dunce ! I fliall mifs too the reading a 
new pamphlet in Red-Lyon-fquare j and at fix I muft be 

at 
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at Serjeant's- Inn, to juftify bail for a couple of journey- 
men printers. 

^oz. But, Dr Squiby you feem to have forgot the 
cafe of the College, your brethren. 

Squib. I have no time to attend their trifling fquabbles : 
the nation, the nation, Mr Apozem, engroffes my care. 
The College ! could they but get me a ftyptic to flop the 
bleeding wounds of my — ^it is there, there, that I feel ! 
Oh, Julep, Apozem, 

Could they but caft the water off this land^ 
Purge her grofs humours, purify her blood. 
And give her back her priuine health again, 
I would applaud them to the very echo 
That fliould applaud again ! 

yukp. Indeed, Dr Squib, that 1 believe is out of the 
way of the College. 

Squih, Throw phyfic to the dogs then ! I'll have none o ^t 
But tell me, Apozem, inform me, Julep, 
What fenna, rhubarb, or what purgative drug, 
Can fcour thefc' h ence ? 

You underftand me, lads ! 

Julep. In good truth, not I, Sir. 

Squtb. No ! then fo much the better ! I warrant littte 
Pozy does. — Well, adieu, my brave boys ! for I have not 
an inftant to lofe. Not underftand me, hey? Apozem^ 
you do, you rogue ? — 

What fenna, rhubarb, or — hey — can fcour thefe Sc — 

Egad, I had like to have gone too far ! — ^Well, bye, bye ! 

[^Exit Squibb 

Julep. Why, the poor man feems out of his fenfes. 

Apo%. When he talked of throwing phyfic to the dogs^ 
I confefs I began to fufpeft him. But we ihall be late ; 
we muft attend our fummons, you know. 

Julep. Throw phyfic to the dogs ! I can tell thee, Apo- 
zem, if he does not get cured of thefe fancies and freaks, 
he is more likely to go to the kennel by half. Throw phy- 
fic to the dogs ! an impertinent ignorant puppy ! \Exeuntm 

Re-enter Devil, Invoice, and Harriet. 

Devil. Well, I think chance has thrown a pretty good 
fample into your way. Now, if I could but get one to 
condud jou^— But ftay ! who have we here ? 

Enter 
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Enter Laft, with a pair ofjhoes. • 

Lafl. Pray, good gentleman, can you tell a body which 
15 the ready road to find Warwick-lane ? 

Devil. Warwick-lane, friend ? and prithee what can 
thy errand be there ? 

Lq/l. I am going there to take out a licence to make me 
a doftor, an like your Worfhip. 

Devil, Where do you live ? 

Lqfl, A little way off, in the country. 

Devil. Your name, honeft friend, and your bufinefs ? 

Laft. My name. Mailer, is Laft ; by trade I am a doc- 
tor, and by profeffion a maker of (hoes : I was born to the 
one, and bred up to the other. 

Deitil. Bom ? I don't underftand you. 

Laft. Why, I am a feventh fon, and fo were my father. 

Devil. Oh ! a very clear title. And pray, now, in 
what branch does your ikxll chiefly lie i 

Laft. Ry cafting a water, I cures the jaundarfe ; I taps 
folks for a tenpenny ; and have a choice charm for the 
agar ; and, over and above that, Mafter, I bleeds. 

Devil. Bleeds ? and are your neighbours fo bold as to 
truft you ? 

Laft. Truft me ? ay, Mafter, that they will, fooner 
than narra a man in the country. Mayhap you may know 
Dr Tyth'em, our redor at home. 

Devil. I can't fay that I do. 

Laft. He's the flower of a man in the pulpit. Why, 
t'other day, you muft know, taking a turn in his garden, 
and thinking of nothing at all, down falls the doftor flat 
in a fit of perplexity ; Madam Tyth'em, believing her huf- 
band was dead, direftly fent the fexton for I. 

Devil. An affeftionate wife ! 

Laft. Yes ; they are a main happy couple. Sure as a 
gun, Mafter, when I comed, his face was as black as his 
caffock : but, howfomdever, I took out my launcelot, and 
forthwith opened a large artifice here in one of the juglers : 
the doftor bled like a pig. 

Devil. I dare fay. 

Lajl. But it did the bufinefs, howfomdever ; I compafled 
the job. 

DevU. What, he recovered ? 

La^. Recovered ? Lord help you ! why, but laft Sun- 
day 
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day was fe'ennight — -to be fare, the doftor is given to 
weeze a little — ^becaufe why, he is main opulent, and apt 
to be tifickj — but he compofed . as fweet a difcourfe — I 
flept from begin ing to end. 

Devil, That was compofing, indeed. 

Lafi, Aj, wam't it^ Mafter, for a man that is ftruc- 
ken in years ? 

DeviL bh, a wonderful effort ! 

Lqfi. Well, like your Worfhip^ and> befides all this I 
have been telling yOUj I have a pretty tight hand at a 
tooth. 

DeviL Indeed ! 

Laji. Ay, and I'll fay a bold word, that, in drawing a 
thoufand, I never ftumpt a man in my life : now let your 
Rafperini's, and all your foreign Mounfeers, with their 
fine dainty freeches, fay the like if they can. 

DeviL I defy them. 

Laji, So you may. Then, about a dozen years ago, 
before thefe here Buttons made fuch a noife^ I had fome 
thoughts of occupying for the fmall-pox. 

DeviL Ay ; that would have wound up your bottom at 
once. And> why did not you ? 

Lqfl. Why, I don't know^ Mafter ; the neighbours were 
frightful, and would not confent ; otherwife, by this time^ 
'tis my belief, men, women, and children^ I might have 
occupied twenty thoufand at leaft. 

DeviL Upon my word ! — But, you fay a dozen years^ 
Mr Laft : as you have pradlifed phyfic without permiffion 
fo long, what makes you now think of getting a licence ? 

Lqft. Why, it is all along with 6ne Lotion, a potter- 
carrier, that lives in a little town hard by we ; he is grown 
old and lafcivious, I think, and threatens to prefent me at 
fize, if fo be I praftize any longer. 

DeviL What, I fuppofe you run away with the bufinefs ? 
Lajl. Right, Mafter, you have gueffed the matter at 
once. So I was telling my tale to Sawney McGregor, who 
comes now and then to our town with his pack ; God, he 
advifed me to get made a doftor at once, and fend for a 
diplummy from Scotland. 

DeviL Why, that was the right road, Mr Laft. 

LaJi. True. But my Mr Tyth'em tells me, that I can 

Sret it done for pretty near the fame price here in London : 
o, 1 had rather, d'ye fee, lay out my money at home, than 
Vol. II. L 1 tranfport 
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tranfport it to foreign parts, as wc fay ; becaufe whjr^ 
Maflery I thinks there has too much already gone that road«^ 

Devil. Spoke like an Englifbman ! 

Zq/i. I have a pair of flioes here, to carry home to far-^ 
mer Fallow's fon, that lives with Mr Grogram the mercer, 
hard by here in Ches^fide ; fa I thought I might as well 
do both bufinefles under one. 

Devi/. True. Your way, Mr Laft, lies before you ; 
the fecond ftrcet, you muft turn to the left ; then enter 
the firft greut gates that you fee. 

Zq^. And who mud I aks for ? 

Devi/. Oh, pull out your purfe ; you will find that hint 
fufficient : it is a part of the world where a fee is never 
refufed. 

Lq^. Thank you. Mailer ! You are main kind ; very 
civil indeed I [Go//i^, returns.'] I wifli, Mafter, you had now 
either the agar or jaundarfe ; I would fet you right in a trice. 

Devi/. Thank you^ Mr Laft ; but I am as well as I am. 

JLafi. Or, if fo be you likes to open a vein, or would 
have a tootti or two knocked out of your head, I'll do it 
for nothing. 

Devi/. Not at prefent, I thank you ! when I want, I'll 
call at your houfe in the country. ^Exit Laft.] WeH, my 
young couple, and what fay you now ? 

Ittv. Say, Sir ? that I am more afraid of being fick than 
ever I was in my life. 

Devi/. Pho I you know nothing as yet. But, my time 
draws nigh for poflefEng the Prefident : if I could but get 
feme intelligent perfon to conduft you to the place where 
the licentiates affemble — There feems a fober, fedate look- 
ing lad ; perhaps he may anfwer our purpofe. Hark'e, 
young man ! 

Enter Johnny Macpherfon. 

Macp. What's your wul. Sir ? would you fpear aught 
wi me ? 

Devi/, Though I think I can can give a good guefs, pray 
from Avhat part of the world may you come ? 

Macp. My nartie is Johnny Macpherfon, and I came out 
of the north. 

Devi/. Are you in bufinefs at prefent ? 

Macp. I conna fay that. Sir, nor that I am inteerely 
daftitute neither ; but I fal be unco glad to get a mair 
folid eftaabliihmentr 

i Devi/. 
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Devil, Have you been long in this town ? 

Macp. About a n^enth awa, Sir : J landed fra Leith, 
in the gude fhip the Traquair, Davy Donaldfon maifter, 
and am lodged wi Sawney Sinclair, at the fign o' the ceety 
4jf Glafcow, not far fra the Monumcsit. 

Devil, But you are in employment ? 

Macp, Ay, for fome paart of the day. 

Devil, And to what m^y your profits amount. 

Macp, Ah ! for the mater of that, it is a praty fmart 
Iktle income. 

Devil, Is it a fecret how much ? 

Macp, Not at aw : I get threepence an hour for laming 
Latin to a phyfician in the ceety. 

Devil. The very man that we want — ^Latin ! and, what, 
are you capable ? 

Macp^ Cappable ! Hut awa, mon ! Ken ye, that I was 
heed of the humanity clafs for mair than a twalvemonth ? 
and was offered the chair of the gramatical profeiTorfhip 
in the College, which amunts to a mater of f)xx pounds Bri* 
tifli a-year. 

Devil, That's more than I knew. Can you guefs, Sir, 
where your fcholar is now ? 

Macp* It is na long, Sir, that 1 laft him conning his As 
in prafenti ; after which^ he talked of ganging to meet 
fome friends o' the faculty, ajjoot a fort of a fquabble, 
that he fays is fprang up among them ; he wanted me to 
gang along wi him, as I had gi'n myfel to ftudy madicine 
a little, before I quitted the north. 

Devil, Do you know the public-houfe where they meet ? 

Macp. Yes, yes, unco weel. Sir j it is at the tavern 
the fouth fide of Paul's kirk. 

Devil, Will you take the trouble to conduft this young 
couple thither? they will amply reward you . — You and 
your partner will follow this lad. Fear nothing ! by my 
axt, you are invifible to all but thofip that you defire fhould 
fee you. At the College we fhall rejoin one another j for 
thither the licentiates will lead you. 

Inv, But how IJiall we be able to ^iftinguiih you from 
the reft of the Fellows. 

Devil, By my large wig, and fuperior importance j in 
a .word, you muft look for me in the Prejid^nt, 

Inv, Adieu, [^Exeunt, 

ACT m; 



ACT III. 

Scene A Street. 

Fingerfee, Sligo, Ofafafras, Broadbrim, other BoBori^ 
and Macpherfon difcovered. 

Fing. "V[0 ; I can't help thinking this was by much the 
befl method. If, inde^, they reAife us an 
amicable entrance, we are then juftified in the ufe of cor« 
yofives. 

Sligo, I tell you, Dr Fingerfee — ^I am forry, d*ye fee, 
to differ frona fo old a praftitioner ; but I don't like your 
prefcription at all, at all : for what fignifies a palliativjC 
regiment, with fuch a rotten conftitution ? May I never 
finger a pulfe as long as I live, if you get their voluntary 
confent to go in, unlefs indeed it be by compulfion. 

0/a/, I entirely coincide with my very capable country- 
man, Dr Sligo, d'ye fee ; and do give my advice, in thi^ 
confultation, for putting the whole College under a courfe 
of fteel, without further delay. 

Sligo» I am much obligated to you for your kind compli<- 
ment, Doftor. But, pray, what may your nsime be ? 

O/af, Dr Ofafafras, at your humble fervice. 

S/igo. I am your very obadient alflio ! I have hard tell 
of your name. But what did you mane by my country- 
man ? Pray, Do6lor, of what nation are you ? 

C/af Sir, I have the honour to be a native of Ireland. 

Sligo. Ofafafras ? that's a name of no note ; he is not aMi- 
lefian, I am fure. The family, I fuppofe, came over t'o- 
ther day with Strpngbow, not above feven or eight hundred 
years ago ; or perhaps a defcendant from one of Oliver's 
drummers. — 'Pon my confcience, Dodor, I ihould hardly 
belave you were Irifli. 

0/uJ\ What, Sir, d'ye doubt my veracity ? 

S/zgo. Not at all, my dear Dodor ; it is not for that : 
But, between me and yourfelf, you have lived a long time 
in this town. 

C/af. Like enough. 

S/igo. Ay I and was here a great while before ever I 
faw it. 
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Of of. What of that? 

Sligo. Very well, my dear Doftor : then, putting that 
and t'other together, my potion of the upfhot is, that if fo 
be you are a native of Ireland, upon my confqience, yon. 
muft have been bom there very young* 

Ofaf. Young ? ay, to be fure : why, my foul, \ was 
chriftened there. 

Sligo, Ay ! 

Ofaf. Ay, was I, in the county of Meath. 

Sligo. Oh, that alters the property ; that makes It as 
plear as Fleet-Ditch. I fliould be glad, countryman, of 
your nearer acquaintance* But what little Aim do^or i^ 
that, in his own head of hair ? I don't recoUeft to havc^ 
feen his features before. 

0/af. Nor I, to my knowledge. 

Sligo. Perhaps he may be able to tell me, if I aks him 
himfelf. — ^I am proud to fee you, Dod:or, on this occafion 9 
becaafe why, it becomes every jontleman that is of the fa- 
culty — .that is, that is not of their faculty ; you underilaad 
me — ^to look about him and flir. 

Macp. Oh, by my troth, you are right. Sir : the lee- 
miting of phjriic aw to ain hoofe, caw it a College, or by 
what denomination you wull, it is at b^ft but eilaabliihinji; 
a fort of monopoly. 

Sligo. 'Pon my confcience, that is a fine obfervation— — . 
By the twift of your tongue, Doftor (no offence), I ihoul4 
be apt to guefs that you might be a foreigner born ? 

Macp. Sir! 

Sligo. From Ruffia, perhaps, or Mufcoyy ? 

Macp. Hut awa, mon ! not at aw : zounds^, I am a 
Breeton. 

Sligo. Then, I fliould fuppofe, Podor^ pretty far to thp 
northward. 

Macp. Ay ; you are right, Sir. 

Sligo. And pray, Doftor, what particular branch of 
pur bu&iefs may have taken up the ;noft of vour time I 

Macp. Botany. 

Sligo. Botany I in what College ? 

Macp. The Univerfity of St Andrew's. 

Ofaf. Pray, Dodor, is not botany a very dry fort of a 
ftudy? 

Sligo. Moil damnably fo in thofe parts^ my do^r Dofior ; 

for 
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for all the knowledge thej have they muft get from dried 
h^rbs, beeaafe the devil of any green that vnllgrow there. 

Afacf. Sir, your information is wrong. , 

SUgo. Come, my dear Dodor, hold your palaver, and 
don't )>e after puffing on us, tSecaafe why, you know in 
your confcience that in your part of the world you get no 
cabbage but thiftles j and thofe you are obliged to rai{e> 
npon hot-beds. 

Afacp. Thifiles ! zounds. Sir, d*ye mean to affront m^? 

SKgJO* That, Dedor, is as you plaafes to taake it. 

Macf. God's life. Sir, I would ha' you to ken, that 
there 19 sarra a mon wi his heed upon his ihoulders that 
dare— 

Fing. Peace, peace, gentlemen \ let us have no civil 
difcprd. Dr Sligo is a lover of pleafantry ; but, I am fure^ 
had no defign Co a£Pront you : a joke, nothing elfe* . 

Maep. A joke ! ah ; I like a joke weel enough ; but I. 
did na underftond the Doctor's gibing and geering : per- 
haps my wut may not be aw together as iharp as the Doc* 
tor's, but I have a fword, Sir«— » 

Blig^. A fword. Sir ! 

Ftng. A fword ! ay, ay ; there is no doubt but yoa 
have both very good ones; but refejrvc them for'.^-Oh ! 
here comes our ambafiador* 

Enter Diachylon. 

Well, Dr Diachylon, what news from the College ? will 
they allow us free ingrefs and egrefs ? 

J)tac. I coiild not get them to fwallow a iinglc demand. 

jiH. No? ' . 

Sligo. Then let u$ drive there, and drench them. 

Dine. I was beard with difdain, and refufed with an air 
of defiance. 

Sligo. TTiere, gentlemen ! I foretold you what wo^ld 
happen at firft. ' 

^11. He did, he did. 

Sligo. Then we have nothing for it, but to force our paf- 
fage at once. 

j^lL By all means ; let us march ! 

Broad. Friend Fingerfee, would our brethren but in- 
cline their ears to me for a minute — 

Fing, Gentlemen, Pr Broadbrim defires to be heard# 

yllL Hear him; hear him ! 

Sligo^ 
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Sligo. Paw, honey, what fignifies hearing ? I long to bo 
doing, my jewel ! 

Fing. But hear Dr Melchifedech Broadbrim, however. 

j^IL Ay, ay ; hear Dr Broadbrim ! 

Broad. Fellow-labourers in the fame vineyard ! ye know 
w«ell how much I ftand inclined to our caufe ; fbrafmuch 
as not one of my brethren can be more zealous than I— . 

jilL True, true, 
, Brsad. But ye wot alfo, that I hold it not meetar.whol* 
fome to ufe a carnal weapon, even for the defence of my- 
felf ; much more unfeemly then muil I deem it to draw 
the fword for the offending of others. 

Sligo. Paw ! brother Dodors, don't let him bother os^ 
with his yea and nay nonfenfe ! 

Broad. Friend Sligo, do not be choleric ; and know^ 
that I am as free to draw my purfe in this caufe, as thoa 
art thy fword : and thou wilt find, at the length, notwith-i 
Handing thy fwaggering, that the firft will do us beft fer- 
▼ice. 

Sligo.^ Well, but— 

jilL Hear him, hear hint ! 

Broad. It is my notion, then, brethren, that we do 
forthwith fend for a finful nian in the fleih^ cdled an at-t 
torney, 

Sligo. An attorney ! 

Broad. Ay, an attorney ; and that We do direft him to 
take out a parchment inftrument, with a feal fixed thereto^ 

Sligo. Paw, pox ! what good can that do ? 

Broad. Don't be too hafty, friend Sligo. — And there- 
with, I fay, let him poffefs the outward tabernacle of the 
vain man, who delighteth to call himfelf Prefident, and 
carry him before the men cloathed in lambikin, who at 
Weftminfter are now fitting in judgement. 

Sligo. Paw ! a law-fuit ! that won't end with aiiir lives. 
— Let us march ! 

Jill. Ay, ay. , 

Sligo. Come, Dr Habakkuk, will you march in the 
front or the rear ? 

Hah. Pardon me, Dodlor ! I cannot attend you. 

Sligo. What, d'ye draw back, when it comes to the puffi ? 

Hab. Not at all ; I would gladly join in putting thefe 
Philillines to flight ! for I abhor them worfe than hogs' 

^puddings. 
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paddings, in which the unclean beaft and the blood are all 
jumbled together. 

S/igo. Pretty food, for all that. 

Hah. But this is Saturday ; and I dare not draw my 
fword on the Sabbath. 

Sligo. Then ftay with your brother Melchifedech ; for, 
though of different religions, you are both of a kidney.-^ 
Come, Doflors ; out with your fworda ! Huzza ! and now 
£>r the Lane ! Huzza ! [Exeunt. 

Manent Broadbrim and Habakkuk. 

Broad. Friend Habakkuk^ thou feeft how headftrong 
tnd wilful thefe men are : but le£ tis ufe difcretion, how- 
ever. Wilt thou ftep to the inn that taketh its name front 
the city of Lincoln ? enquire there for a man, with, a red 
Tag at his back, a fmall black cap on his pate, and a buihel 
of hair on his breaft ? I think they call him a ferjeant. 

Hah. They do. 

Broad. Then, without let or delay, bring him hither^ X 
pray thee. 

Hab. I will about it this inftant. 

Broad. His admonition, perhaps, may prevail. Ufe 
difpatch, I befeech thee, friend Habakkuk. 

Hab. As much as if I was pofting to the Treaftfry, to 
obtain a large fubfcription in a new loan, or a lottery. 

Broad, ^^j, then, friend, I have no reafon to fear 
thee. [^Exeunt* 

T%e College. 

DevU (^as Hellebore, the Prejtdent), Camphire, Calomel 
Secretary, and Pupils, difcovered. 

Sec. The licentiates. Sir, will foon be at hand. 

HeL Let them ! 

CaL^ We will do our duty, however ; and, like the Pa- 
tricians of old, receive with filence tbcfe Vifigoths in the 
fenate. 

Hel I am not, Dr Calomel, of fo pacific a turn : let us 
keep the evil out of doors, if we can ; if not vim vi, repel 
force by force. Barricade the gates I 

&€C. It is done. 

HeL 
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HeL Are the buckets and fire-engine fetched from St 
Dunftan's ? 

Sec. They have been here, Sir, this half-hour. 

Hel. Let twelve apothecaries be placed at thp pump, 
and their apprentices fupply 'em with water ! 

Sec. Yes, Sir. 

HeL But let the engine be play'd by old Jollup, from 
James-ftreet ! Not one of the trade has 8C better hand at 
. diredling a pipe. 

. Sec. Mighty well. Sir. 

Hel. In the time of fiege, every citizen ought in duty 
to ferve.— Having thus, brothers, provided a proper 4^ 
fence, let us coolly proceed to our bufinefs. Is there any 
body here^ io demand a licence to-day ? 

Sec. A praditioner, Mr Prefident, out of the country. 

Hel. Are the cuftomary fees all difcharged ? 

Sec. All, Sir. 

He/. Then let our cenfors, Dr Gbriftopher Camphire^ 
and Dr Corfielius Calomel, introduce the petitioner for 
examination. [_Exeunt Campire and Calomel.] After this 
duty is difpatch'd, we will then read the College and ftu- 
dents a le£lure. 

Enter Camphife and Calomel^ with Laft. 

Za/i. Firft, let me lay down my (hoes. 

[_Tbey advance, with three hows, to the fable ^ 

Hel. Let the candidate be placed on a itpoL What's 
the Dodor's name ? 

Sec. Emanuel Laft, Mr Prefident. 

Hel. Dr Laft, you have petitioned the College, to ob- 
tain a licence for the prajJlice of phyfic ; and though we 
have no doubt of your jgfeat fkill and abilities, yet our 
duty compels us previoufly to aik a few queftions ; What 
academy had the honour to form you ? 

Lafi. Anan I 

HeL We want to know the name of the place where 
you have ftudied the fcience of phyfic, 

Lajl. Dunftable. 

Hel. That's fome German Univerfity ; fo he can never 
belong to the College. 

All. Never j oh, no. 

Hel. Now, Sir, with regard to your phyfiplogical know- 
Vol. IL " Mm ledge. 
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ledge. Bj what means Dr Laft, do you (Jifcover that a 
man is not well ? 

Lajl. Bjr his complaint that he is ill. 

Bel Well replied I no furer prpgnofti^. 

AIL None furer. 

HeL Then, as to recovering a fubje£t that is ill — Can you 
venture to undertake the cure of an ague ? 

Lafi. With arra a man in the country. 

HeL By what means ? 

Laft. By a charm. 

}-UL And pray of what materials may tba|: cl^arni bq 
compofed ? 

Laft. 1 won't tell ; 'tis a fecret. 

HeL Well replied ! the College has no right to pry in^o 

AIL Oh, no ; by no means. 

HeL But now, Dr Laft, to proceed in due form ; are 
you qualified to adminifter remedies to fuch difeafes as be- • 
long to the head ? 

Laft. J believe I may. 

HeL Name fome to the College. 

Laft. The tooth-ache. 

HeL What do you hold the beft method to treat it ? 

Laft. I pulls 'em up by the roots. 

HeL Well replied, brothers I that, without doubt, is a 
radical cure. 

yilL Without doubt. 

HcL Thus far as to the head : proceed we next to the 
middle ! When, Dr Laft, you are called in to a patient 
with a pain in his bowels, what then is your method of 
practice ^ 

Laft. I claps a trencher hot to the part. 

Hel Embrocation ; very well ! But if tjiis applicaticp 
fliould fail, what is the next ftep that you take ? 

Laft. I gi's a vomit and a purge. 

H(}L "^Vell replied ! for it; is plain there is a difagrceable 
gueft in the houfe ; he has opened both doors ; if he will 
go out at neither, it is none of his fault. 

yllL Oh, no ; by no means. 

HeL We have now difpatched the middle and head : 
come we finally to the other extremity, the feet I Are you 
equally ikilful in the diforders incidental to them ? 

Lafl. I "believe I may. 

HrL 
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HeL Name foine. 

Lqfi. I bave!a great vogue all our way for curing of corns* 

HeL What are the means that you ufe ? 

LaJI. I cuts them out. 

HeL Well replied I extirpation : no better method of 
curing can be. Well, brethren, I think we may now, 
^fter this ftri6t and impartial enquiry^ fafely certify^ that 
Dr Laft> from top to toe^ is an able phyfician. 

jilL Very able, very able^ indeed. , 

HeL And every way qualified to proceed in his pradlice. 

^IL Every way qualified. 

HeL You may defcend, Dr Laft* [Laft taJ^es bis feat 
among them J] Secretary, firft read, and then give the Doc- 
tor his licence. 

Sec. \_Reads.'\ " To all whom thefe prefents may come 
greeting. Know ye, that, after a mod ftrid and fevere 
inquifitiouj not only into die great fkill and erudition, but 
the morals of Dr Emanuel Laft^ We are authorifed to 
grant unto the faid Do6ldr full power^ piermiffion, and li- 
cence, to pill^ bolus> lotion; potion, draught,' dofe, drench^ 
purge, bleed, bliftcr, clifter, cup, fcarify^ fyringe, fali- 
vate, couch^ flux^ fweat, diet, dilute^ tap, plafter, and 
poultice^; alLperfons, in all difeafes^ of all ages, conditions, 
and fexes. And we do ftpidily command and enjoin all 
furgeons, apothecaries, with their apprentices, all mid- 
wivesj naale, female^ and nurfes^ at all times^ to be aiding 
and affifting to the faid Dr Emanuel Laft. ' And we do 
further charge all mayors^ juftices, aldertnen^ flieriffs^ 
bailifis, head-boroughs, conftablesj and coroners, not to mo^ 
left or intermeddle with the faid Dofter, if any party whom 
he fliall fo pill, bolus, lotion,- potion, draught,* dofe, drench, 
purge, bleed, blifter^ clifter, cup> fcarify, fyringe, falivate^ 
couch, flux, fweatj diet, dilute^ tap, plafter, and poultice, 
ihould happen to die, but to deem that the faid party died 
a natural death, any thing appearing to the contrary not- 
withftanding. Given under our hands, &c. Hercules 
Hellebore, Cornelius Calomel^ Chriftdpher Camphire." 

Lajl. Then, if i, patient die^ they muft not fay that I 
kill'd him ? 

HeL They fay I Why, how fhould they know, wheii 
it is not one time in twenty that we know it ourfelves ?— * 
Ptoced we now to the ledure ! {fTbey all rife and come for ^ 
ward to the table. "l Brethren, and ftudents, I am going to 

opeii 
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open to you fome notable difcoveries that I have made, re- 
fpeding the fource, or primary caufe, of all diftempers in- 
cident^ to the human machine : And thele^ brethren, I 
attribute to certain animalculse, or pifcatory entities, that 
infinuate themfelves thro' the pores into the blood, and in 
that fluid fport, tofs, and tumble about, like mackarel or 
cod-fifli in the great deep : and to convince you that this 
is not a mere gratis di&um^ an hypothefis only^ I will give 
you demonilrative proof. Bring hither the mierofcope ! 

Enter a Servant with a mierofcope. 

Dr Laft, regard this receiver. Take a peep. 

Lajl. IVhere? 

HeL There. Thofe t\^o yellow drops there were drawn 
from a fubjed aflKfted with the jaundice. — Well, what d*yc 
fee? 

Lajl. Some little creatures like yellow flies, that are 
bopping and fldpping about. 

HeL Right. Thofe yellow flies give the tinge to the 
fldn, and undoubtedly caufe the difeafe : and, now, fet' 
the cure ! I adminifter to every patient the two-and-fiftieth 
part of a fcruple of the ovaria or eggs of the fpider ; thefe 
are thrown by the digeftive powers into the fecretory, there 
feparated from the alimentory, and then precipitated into 
the circulatory ; where finding a proper nidus, or neft, 
they quit their torpid ilate, and vivify, and upon vivifi- 
cation, difcerning the flies, their natural food, they imme- 
diately fall foul of them, extirpate the race out of the 
blood, and reftore the patient to health. 

Lajl. And what becomes of the fpiders ? 

HeL Oh, they die, you know, for Want of nutrition.— 
Then I fend the patient down to Brighthelmftone ; and a 
couple of dips in the fait water wafhes the cobwebs entirely 
out of the blood. Now, gentlemen, with refpeft to the— 

Enter a Servants 

Serv. Sir, Mr Forceps, from the hofpital. 
HeL The hofpital ! is this a time to — 

Enier Forceps. 

Well, Forceps, what's your will ? 

For. To know. Sir, what you would have done with 
the hofpital patients to-day ? 

HeL 
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HeL T*o-daj ! why, what was done yefterday ? 

For. Sir, we bled the weft ward, and jalloped the north. 

Hel, Did ye ? why, then, bleed the north ward, and jal- 
lop the weft to-day. [_Exit Forceps.] Now, I fay, brcdi- 
ren— - 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. The licentiates are drawn up at the gate. 

Hel. Who leads 'em ? 

SerTi. They are led on by Sligo : they demand inftant 
entrance, and threaten to ftorm. 

Hel, Dodors Calomel and Camphire, our two aid-de-« 
camps, furvey their ptefent poftare, and report it to us. 

Without. Huzza ! 

Hel. Bid old Jollup be ready to unmaik the engine at the 
word of conmiand. 

Enter Camphire. 

H^l. Now, Dr Camphire ? 

Camp. The fledge-hammers are come, and they prepare 
to batter in breach. . 

Hel. Let the engine be play'd off at the very firft blow ! 

[^Exit Camphire. 
Without. Huzza! 

Enter' Calomel- 

Hel. Now, Doftor? 

CaL The firft fire has demoliflied Dr Fingerfee's foretop. 

He/. That's well. lExit CalomeL 

Enter Camphire. 
Now, Doftor? 

Camp. The fecond fire has dropped the ftiff buckles of 
Dr Ofafafras. 

Hel. Better and better. [^Exit Camphire^ 

Enter CalomeL 
Now, Doflor? 

Cal. Both the knots of Dr Anodyne's tye are diffolved. 
Hei. Beft of all ! lExii Calomel. 

Enter Camphire. 
Now, Doftor? 

Camp. 
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Camp, As Dr Sligo, with open mouthy drove furioufljr 
oQy he received a fall ftream in his teeth, and is retired 
from the field, dropping wet. 

HeL Then the day's our own. [Exit Camphircrf 

Enter Calomel. 

Now, Doftor? 

CaL All is loft I Dr Sliga, recruited by a bumper of 
Drogheda, is returned with frefh vigour. 

Hel. Let our force be pointed at him. {Exit CalomeL 

Enter Camphire. 

Now, Do^or? 

Camp. The fiege flackens ; Dr Broadbrim, with Ser- 
jeant Demur, are arrived in the camp^ [Exiti 

HeL What can that mean ? 

Enter Calomel. 

Now, Do6lor ? 

CaL Serjeant Demur has thrown this manifefio over the 
gate. [Exiti 

HeL [looking at the parchment,"^ Ha! " Middlefex to 
wit. Jdhn Doe and Richard Roe." It is a challenge to 
meet 'em at Weftminfter-Hall ; then we have breathing-. 
time till the term. 

Enter Laft. 

Now, Doftor ? 

Laft. I haVe forgot my fhoes. [Takes them up, and exit i 



HeL Oh 



Enter Camphire. 

Camp* The licentiates file off towards Fleet-ftreet. 
HeL Follow all, and harafs the rear ! leave not a dry 
thread among them ! Huzza ! [Exeunt, 

Re-enter Devil, Invoice, and Harriet. 

DeviL Well, my young friends, you will now be Na- 
turally led to Weflm — Oh ! 

Inv. Blefs me. Sir, what's the matter ? You change 
colour, and falter. 

. DeviL The magician at Madrid has difcovered my flight, 

and 
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and recalls me by an irrefiftlble fpell : I muft le^ve you, my 
friends ! 

Inv. Forbid it, Fortune ! it is now. Sir, that we moll 
want your aid. 

DeviL He muft, he will be obeyed. Hereafter, per- 
haps, I may rejoin you again. 

Inv. But, Sir, what can we do ? how live ? what plan 
can we fix on for our future fuppo^t ? 

DeviL You are in a country where your talents, with 
a little application, will procure you a provifion. 

Inv, But which way to direft them ? 

Ueitil. There are profitable profeffions that require but 
little ability, 

Inv, Name us one. 

Devii. What think you of the trade with whofe b^dg^ 
I am at pr^fent invefted ? 

Inv. Can you fuppofe. Sir, after what I have feen — 

DeviL Oh, Sir, I don't defign to engage you in any per- 
fonal fervice ; I would only recommend it to you to 1^ 
the vender pf fome of thofe infallible remedies, with which 
our newf papers are cpnftantly crowded ? 

Inv. You know. Sir, I am poffeffed of no fecret. 

DeviL Nor they either : a few fimple waters, dignified 
with titles that catch, no matter how wild and abfurd, 
will effeftually anfwer your purpofe : as, let me fee now I 
Tindure pf Tinder,. Effence of Eggfliell, or Balfam of 
Broomftick. 

Inv. You muft excufe mp. Sir ; I can never fubmit. 

DeviL I think you are rather too fqu^amifli. Wh^t 
fay you, then, to a little fpiritual quackery ? 

Inv. Spiritual? 

DeviL Oh, Sir, there are in this town mountebanks for 
the mind, as well as the body. How fliould you like 
mounting a cart on a common, and becoming a Methodift 
preacher ? 

Inv. Can that fcheme turn to account ? 

DeviL Nothing better : believe me, the abfolute direc- 
tion of the perfons and purfes of a large congregation, 
however low their conditions and callings, is by no means 
a contemptible objed. I, for my own part, can fay, what 
the conqueror of Perfia faid to the Cynic ; " If I was not 
Alexander, I would be Diogenes :" fo, if I wus not the 
Devil, I would chufe to be a Methodift preacher. 

Inv. 
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/no. But then the reftraiat, the forms, I ihall be obliged 
to obferve, 

Devi/. None at all : there is, in the whole catalogue^ 
but one fin jou need be at all fhj of committing. 

Inv. What's that ? 

Devil, Simony. 

Jnv. Simony ! I don't comprehend you. 

Devil, Simony, Sir, is a new kin^ of canon, devifed 
by thefe upflart fanatics, that makes it finful |iot to abufe 
the confidence, and pioufly plunder the little property of 
an indigent man, and his family. 

Inv, A mod noble piece of cafuiftical cookery, and ex- 
ceeds even the fons of Ignatius ! But this honour I muft 
beg to decline. 

Devii, What think you then of trying the ftage ? You 
are a couple of good theatrical figures ; but how are your 
talents ? pan you fing ? 

Istv, I can't boaft of much ikill, Sir ^ but Mi& Harriet 
got great reputation in Spain. 

Har, 0\ Mr Invoice ! My father. Sir, as we feldom 
If ent out, eftabliflied a domeilic kind of drama, and made 
us perform fome Iktle mufical pieces, that, were occafion- 
ally fent us from England. 

Devil, Come, Sir, will you give us a taile of your — juft 
a fliort — te ti te tor, [^Sings q, Jfhort preludio, 

Inv, I muft beg to be excufed, Sir ; I have not a mufi- 
cal note in my voice, that can pleafe jou. 

Devil, No ? Why, then, I believe we muft trouble the 
lady : pome, Mifs, I'll charm a band to accompany you. 

[Waves hisjlick, 

[HarrietyT/z^j.] 

Devil, Exceedingly well ! You have nothing to do now, 
but to offer yourfelves to one of the houfes. 

Inv, And which, Sir, would you recommend ? 

Devil, Take your choice ; for I can ferve you in neither. 

I71V. No ? I thought. Sir, you told me juft now, that 
the feveral arts of the drama were under your direftion. 

Devil, So they were formerly ; but now they afe direc- 
ted by the genius of Infipidity : he has entered into partner- 
fliip with the managers of both houfes, and they have fet 
iij) a kind of circubting library, for the vending of dialogue 

novch'. 
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novels. /I dare n6t go near the new houfe, for the demon 
of Pow^r, who gave me this lamenefs, has poffeffed the 
pates, and fown difcord among the mock monarchs there ; 
amf what one receives, the other rejcfts. And as to th e 
other houfe, the manager has great merit himfelf, with 
ikill to difcern, and candour to allow it in others ; but I 
can be of no ufe in making jour bargain, for in that he 
would be too manj for thd cunningeft devil amongfl us. 

Inv, I have heard of anew plaj-houfe in the Haymarket, 

Devil. What, Foote's ? Oh, that's an eccentric, narrow 
cftablifliment ; a mere fummer fly ! He ! But, however^ 
it may do for a ctiup d*ej/hi^ and prove no bad foundation 
for a future engagement. 

Inv. Then we will try hlm^ if yoii pleafe. 

Devil; By all means : and you may do it this inftant ; 
he opens to-night, and will be glad of your afliftance.-^i 
I'll drop you doWn at the door ; and muft then take my 
leave for fome time. Allons ! but don't tremble ; you 
have nothing to fear : the public will treat you with kind* 
tiefs ; at leaft, if they fliew but half the indulgence to you 
that they have upon all occafions ihewn to that manager. 

[Exeunt omnesi 
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rHOLOGUR 

spoken by Mr Foote, at the Theatre Royal, Dublin, Nov. j{9. ijjje 

UPWARDS of twenty years are fled and wafted 
Since in this fpot your favour firft I tafted. 
Urg'd by your fmiles thro' various realms to roam. 
The Mufe now brings her motely cargo home ^ 
For frugal Nature, with an equal hand^ 
Beftows peculiar gifts to ev^ry land. 
To France (he gave her rapid repartee, 
Bow^ and l^ns mots^ fibs, fafliions, flattery. 
Shrugs, grins, grimace, and fportive gaiety ; 
Arm'd with the whole artillery of love, 
X.atium's foft fons pofTefs the powers to move : 
Humour, the foremoft of the feftive crew. 
Source of the comic fcene, (h? gave to you ; 
Humour, with arched brow, and leering eye. 
Shrewd, folemn, fneering, fubtile, flow and Oy } 
Serious herfelf, yet laughter ftill provoking. 
By teafing, tickling, jeering, gibing, joking : 
Impartial gift, that owns nor rank nor birth I 
'Tis theirs who rule the realm, or till the earth y 
Theirs who in fenates wage the wordy war. 
And theirs whofe humble lot conduds the car : 
If aught deriv'd from her adorns my ftrain. 
You gave, atleaft difcover^d firft, the vein^ 
Should wide experience, or maturing age. 
Have brought or mirth or moral to the ftag^. 
To you, the patrons of the wilder fong. 
The charter notes in juftice muft belong ; 
But fhould infirmities with time confpire 
My force to weaken, or abate my fire, 
licfs entertainment may arife to you. 
But to myfelf lefs danger will enfue. 
If age contrads my mufcles, (hrills my tone. 
No man will claim thofe foibles as his own ; 
Nor, if I halt or hobble thro' the fcene. 
Malice point out what citizen I mean ; 
No foe I fear more than a legal fury, 
tlnlefs I gain this circle for my jury. 
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ACT I. 

A Chamber. 

Enter Lady Oldham and Sir John Oldham. 

Laiy Old. MOT a fyllable more wUl I hear ! 

^ Sir yohn. Nay, but, my dear— 

Lady Oid. I am amazed, Sir John, at your meatinefs ! 
or that you could fubmit to give his paltry propofals fo 
much as a reading ! 

Sir John, Nay, my dear, what would you have had me 
done ? 

Lady Old. Done ? returned them with the contempt {» 

they defer ved. But, come, unfold ! I am calm : reveal 
the pretty projeft your precious head has produced. 

Sir John. Nay, my dear, as to that, my head pro- 
duced — 

Lady Old. Nay, I don't wonder that fliame has tied up 
your tongue ! But, come ; I will fpare the confufion ; and 
tell you what you would fay. Here, Lady Oldham, Sir 
Matthew Mite has juft fent me a letter, modeftly defiring 
that, in return for the ruin he has brought on me and my 
houfe, I would be fo kind as to beflow upon him my darling 
daughter^ the hopes of my — And is it pofSble you can be 
mean enough to think of fuch an alliance ? Will you, Sir 
John, oblige me with an anfwer to a few fliort c[ueilions ? 

Sir John. Without doubt. 

Lady Old. I fuppofe you confider yourfelf as fpruog 
from a family at lead as ancient as any in the county yoa 
live in ? 

Sir yohn. That, I fancy, will not be denied. 

Lady Old. Nor was it, I fancy, difhonourcd by an al- 
liance with mine ? 

Sir John. My Lady, the very reverfe. 

Lady Old. You fucceeded, Qir, to a patrimony, which 
though the liberal and hofpitable fpirit of your predeceffors 
would not fuffer to encreafe, yet their prudence took care 
ihould never be diminilhed ? 

Sir John. True. 

Lady Old. From the public and private virtues of your 

anceftors^ 
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snceftors, the inhabitants of the neighbouring boroi:lgh 
thought their belt and deareft interefts in no hands fo fe- 
cure as in theirs ? 

Sir John. Right. 

Lady Old. Nor till lately were they fo tainted by the 
fafliion of the times, as to adopt the egregious abfurdity. 
That to be faithfully ferved and protected above> it was 
neceflary to be largely bribed and corrupted below ? 

Sir yohn. Why, I can't fay, except now and then a bit 
of venifon, or an annual dinner, they have ever put me 
to any great — 

Lady Old. Indulge me yet a moment. Sir John ! In this 
happy fituation, did the laft year cheerfully clofe ; our 
condition, though not opulent, affluent, and you happy in 
the quiet pofleffioi) of your family honours. 

Sir John. There is no gainfaying of that. 

Lady Old, Now, look at the difmal (hocking reverfe ! 

Sir John. There is but too much reafon in what your 
Ladyfhip fays. 

Jbady Old. And confider, at the fame time, to whom 
you are obliged. 

Sir Johm Why, what could we do ? your Ladyihip 
knows there Was nobody more againA my giving up than 
yourfelf. 

Lady Old. Let me proceed. At this crifis, preceded by 
all the pomp of Afia, Sir Matthew Mite, from the Indies^ 
came thundering amongft us ; and, profufely fcattering 
the fpoils of ruined provinces, corrupted the virtue and 
alienated the afFe6i:ions of all the old friends to the family. 

Sir John. That is nothing but truth. 

Lady Old. Compelled by the fame means to defend thofe 
that were employed in attacking your intereft, y ou have 
been obliged deeply to incumber your fortune ; his fupe- 
rior addrefs has procured a return ; and probably your pe- 
tition will complete the ruin his oppofition began. 

Sir John. Let us hope all for the heft. 

Lady Old. And who can tell, but you may be foon 
forced to part with your patrimony to the very infolent 
worthlefs individual, who has been the author of your 
diftrefs? v 

Sir John. I would foonet perifb, my Lady ! 

Lady Old, Parallel inftances may be produced ; ndr is 
it at all unlikely^ but Sir Matthew, taking a liking to your 

family 
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family manfion, has purfued this very method to compel 
you to fell it. 

Sir John. It is, my dear, to avoid this neceffity that I 
wifh you to give his letter a readings 

Lady Old. Is it poffible, not to mention the meannefs, 
that you can be weak enough to expeft any real fervice 
from that infamous quarter ? 

Sir John. Who can tell, my love, but a confcioufnefs 
of the mifchief he has done us, may have roUfed fome feel- 
ings that— • 

Lady Old* His feelings ! will he liften to a private com- 
plaint, who has been deaf to the cries of a people ? or drop 
a tear for particular diftrefs, who owes his rife to the ruin 
of thoufands ? 

Sir John. Well, Lady Qldham^ I find all -that I fayfig- 
nifies nothing4 — But here comes brother Thomas ; two 
heads are better than one ; let us take his opinion, my 
love. 

Lady Old. What need of any opinion ? the cafe is too 
clear j nor indeed, if there had been a neceffity for con- 
fulting another, fhould I have have thought your brother 
the propereft man to advife with on the occauon; 

Sir John. And why not ? there is not a merchant wholb 
judgment would be fooner^taken. 

Lady Old. Perhaps not, on the value of merchandize^ 
or the goodnefs of a bill of exchange : but there is a nicety^ 
a delicacy, an elevation of fentiment, in this cafe, which 
people who have narrowed their notions with commerce, 
and confidered during the courfe of their lives their inters 
eft alone, will fcarce comprehend* 

Enter Mr Thomas Oldham. 

Tho. So, fitter ! what ! upon your -old topic, I find ? 

Lady Old. Six \ 

Tbo. Some pretty comparifons, I fuppofe, not much to 
the honour of trade. 

Lady Old. Nay, brother, you know I have always al- 
lowed merchants to be a ufeful body of men ; and confi- 
dered commerce, in this country, as a pretty refourc^ 
enough for the younger {hok>ts of a family. 

iTbo. Exceedingly condefcending, indeed ! And jQt, 

fifter, I cQuld produce you fomeinftsices where the younger 

Vol. IL O ihoots 
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ihoots have flouriihed and throve, when the reverend trunk 
has decayed. 

Lady Old. Perhaps, brother Thomas— 

^ho, Najy nay, don't let us revive our ancient difpntes ! 
A- You feem watm ; no mifunderftanding, I hope ? 

5fr 7«&f • No, no ; none in the leaft : you knorw, mjr 
Lady's temper's apt to be lively now and then. 

Tlio. tJtijt fifttr — But, come ! what has occafioned this 
mighty debate ? 

Sir John. You know, brother, how affairs ftand between 
Sir Matthew and us. 

Tio. Well ! 

Sir John. He has fent tts here a kind of a compromife j 
I don't know well what to call it ; a fort of a treaty. 

7%o. That in your hand ? 

Sir John. Yes ; and I can't prevail mi my Lady to give 
it a reading. 

7io. And why not ? 

Lady Old. To what end ? 

TAo. A very natural one ; in order to know the contents. 

Lady Old. Of what importance can they be to us ? 

7io. That the letter will tell you. But fureiy. Lady 
Oldham, you are rather too nice. Give it me ! 

Sir John. Is it your Ladyfhip's pleafure ? 

ftbo. Pfha ! here's a rout, indeed I— One would be apt 
to fufpeft that the packet was peflilential, and came from 
the Archipelago^ inftead of the Indies. Now let us fee 
what this formidable memorial contains ! \opens the letter* 
*' To Sir John Oldham. Sir Matthew Mite having lately 
** feen, at Lady LeV^ant's rout, the eldeft Mifs Oldham, 
** and being ftruck with her perfonal charms, propofes to 
** her father the following treaty." 

Lady Old. A very monarchical addrefs ! 

*Tho. " Imprimis ; Upon a matrimonial union between 
** the young lady and him, all hoflilities and contention 
** fliall ceafe, and Sir John be fuffered to take his feat in 
** fecurity." 

Lady Old. That he will do, without an obligation to 
him. 

^0. Are you, fifter, certain of that ? 

Lady Old. You don't harbour the leaft doubt of our 
merits ? 

TJo. But do they always prevail ? 

Lady Old. 
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Lady Old. There 19 now^ brother Thomas, no danger 
to dread ; the reftraint the popular part of goyernment has 
in this inftance laid on itfelf, at the fame time that it doe^ 
honour to them, diftributes equal juftice to all. 

Ti&o. And are 70U awa^e what the eocpence will be to 
obtain it ? — But, pray, let me proceed !— ^'^ Secondly, as 
^' Sir Matthew i^ bent upon a large territorial acquifition 
** in England, and Sir John Oldham's finances are at pre-p 
** fent a little out of repair. Sir Matthew Mite will make 
'' up the money already advanced in another name, by 
'* way of future mortgage i^pon his eftate, for the entire 
** purcHafe, five lacks of roupees." 

Lady Old. Now, Sir John ! was I right in my guefs ? 

Sir John. Your Ladylbip is never oift. — But, brother 
Thomas, thefe fame lacks — to what may they amount ? 

Tbo, Sixty thoufand, at leaft. 

Sir John. No inconfiderable offer, my Lady. 

Lady Old. Contemptible ! But pray. Sir, proceedp 

^bo. ** Or if it fhould be more agreeable to the parties, 
5^ Sir Matthew will fettle upon Sir John and his Laidy, for 
** their joint lives, a jagghire^'* 

Sir John. A jagghire ? 

"^bo. The term is Indian, and means an annual income. 

Lady Old. What ftrange jargon he deals in ! 

T^bo. His (lile is a little Oriental, 1 mull own \ but moft 
exceedingly clear. 

Lady Old. Yes, to Coffim Ali-Khan, or Mier Jaffeir. 
I hope you are near the conclufion. 

Tho. But two articles more, [reads.'] " And that the 
** principals may have no cares for the younger parts of 
'* their family. Sir Matthew will, at his own expence, 
** tranfport the two young ladies, Mifs Oldham's two 
** fillers, to Madras or Cal$:utta, and there procure them 
*' fifitable hufbands-*' 

Lady Old. Madras, or Calcutta ! 

Yio. Your patience, dear filler I — ." And as for the 
** three boys, they fliall be either made fupercargoes, {hips' 
" hufl)ands, or go out cadets and writers in the Conipany's 
** fervice." 

Lady Old. Why, he treats my children like a parcel of 
convids : Is this their method of fupj>lying their fettle- 
ments ? 

7bo. Tliis, with now and ^hen a little kidnapping, dear 

filler. 
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fiftcr. — Well, Madam, you have now the means of getting 
rid of all your offspring at once : did not I tell you the 
paper was worth your perufal ? You will reply to his wiilh ; 
you can have no doubts, I fuppofe. 

lady Old. Not the leaft, as I will fliew you. [Tears the 
letter.] And, if Sir John has the leaft fpirit or pride, he 
will treat the infolent principal as I do his prppofals. 

7ho, But that method, as things ftand, may not be al- 
together fo faffe. I am forry you were fo hafty in deftroy- 
ing the letter : if I remember rightly, there is mentioa 
made of advancing money in another man's name. 

Zady Old. We have been compelled to borrow, I own j 
but I had no conception that he was -the lender. 

7io. That's done by a common contrivance ; not a 
country lawyer but knows the dodlrine of transfer.— How 
much was the fum ? 

Sir John. Ten thoufand pounds. 

Ibo. And what, Sir John, were the terms ? 

Sir yohn. As I could give no real fecurity, my eftate 
being fettled till my fon John comes of age, I found my- 
felf obliged to comply with all that was alked. 

^ho. A judgment, no doubt. 

Sir John, They divided the fum, and I gave them a 
couple. 

'TlSo. Which will affeft not only your perfon, but per- 
fonal property ; fo they arc both in his power. 

Sir John. Tbo true, I am afraid ! 

"Jho, And you may be fent to a gaol, and your family 
turned into the ftreets, whenever he pleafes. 

Lady Old. How ! Heaven forbid ! 

^Tho. Not the leaft doubt can be made — This is an art- 
ful projeft : no wonder that fo much contrivance and cun- 
fiing has been an overmatch for a plain Englifh gentleman, 
or an innocent Indian. And what is now to be done? Does 
your daughter Sophy know of this letter ? 
• t'ady Old. Sir John p • 

Sir John. It reached my hands not ten minutes ago. 

Tho. I had fome reafon to think, that, had you complied, 
you would not have found her very eager to fecond your 
wifties. 

" Lady Old. I don't know that, brother : young girls are 
eafily caught with titles and fplendour ; magnificence has 
a kind of magic for them. * - 
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TJ©. I have a better opinion of Sophy. You know. 
Lady Oldham, I have often hinted, that my boy was fond 
of his coufin ; and poffibly my niece not totally averfc to 
his wifli ; but you have always flopped me fhort, under a 
notion that the children were too nearly allied* 

Lady Old, Why, brother, don't you think— 

Tho. But that, fifter, was not the right reafon ; you 
could have ealily digefted the coufins^ but the compting-^ 
boufe ftuck in his way: your favourite maxim has been, 
that citizens are a diftind race, a fort of creatures that 
ihould mix with each other. 

Lady Old. Blefs me^ brother, you can^t conceive that 

Tho» Nay, no apology, good Lady Oldham ! perhaps 
you have a higher alliance in view ; and let us now con- 
fider what is to be done. You are totally averfe to thif 
treaty ? 

Lady Old. Can that be a queftlon ? 

7^0. Some little management is necelTary, as to the 
mode of rejedion : as matters now ftand, it would not be 
prudent to exafperate Sir Matthew. 

Lady Old. Let Sir John difcharge the debt due to him at 
once. 

Tbo. But where fliall we get materials ? 

Lady Old. Can that be a difficult talk ? 

Tho. Exceedingly fo, as I apprehend : but few can be 
found to advance fo large a fum on fuch flender fecurity ; 
nor is it to be expeded, indeed^ ucJefs from a friend to re- 
lieve, or a foe to ruin. 

Lady Old. Is it poffible Sir Matthew can have afted from 
fo infernal a motive, to have advanced the money with » 
view of diftreffing us deeper ? 

7%o. Sir Matthew is a profound politician, and will not 
flick at trifles to carry his point. 

Lady Old. With the wealth of the Eaft, we have too 
imported the worft of its vices. What a horrid crew ! 

Tio. Hold, fifter I don't gratify your refentment at the 
expence of your juftice ; a general conclufion from a finglc 
inftance is but indlfferient logic. 

Lady Old, Why, is not this Sir Matthew— 

Tho. Perhaps as bad a fubje£^ as your paiEon can paint 
him : but there are men from the Indies, and many too, 
with whom I have the honour to live, who difpenfe nobly 

and 



S94 THENABOB. 

and with hofpitalitj here, what thej have acquired with 
honour and credit elfewhere ; and^ at the fame time they 
have increafed the dominions and wealth, have added vir- 
tues too to their country. 

Lady Old. Perhaps fo : but what is to be done ? Sap- 
pofe I was to wait on Sir Matthew mjfelf. 

7i&o» If your Ladjibip is fecure of commanding jour 
temper. 

Sir John. Mercy on us, brother Thomas, there's no 
foch thing as trufting to that ! 

Lady Old. You are always very obliging. Sir John { 
if the embafly was to be executed by you—- 

Ibo^ Come, come, to end the difpute, I will undertake 
the commiflion myfeLf. 

Lady Old. You will take care, brother, to msike no 
concedions that will derogate from — 

'1 b9. Your dignity, in my hands, will have nothiog to 
iear. — But fhould not I fee my niece firft ? ihe ought to be 
confultedj, T think* 

Sir John^ By all means. 

5^0. For, if flic approves of the knight, I don't fee any 
thing in the alliance fo much to be dreaded. 

Lady Old. I will fend Sophy to her uncle direftly ; but 
I dciire the ^irl may be left to herfelf ; no undue influence ! 

[^Exit. 

Tho. The caution was needlefs. 

Sir John. Why, really, now, brother, but that my 
lady's too warm, I don't fee any thing fo very unreafon- 
able in this fame paper here that lies fcattered about. But, 
i forget, did he mention any thing of any fortune he was 
to have with the girl ? 

'7ho. Pho ! a paltry confideration, below his concern. 

Sir John. My lady herfelf muft own there is fomething 
generous in that. 

7ho. Will you flay and reprefent the cafe to Sophy 
yourfelf ? 

Sir John. She is here ! 

Enter Sophy. 

Yonr uncle, child, has fomething to fay to you : you know 
he loves you, my dear, and will advlfe you for the beft. 

[Exit. 
Ti&o. Come hither, Sophy, my love ! don't be alarmed. 

I 
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I fuppofc inr lady has opened to jrou, that Sir MatthcW 
has fent a ftrange kind of a romantic letter. 

Sophy. But (he did not feem^ Sir, to fuppofe that it de« 
fcrved much attention. 

^bo. As mattct^s now ftatid^ perhslps more than Ihe 
thinks. But come, my good girl, be explicit : fuppofe 
the affairs of yoUf family fiiould demand a compliance with 
this whimfical letter, fliould you have any reliidance toi 
the union propofed ? 

Sophy, Me, Sir ? I never faw the gentleman hot once 
in my life. 

Tbo> And I don't think that would intereft you mucit 
in his favour. 

Sophy. Sir ! 

TSo. No prepoffeffibtt ? no prior objeft that has attrac- 
ted your notice ? 

Sophy. I hope^ Sir, my behaviour has not occafioncd 
this queftion. 

7 ho. Oh, no, toy dear ; it naturally took its rife from 
the fubjeft. Has your coufin lately been here ? 

S^hy. Sir! 

7^0. Tom Oldham, my fon ? 

Sophy. We generally fee him. Sir, every day. 

Tio. I am glad to hear that : I was afraid fome impro- 
per attachment had drawn him from the city fo often of 
late. 

Sophy. Improper ! I dare fay. Sir, y(m wiH have no- 
thing of that kind to fear from my coufin. 

^ho. I hope not : and yet I have had my fufpicions, I 
own J but not unlikely you can remove *em : children 
rarely make confidants of their fathers. 

Sophy. Sir! 

T%o. Similarity of fentiments, neamefs of blood, and 
the fame feafon of life, perhaps, may have induced him to 
unbofom to you. 

Sophy. Do you fuppofe. Sir, that he would difcover tm 
tne, what he chofe to conceal from fo affe&ionate a father? 

7J0. Nay, prithee^ Sophy, don't be grave ! What, do 
JOB imagine I fliould think his preferring your ear to mine^ 
for a melting paffionate tale, any violent breach of hi. 
duty? 

Sophy. You are merry. Sir. 

Tbo. And who knows but you might repay the commu- 
nication 
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nication with a fimilar ftory ? You blufh, Sophy. 

Sophy. You are really pleafed to be fo very pardcularV 
that I fcarce know what anfwer to make* 

Tio. Come, my good niece, I will perplex you 110 
longer : my fon has concealed nothing from me ; and did 
the completion of your wiihes depend on my approbation 
alone, you would have but .little to fear : but my lady's 
notions are fo very peculiar, you know, and aU her prin-^ 
ciples fo determined and fixed — 

Sophy. The merits of my coufin, which Ihe herfelf is 
not flow to acknowledge, and time, might, I fhould hope^ 
foften my mother. 

Ti&o. Why then, my dear niece, leave it to time^ ia 
mod cafes the ablefl phyfician. But let your partiality 
for Tom be a fecret ! — ^I muft now endeavour to learn 
when I can obtain an audience from Sir Matthew. 

Sophy. An audience from him f 

Tho. Yes, child ; thefe new gentlemen, who from the 
caprice of fortune, and a ftrange chain of events, have ac« 
quired immoderate wealth, and rofe to uncontroled power 
abroad, find it difficult to defcend from their dignity, and 
admit of any equal at home. Adieu, my dear niece ! But 
keep up your fpirits ! I think I forefee an event that will 
produce iome change in our favour^ i^Exeunt4 

Sir Matthew Mite's HalL 

Janus and Conferve difconered. 

Conf. I own the place of a porter, if one can bear the 
confinement — And then. Sir Matthew has the charafter of 
— [/ow tap.'l Ufe no ceremony, Mr Janus ; mind your 
door, I befedch you. 

Jan. No hurry ! keep your feat, Mr Conferve ; it's 
only the tap of a tradefman : I make thofe people ftay till 
they colleft in a body, arid fo let in eight or ten at a time j 
it faves trouble. 

Conf. And how do they brook It ? 

Jan. Oh, wonderfully well, here with us. In my laft 
place, indeed, I thought myfelf bound to be civil ; for as 
all the poor devils could get was good words, it would 
• have been hard to have been fpanng of them. 

Conf. 
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Conf. Very confiderate ! 

Jan. But here we are rich ; and as the fellows don't 
Wait for their money, it is but fair they fhould wait for 
admittance. . 

Conf. Or they would be apt to forget their condition, 

Jan. True. 

Conf. Upon the whole^ thea> you do not regret leaving 
my Lord ? , 

Jan. No ; Lord Levee's place had its fweets, I confefs ; 
perquifites pretty enough : but what could I do ? they 
wanted to give me a rider. 

Conf^ A rider ? .. 

Jan. Yes ; to quarter Monfieur Friflart, my Lady's 
valet de chan^bre, upon me ; fo you know I coiild not but 
in honour refign. 

Conf. No ; there was no bearing to He rid by a French-i 
man ; there was no flaying in after that. 

Jan. It would have been quoted as a precedent againit 
the whole corps. 

Conf. Yes. Pox od 'em ! our mailers are danined fond 
of encroaciiments. Is your prefent duty fevere ? 

Jan. I drudge pretty much at the door ; but that, yoii 
know, is mere bodily labour : but then, my mind is at 
eafe ; not obliged to rack my brain for invention. 

Conf. No? . . • , 

Jan. No ; not near the lying here, as in niy laft place. 

Conf. I fuppofe not, as your mailer is but newly id 
town ; but you muil expe£l that branch to encreafe. 

Jan. When it does, I ihall infift the door be done by a 
deputy. \TlV3o raps. 

Conf Hark ! to your poft ! 

Jan. No ; fit flill ! that is fome aukwafd body out of tha 
city 5 one of our people from Leadenhall-ftreet j perhaps si 
direftor ; I iha'n't flir for him. 

Conf Not for a direftbr ?. I thought he was the coni- 
manding officer, the Great Captain's paptain. 

Jan. No, no ; quite the reverfe j the tables are turned, 
Mr Conferve : in acknowledgment for appointing us their 
fervants abroad^ we are fo obliging as tb make them direc- 
tors at home. . . \A loud rapping^ 

Conf. That rap will roufe you, I think. 

Jun. Let me take a peep at the wicket. Oh, oh ! is it 

you, with a pox to you ? How the deuce came your long 

Vol. II. P p legJ 
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legs to find the way hither ?— *I Ihall be ill no hade ta open 
for yon. 

Conf. Who IS It ? 

Jan. That eternal teazer. Sir Timothy Tallboy. When 
once he gets footing, there is no fuch tbing as keq>ing hinx 
out. 

Conf. What^ you know him then ? 

yan. Yes, rot him, I know him too weQ ! he had like 
to have loft me the beft place I ever had in my life. 

Conf. Howfo? 

yan. Lord Lofty had given orders on no account to ad^ 
mit him. The firft time, he got by me under ^ pretence 
of ftroking Keeper the houfe-dog ; the next, he nickM me 
by defiring only juft leave to fcratch the poll of the parrot, 
foil. Poll, PoU ! I thought the devil was in him if be de- 
ceived me ft third; but he did, notwithftanding. 

Conf. Prithee, Janus, how? 

Jan. By begging to fet his watch ty Tompion^s dock 
in the hall ; I fmoaked his defign, and laid Hold of him 
6ere : [taking hold of his coat."] As fiire as you are alive, 
he made but one leap ffoin the ftairs to the ftudy, and left 
the &irt of his coat in tfty hand ? 

Conf You got rid of hilid then ? 

yan. He made one attempt m6te ; and, for fear ht 
fhould flip by me (for you know he is as thin as a flice of 
beef at Marybone-Gardens), I flapped the door in his face, 
and told him, the dog was mad, the parrot dead, and the 
clock flood 5 and, thank heaven,^ I have never fet eyes on 
him fince. [Knock louder* 

Conf But the door ! 

yan. Time enough. — Yotl had no particular commands, 
Mr Conferve ? 

Conf. Only to let you know that Betfy Robins has a 
rout and fupper on Sunday next. 

yart, Conftant ftill, Mr Conferve,^ I fee. I am afraid 
I can't come to cards ; but fliall be fure to attend the fepaft. 
A nick-nack, I fuppofc ? 

Conf. Yes, yes ; we all contribute, as ufual : the fub- 
ftantials from Aldennto Sirloin's ; Lord Frippery's cook 
finds fricafees and ragouts ; Sir Robert Bumper's butler is 
to fend in the wine ; and I fliall fupply the defer t. 

Jan> There are a brace of birds and a hare, that I crib- 
bed this morning out of a baiket of game. 

Conf. 
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Can/. They will be wdcpme.— .[iTAoci louder.^ But the 
folks grow impatient ! 

yon. They muft flay till I come.-— At the old place, I 
fuppofe ? 

Conf. No ; I had like to have forgot ! Betfy grew ficlf 
of St Paul's, fo I have taken her a honfe amongft the new 
buildings ^ both the air and the company is better. 

Jan. Right- 

Conf. To fay jtruth, the fituation wiw difagreeal^le on 
many accounts. Do you know, though I took car^s^ few 
people {hould behave better at Chriftn^as, that becauTe he 
thought her a citizen, the houfekeeper of Drury-Lane 
Theatre, when his mafter moui^ted, refufed her a fide-box ? 

Jan- No wonder Mifs Betfy was bent upon moving,— 
What is the name of lie r ftjreet ? 

Conf. RebeURow: it was built by a ipeffenger who 
made his market in the year fortyrfive. But ihall Mifs 
Robins fend you a card ? 

yan. No, no ; I fhall eafily find out the place* [Knock* 
Now let us fee ; who have we h^re ? Gads my life, Mrs 
Match'em ! my matter's amorous agent : it is as much as 
jnj place is worth to let her waijt for a minute. 

[Opens tbe door. Exit Confervie* 

Enter Mrs Match'em, fame Treidef^eofle^ who bow low to 
Janus, and Thomas Oldham. 

Match. So, Sir i this is pretty treatment, for a woman 
like me to dangle at your gate, furrounded by a parcel of 
tradefpeople ! 

y^nr. I beg pardon ; but, Madam-r* 

M^itch. Suppofe any of my ladies had chanced to drive 
by ; in a pretty fituation they'd have feen me ! I promife 
you I fhall make my complaints to Sir Matthew. 

yan. I was rjeceiving fome particular commands from 
my mafler. 

Match. I fhall know that from him. Where is he ? let 
him know I mufl fee him diredly j my hands are fofull I 
have not a moment to fpare. 

yan. At that door the groom of the chamber will take 
you in charge ^ I am fure you'll be admitted as foon as an^ 
nounced. 

Match* 
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Match. There is as much difficulty to get a fight of this 
figoior, as of a member whea the Parliament's diflblved ! 

Jan. Sob ! y^hat, you haye brought in your bills ? 
damned punftual, no doubt ! The fteward's room is below. 
-—And, do vou hear ? when you are paid, be fure to fheak 
away without feeing me. 

Jjll ') radef. We hope you have a better opinipn--- 

Jan. Well, well, march ! [Exeunt Trade/men.'] So, 
friend ; what is your bufinefs, pray ? 

^ho. I have a meflage to deliver to Sir Matthew. 

Jan. You have ? and pray what is the purport ? 

J bo. That's for his eat alone. 

Jan. You will find yourfelf miftaken in that. 

""Iho. How? 

Jan. It muft make its way to his, by paflingthro' mine. 

STro. Is that the rule of the houfe ? ^ 

Jan. Ay ; and the beft way to avoid idle and impertU 
neht pratlers. 

^bo. And of that you are to judge ? 

Jan Or I fhould not be fit for my poft. But, you are 
very importunate ; who are you ? I fuppofe a Jew brokcr^i 
Qpme to bring my mafter the price of the docks ? 

V bo. No. 

Jan, Or fome country coufin, perhaps ? 

^Iho, Nor that neither. 

Jan. Or a voter from our borough below ? we never 
admit them but againit an eledion. 

1'ho. yt'll wide of the mark \_^Jide.'\ There is but 

one way of managing here ; I mull: give the Cerberus a 
fop, I perceive — Sir, I have really bufinefs with Sir 
Matthew, of the utmofl importance ; and if you can ob- 
tain me an interview, I fliall think my felf extremely obliged. 

\Gives money, 

Jan. As I fee. Sir, by your manner, that it is a matter 
of moment, we will try what can be done ; but you muft 
v/ait for his levee ; there is no feeing him yet. 

'Jihb. No? 

Jan. He is too bufy at prefent ; the waiter at Almack's 
has juft brought him home his macaroni drefs for the ha- 
zard-table, and is inflruding him to throw the dice with '«t 
grace. 

""Ibo. Then where can I vralt ? 

Jan 
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Jan. If you will ftep into that room, 1 will take care to 
call you in time. [Exit Mr Oldham.] — Looking at the 
)ney'\. A good fenfible fellow ! At firfl fight, how eafilj 
e may be miftaken in men I [Exit^ 
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ACT II. 

jl Chamber. Sir Matthew Mite in his gaming drefs, 
a Waiter attending. 

Jifite. TV/TAIN and chance ? 

lYx i^aiter. Five to nine, pleafe your Honour. 

Mite. I am at all that is fet. How n^uft I proceed? 

JVaiter^ With a tap, as the chances are equal ; then raife 
the box genteelly and gently, with the finger and thumb. 

Mite. Thus? 

Waiter. Exadly, your {lonoun Cinque and quater; 
you're out. 

Mite. What is next to be done ? 

Waiter. Flirt the bones with an air of Indifierence, and 
pay the money that's fet. 

Mite. Will that do? 

Waiter. With a little more experience, your Honour. 

Mite. Theft pafs the box to my neighbour ? 

Waiter. Yes ; or you make a back hand, if you pleafe. 

Mite. Cou'dn't you give me fome general rules ? for 
then, you know, I might praftife in private. 

Waiter, By all means. Seven, Sir, is better nicked by 
a ilamp. 

Mite. So? 

Waiter • Yes. When you want to throw fix and four, 
or two cinques, you mull take the long gallery, and whirl 
the dice to the end of the table. 

Mite. Thus? 

Waiter. Pretty well, pleafe your Honour. When your 
chance is low, as tray, ace, or two deuces, the beft me- 
thod is to dribble out the bones from the box. 

Mite. Will that do ? . 

Waiter. Your Honour comes rapidly on. 

Mite. So that, perhaps, in a couple of months, I fli^l 
be able to tap, flirt, ftarop, dribble, and whirl, with any 
man in the club ? 

Waiter. 
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Waiter. As 3nour Hoi^mr has a genios, yon will make 
a wonderfal progrefs, no doubt : but thefe nice mattery 
are not got ki a moment ^ there muft be parts^ as well as 
pradice, your Honour, 

Mite. What ! parts for the performance of this ? 

Waiter. This ? Why, there'? Sir Chriftopher Clumfy, 
in the whole lofing his fortune (and I believe he was near 
a twelvemonth about it), never once threw, paid, or re- 
ceived, with one atom of grace. 

Mite. He muft have been a dull devil, indeed. 

Waiter. A mere dunce ! got no credit by lofing his 
money ; was ruined without the leaft reputation. 

Mite. Perhaps fo. Well, but, Dick, as to the oaths 
and phrafes that are moft in ufe at the club ? 

JVaiter. I have brought them here in this paper : as 
fbon as your Honour has got them by heart, I will teach 
yon when and in what manner to ufe them. 

Mite, \after looking at the paper ^ How long do yt)i^ 
apprehend before I may be fit to appear at the table ? 

Waiter. In a month or fix weeks. I would advife your 
Honour to begin in the Newmarket week, when the few 
people left do little better than piddle. 

Mite. Right : fo I fball gain confidence againft the club's 
coming to town. 

Enter Servant. 

Seri). Mrs Crociis, from Brompton, your Honour. 

Mite. Has Ihe brought me a bouquet ? 

^erv. Your Honour ? 
^ Mite. Any nofegays, you blockhead ? 

Serv, She has a boy with a bafket. 

Mite, Shew her in ! \Exit Servant. ^ — Well, Dick, you 
will go down to my fteward, and teach him the heft me- 
thod of making a rouleau. And, do you hear ? let him 
give you one for your pains. 

Waiter. Your Honour's obeidient I You'd have me at- 
tend every morning ? 

Mite. Without doubt : it would be madnefs to lofe a 
minute, you know. ]^Exit Waiter. 

Enter Mrs Crocus. 

Well, Mrs Crocus ; let us fee v^'hat you have brought me. 

Your 
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Yonr laft boftrquct was as big as a broom, with a talip 
ftrutting up like a magiftrate's mace ; and, befides^ made 
me look like a devil. 

Crocus. I hope your Honour Could find no fault with the 
flowers ? It is true, the poljanthttfes were a little pinched 
by the eafterly winds ; but for pip, colour, and eye, I 
defy the whole parifli of Fulham to match 'em, 

Mite» Perhaps not ; but it is not the flowers, but the 
xnixture^ I blame. Why, here now, Mrs Crocus, one 
fliould think you were out of your fenfes,; to crazu in this 
clump of jonquils ! 

Crocus, I thought your Honour was fond of their fmefl. 

Mite, Damn their' fmell ! it is their colour I talk o£. 
You know my compilexion has been tiriged by the Eaft, 
and you bring me here a blaze of yellow, that gived me 
the jaundice- Look ! do you fee here, what a finef figure 
I cut ? You might as well have tied me to a bundle vi 
fun-flowers ! 

Crocus. I beg pardon^ ycftir Honour ! 

Mit^. Pardon ! there is no forgiving fa^ults of this kin& 
Juft foyou ferved Harry Heftic ; you ftuck into hisbofoni 
a parcel of hyacinths, though the poor fellow^ facie is B9 
pale as a pfimrofe. 

Crocus. I did not know — - 

Mite. And there, at the opera, the pbor creature fat hi 
his fide-box, looking like one of the figures in &e gla£5«> 
cafes in Weftminfter Abbey j dead and dreft ! 

Crocus, If gentlemen would but give diredions, I woidd 
make it my ftudy to fuit 'em. 

Mite. But tha^ your turfed cfixasfte won^t let you,— . 
Have you any pinks or carnations in bloom ? 

Crocus. They are not iji feafon, your Honour. Lillies 
of the valley — 

Mite. I hate the whole tribe ! What, you want to dre& 
me up like a corpfe ! When fliall you have any rofe-buds? 

Crocus^ The lalter end of the month, pleafe your Ho« 
nour. 

Mite. At that time you may calL 

Crocus. Your Honour has no further commands ? 

Mite. None. You may fend nofegays for my chair- 
men, as ufual. [Exit Mrs Crocus.] Piccard ! Here, take 
that garland away : I believe the woman thought fhe was 

drefiing 
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dreiltng a tnty^pole. Make me •a bouquet with the artifi* 
cial flowers I brought from Milan. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Would jour Honour pleafe to fee Madam Match* 
•cm? 

Mite. Introduce her this inftant. 

Enter Mrs Match'em. 

My dear Match 'em ! Well, what news from Cheapfide ? 

Match. Bad enough ; v^tj near a total defeat. 

Mite. How fo ? you were furnifhed with anoTple mate-f 
rials. 

Match. But not of the right kind, pleafe your Honour^ 
1 have had but little intercourfe with that part of the world : 
my bufinefs has chiefly lain on this fide of the Bar \ and I 
was weak enough to think both cities alike. 

Mite. And arn't they ? 

Match, No two nations can differ fo widely ! Thougii 
money is fuppofed the idol of merchants, their wives don't 
agree in the worfhip. 

Mite. In that article I thought the whole world wa^ 
united. 

Match. No ; they don't know what to do With theif 
money ; a Pantheon fubfcription, or a mafquerade ticket, 
is more negotiable there than a note frpm the bank. 

Mite. What think you of a bracelet, or a well-fancied 
aigret ? 

Match. I fliould think they mufl: make their way. 

Mite. I have fent fome rough diamonds to be polifhed 
in Holland ; when they are returned, I will equip you^ 
Match'em, with fome of thefe toys. 

Match. Toys ? how light he makes of thefe things !— 
Blefs your noble and generous foul ! I believe for a trifle 
more I could have obtained Lady Lurcher laft night. 

Mite. Indeed? 

Match. She has been prefled a good deal to difcharge an 
old fcore, long due to a knight fiom the north ; and play- 
debts, your Honour knows, there is no paying in part : 
fhe feemed deeply diftrefled ; and I really believe another 
hundred would have made up the fum. 

Mite. And how came you not to advance it ? 

Maid' 
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Match. I did not chufe to exceed my commilfion ; your 
Honour knows the bill was only for five. 

Mite. Oh, you fliould have immediately made it up \ 
you know I never ftint myfelf in thefe matters. 

Match. Why, had I been in cafli, I believe I fhduld 
have ventured, your Honour. If your Honour approves, 
I have thought of a projeft that will fave us both a good 
d^al of trouble; 

Mitie. Communicate, good Mrs Match'em ! 

Match. That I may not pefter you with applications 
for every trifle I want, fuppofe you were to depofit a round 
fum in my hands. 

Mite. What, Match'enl, make you my banker fof 
beauty ? Ha, ha, ha ! 

Match. Exaftly, your Honour. Ha, ha^ ha ! 

Mitei, Faithj Matcli'em^ a very good conceit. 

Match. You may depend on my punftuality in payiflg 
your draughts. 

Mite. I don't harbour the leaft doubt of your honour. 

Match. Would you have me proceed in Patty Parringi 
ton's bufinefs ? She is expeded from Bath in a week. 

Mite. And what becomes of her aunt ? 

Match. That Argus is to be left in the counfry; 

Mite. You had better fufpend your operations for a 
while. Do you knowj Mrs Match'cm, that I am a-going 
to be married ? 

Match. Married ? your Honour's pleafed to be pleafant: 
that day I hope never to fee. 

Mite. The treaty wants nothing but her friends ratifi- 
cation ; and I think there is no danger, of their with-hold- 
ing that. 

J^atch^ Nay^ then^ the riiatter is as good as concluded: 
I was always in dread of this fatal ftroke ! 

Mite. But, Match'em, why fhould you be fo averfe to 
the meafure ? 

Match. Can it be thought^ that with dry eyes I could 
bear the lofs of fuch a friend as your Honour ? I don't 
know how it is^ but I am fure I never took fuch a fancy 
to any man in my lifei 

Mite. N^Ljy Match'em ! 

Match. Something fo magnificent ^nd princely in all 
you fay or do, that a body has, sts I may fay, a pleafure in 
taking pains in your fervice. ^ 

Vol. n. Q^q Mitc^ 



3o6 T H E N A B O B. 

MUe. Well, but prithee, child — 

Match. And then, when one has brought matters t<^ 
bear, no after-reproaches^ no grumblings fnnn parties, 
fuch general fatisfeiftion on all fides ! I am fare, fince the 
death of mjr huiband, as honeft a man, except the thing he 
diedfi>r.«. 

Mite. How came that about> Mrs Match*em ? 

Match. Whj, Kit was rather apt to be csrelelsy and 
put a neighbour's name to a note without flopping Co alk 
iiis confent. 

Miti. Was that aU? 

Match. Nothing elfe. Since that day, I faw no mortal 
has caught my eye but your Honour. 

Mite. Really^ Match'em? 

Match. I can^t fay, neither, it was the cbarnts of your 
perfon — though they are fuch as any lady might like— but 
It was die beauties of your miad diat made an impreffion 
upon me. 

Mite. Nay, prithee, Match^em, dry up your tears ! 
you diftrefs me ! Be perfiiaded you have nothing to fear. 

Match. How! 

Mite. Why, you don't fuppofe that I am prompted to 
this proje£E by paflioa ? 

Match. No? 

Mite. Pho ! n0 ; only wanted a wife to cxwnplete my 
eftablifliment ; j nil to adorn the head of my table. 

Match. To flick up in your room, like any other fine 
piece of furniture ? 

Mite. Nothing elfe ; as an antique buft or a pifture. 

Match. That alters the cafe. 

Mite. Perhaps, I fliall be confined a little at firil ; fiar 
when you take or bury a wife, decency requires that you 
Ihould keep your houfe for a week : after that time, jrou 
will find me, dear Match'em, all that you can wifh. 

Match. Ah ! that is more than your Honour can tdL 
I have known fome of my gentlemen, before nmrriage, 
make as firm and good refolutions not to have the lead love 
or regard for their wives ; but they have been feduced 
after all, and turned out the pooreft tame family fools ! 

Mite. Indeed? 

Match. Good for nothing at all. 

MitCn That fliall not be my cafe. 

Eater 
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Enter Servant. 

Ser^* Your I^onoar's levee is crowded. 

Mite. I come. Piccard, give o»e tsj cott f— I have ha4 
feme thoughts of fbiinding in this towa 1^ feraglip \ thej 
are of lingular ufe in the Indies : do you think I could^ 
bring it to bear ? 

Match, Why, a cuftomer of nune did formerly make 
an attempt ; but he purfued too violent sieafures at firft ; 
wanted to confine the ladies againft tl^eir cofiient ^ and that 
too in a country of freedoiQ. 

Mite. Ohy ij ! How the beft inftitutions may fail for 
want of a man proper to manage ! 

Match. But you^ Honour has had great experience.—- 
If you would beftow ^he dire&ion on me— - 

Mite. ImpoiSble, Match'em \ in the £aft we never con- 
fide that office to your fex or complexion. I h^ fome 
thoughts of impoirting three l^acks from Bengal, who have, 
been properly prepared for the fcrvice ; but I fliaVt ven- 
ture till the point is determined whether thofe creatures 
are to be coni^dered as n^ere chattels^ or mea^ [Extuat^ 

^ Saloottf 

Enter Mayor^ Touchit, Nathan, Mofcs, iSc. 

Serv. Wqlk in, gentlemen ! his Honour will be pre- 
fentlyhere. 

^louchit. Do you fee, Mr Mayor ? look about you ! 
bere are noble apartments ! 

Mayor. Very fine, very ctirious, indeed ! But, after 
all, Mr Toachit^ I am nott fo oVer-fond of thefe Nabobs ^ 
for my part, I had rather fell myfelf to fome body elfe« 

Teuchit. And why fo, Mr Mayor ? 

Majtw. I don't know*— 4they dp a noortal deal of hann 
in the country : why, wherever any of them fettles, it 
faifes the price of provifioiMi fpr thirty miles round. People 
fail at feafons and crops ; in my opinion, it is all along 
with theni there folks that things are fo jcarce. 

"^Buchii. Ni\Lj^jQyL talk like a fool ! Suppofe they baye 
mounted the beef and ;nutton a trifle \ a'n't we obliged to 
|them too for raifing the value of borough$ ? You flipuld 
always fet one againfl t'other. 

Mayor. That, indeedj^ is nothing but faif. But how 

comes 
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comes it about ? and where do tb^fe here people get all 
tbeir wealth ? 

Toucbit. The way is plain enough ; from our (ettle- 
ments and pofTeffions abroad. 

Mayor, Oh, maj be fo. I've been often minded to aflc 
fOJi what fort of things them there fettlements are ; becaufe 
why, as you know, I have been never beyond fea. 

Toucbit. Oh, Mr Mayor, I will explain that in a mo- 
ment : Why, here are a body of merchants that beg to be 
admitted as friends, and take pofieffion of a fmall fpot in a 
country, and carry on a beneficial commerce with the in- 
offenfive and innocent people, to which thpy kiiddly give 
their confent. 

Mayor. Don^t you think now that is very civil of them* 

TToucbtt. Doubtlefs. Upon which, Mr Mayor, we cun-! 
ningly encroach, and fortify by little and by little, till at 
length, we growing too ftrong for the natives, wc turn 
them out of their lands, and take poffeffion of their m<mey: 
and jewels. 

Maygr. And don't you think, Mr Touchit> that is g 
little uncivil in us ? 

Toucbit. Oh, nothing at all : thefe people are but a little 
better than Tartars or Turks. 

Mayor. No, no, Mr Touchit ; juft the reverfe ; it is 
tbey have caught the Tartars in us. 

floucbit. Ha, ha, ha ! well faid Mc Mayor. But;, hufh ! 
here comes his Honour. Fall back I 

Knter Sir Matthew Mite. 

Miu. Oh, Nathan I are you there ? You hav? fplit the 
fiock, as I bid you ? 

Nath. I vas pundually obey your direftions. 

Mite. And I fliall be in no danger of lofing my lift ? 

Natb. Dat is fafe, you^ Honour ; we have nothing to 
fear. 

Mite, Mofes Mendoza ! you will take car^ tp quallf j 
Peter PrateweU and Counfellor Quibble ? I fliall want fom^ 
Speakers at the next General CouiV. 

Mofes. Pleafe your Honour, I fliall be careful of dat. 

Mite, How is the flock ? 

Mofes. It vas got up the end of the veek. 

Mite. Then fell out till you fink it two and a half. Has 
mj advice been followed for burning the tea ? 
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Mofes. As to dat matter, I vas not enquire dat ; I be* 
Heve not. 

Miu* So that commodity will foon be a drug. The 
Englifli are too proud to profit bj the praftice of others : 
what would become of the fpice trade, if the Dutch brought 
their whole growth to market ? 

Mofes, Dat is very true. Your Honour has no farder 
commands ? 

Mite. None at prefent, Mr Mendoza. \Exit Mendoza. 

Nath. For de next fettlement, would your Honour be 
dc bull or de bear ? 

Mite. 1 fliall fend you my orders to Jonathan's. Oh, 
Nathan I did you tell that man in Berkihire I would buy 
his eftate ? 

Nath. Yes ; but he fay he has no mind, no occaiion to 
fell it ; dat de eftate belong to great many faders before him. 

Mite. Why, the man mufl be mad ; did you tell him I- 
had taken a fancy to the fpot when I was but a boy ? 

Natb. I vas tell him as much. 

Mite. And that all the tinie I was in India, my mind 
was bent upon the purchafe ? 

Natb. I vas fay fo. 

Mite. And now I'm come home, am determined to buy it ? 

Natb. I make ufe of de very vords. 

Mite. W^ll then ! what would the booby be at ? 

Natb. I don't know. 

Mite. Give the fellow four times the value, and bid him 
turn out in a month. — [7b Touchit.] May I prefume, Sir, 
to afk who you are, and what your bufinefs may be ? 

Toucbit. My name. Sir, is Touchit, and thefe gentle- 
men fome friends and neighbours of mine. Who are or- 
dered by the Chriftian Club, of the borough of Bribe'em, 
to wait upon your Honour, with a tender of the nomina- 
tion of our two members at the enfuing eleftion. 

Mite. Sir, I accept their offer with pleafure ; and am- 
happy to find, notwithftanding all that has been faid, that 
the union ftill fubfilts between Bengal and the ancient cor- 
poration of Bribe'em* 

Toucbit. And if they ever are fevered, I can aflure your 
Honour the Chriftian Club will not be to blame. Your 
Honour underftands me, I hope ? 

Mite. Perfeflly. Nor fliall it, I promife you, be my 

fault, 
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fettlty good Mr Touchit. But (jon will forgrve my eu-r 
riofity. Sir I) the name jour club has adopted, has at firft 
a wkimfical found ; l^t you had your reafons^ no doubt. 

Tpuchh. The very beft in the world, pleafe your Ho« 
nonr : from our Arid union and brotheirly kindoe(S| we 
hang together ; like the primitive Chriftians, too^ we hove 
9iX lyings in common. 

Mite, In common ? I don't apprehend you. 

Toucbit. Why, pleafe your Honour, when the bargain 
is ftruck, and the depefit is made, as a proof that we love 
our neighbours as well as ourfelves, we fubmit to an equal 
partition ; no man has a larger {hare than another. 

Mite. A moft Chriftian-like difpcnfation ! 

Toucbit, Yes ^ in our borough all is unaninrity now : 
formerly we had nothing but difcontents and hcart-butn- 
ings amongft us ; each man jealous and afraid ^at his mci^u 
bour got more and did better thsm him. 

Mite. Indeed? 

Toucbit. Ay, and with reafon fbmetimef • Why, I re* 
member, at the eledlion fome ^mt ago, when I took up 
my freedom, I could get but thirty guineas for a new pair 
of jack-boots ; whilft Tom Ram&in over the way ha4 a 
fifty^pouod note for a pair of wa^leather l^reeches* 

Mite. Very partial indeed ! 

Toucbit. So, upon the whole, we thought it beft to unite. 

Mite, Oh, much the beft. Well, Sir, you may afihre 
your principals tliat I fhalt take care properly to acknow« 
ledge the fervice they do me. 

Toucbit. No doubt, no doubt. But — ^will your Ho>- 
sonr ftep a little this way ? — Though no queftion can be 
made of your Honour's keeping your word, yet it has al« 
ways been the rule with our club to receive the proper ac- 
knowledgement before the fervice is done. 

Mite. Ay, but, Mr Touchit, fuppofe the fervice fhould 
never be done ? 

Toucbit. What then miift become of our confciences ?" 
We are Chriftians, your Honour. 

Mite, True ; but, Mr Touchit, you remember the 
proverb ? 

Toucbit. What proverb, your Honour ? 

Mite, There are two bad paymafters ; thofe who pay. 
before, and thofe who never pay. 

Toucbit. 
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Tcuchit. True, your Honour ; but our club bas alwajs 
found, tbat thofe who don't pay before are fure never to pay. 

Mit€. How ! impoffible 1 the man who breaks his word 
with fuch faithful and honeft adherents, deferves richly a 
halter. Gendemen, in my opinion, he deferves to be 
hanged. 

Youcbit. Hufli ! have a care what you fay* 

Mite, What is the matter ? 

Touchit. Tou fee the fat man that is behind ; he will 
be the returning officer at the eleALon* 

Mite. What then ? 

Touchit. On a gibbet at the end of our town there hangs 
a fmuggler, for robbing the cuftom-houfe. 

Mite. Well? 

"Touchit. The Mayor's own brother, your Honour ; now^ 
perhaps^ he may be jealous that yon meant to throw £bme 
refleAion on him ot his family. 

Mite. Not unlikely.—*! fay, gentlenoBen, whoever vio*« 
lates his promife to fuch faithful friends as you are, in my 
poor opinion deferves to be damned 1 

Taucbit. That's right ! ftickto that ! for tho' the Chrlf- 
tian Club may have: fome fears of the gallows, they doa'C 
value danmation of a fsttthing. 

Mite^ Why fiiould diey, as it may be fo long before any 
thing of that kind may happen, jcnk know ? 

Toucbii. Good I good again ! Your Honour takes us 
rightly, I fee : I make no doubt^ it won't be long before 
we come to a good underftasiding. 

Mite. The fooner the better, good Mr Touchit ; and^ 
therefore, in one word, pray what are your terms ? 

Toucbit. Do you mean for one, or would your Honour 
bargain for both ? 

Mite. Both, both. 

toucbit. Why, we could not have afforded you one under 
three thouiand at leaft ; but as your Honour, as I may fay, 
has a mind to deal in the grofs, we ihaU charge you but 
five for both. 

Mite. Oh, fy ! above the market, good Mr Touchit ! 

Toucbit. Dog-cheap ; neck*beef ; a penny loaf for a 
halfpenny ! Why, we had partly agreed to bring in Sir 
Chriftopher Quinze and Major Match'em for the very fame 
fiMmey ; but the Major has been a little unlucky at Al- 
mack's, and at prefent can't depofit the needful s but he 

fays. 
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fays, however, if he fliould be fuccefsful at the next New- 
market meeting, he will faithfully abide bj the bargain i 
but the turf, jour Honour knows, is but an uncertain 
cftate, and fo we can't depend upon him. 
. ' Mite. True* Well, Sir, as I may foon have occafioii 
for all the friends I can makie, I fliall haggle no longer ; I 
accept your propofals : in the next room we Will fettle the 
terms. 

"ToUcbit. Your Honour will always find the Chriftians 
fteady and firm. — But, won't your Honour introduce us to 
his Worftiip whilft we are here ? 
V Mite. To his Worlhip ? to whom ? 

TCouchit. To the gentleman in black. 

MrV^.^Worfliip ? you are mad, Mr Tduchit ! That is 
a flave I brought from the Indies. 

TCouchit. Good lack ! may be fo ! I did not know but 
the gentleman might belong to the tribe, who, we are told 
.by the papers, conferred thofe fplendid titles upon your 
Honour in India. 

Mite. Well, Mr Touchit, what then ? 

ITouchit. I thought it not unlikely, but, in return to 
that compliment, your Honour might chufe to make one of 
the family member for the corporation of Bribe'em. 

Mite. Why, you would not fubmit to accept of a negro ? 

iToucbit. Our prefent members, for aught we know, 
may be of the fame complexion^ your Honour j for we 
have never fet eyes on them yet. 

Mite. That's ftrange ! But, after all, you could not 
think of elefting a black ? 

"Touchit. That makes no difference to us : the Chriftian 
Club has ever been perfuaded, that a good candidate, like 
a good horfe, can't be of a bad colour. [Exit with friend** 

Enter Thomas Oldham and others. 

Mite, [to Oldham.] What is your bufinefs, and name. 

Tho. Oldham. 

Mite. The brother of Sir John ? I have heard of you : 
you are, if I miftake not, a merchant ? 

Tho. I have that honour. Sir Matthew. 

Mite. Um ! honour !-*.Well, Sir ; and what are joyxt 
commands ? 

Tho. I wait on yon in the name of my brother, with— «. 

Mite. An anfwer to the meiTage I fent him. When do 

we 
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vre meet to finifh the matter ? It muft be to-morrow, or 
Sila4ay; for J fliall be bufy next week. 

jTAo. To-morrow? 

Mite. Aj ; it is not for a man like me to dangle and 
court, Mr Oldham. 

7io. Why, to be plain, Sir Matthew^ it would, I am 
afraid, be but lofing your time. 

Mite. Sir? 

Tho. As there is not one in the family that fcen)is the 
leajft inclined to favour your wifh. 

Mite. No ? ha, ha, ha ! that's pleaCant enough ! ha, ha, 
ha ! And why not ? 

Tho. They are. Sir JVfatthew, no ftrangers to your 
great power and wealth ; but corrupt as you may conceive 
this country to be, there are fuperior fpirits living, who 
would difdain an alliance with grandeur obtained at the exi- 
pence of honour and virtue. 

Mite. And what relation has this fentimental declaration 
to me? 

Tho. My intention. Sir Matthew, was not to offend ; I 
was defired to wait on you with a civil denial. 

Mite. And you have faithfully difcharged your com- 
mifHon. 

Tho. Why, Pm a man of plain manners. Sir Matthew ; 
a fupercilious air, or a fneer^ won't prevent me from fpeak- 
ing my thoughts. 

Mite. Pcrfedlly right, and prodigioufly prudent !— Well, 
Sir J I hope' it won't be thought too prefuming, if I defire 
to hear my fentence proceed from the mouth of the father 
and daughter. 

Tho. By all means ; I will wait on you thither. 

Mite. That is not fo convenient, at prefent. I have 
brought from Italy, antiques, fome curious remains, which 
are to be depofited in the archives of this country j the An- 
tiquarian Society have, in confequence, chofen me one of 
their body, and this is the hour of reception. 

Tffo. We fliall fee you in the courfe of the day ? 

Mite. At the clofe of the ceremony. Perhaps, I fhall 
have fomething to urge, that may procure me fome favour 
from your very refpedable family.— Piccard, attend Mr 
A— ia — a to the door. 

Tho. I guefs your defign. [^Exit. 

Mite. Who waits there ? 

Vol. II. R r Enter 
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Enter ServoMi. 

Step to 1x17 attorney direfilj ; bid him attend mc withia 
an hour at Oldham's, armeid with all the powers I gave 
him. [^Exit Servant.'] I will fee if I can't bend to vaj will 
this fturdj race of infolent beggars !<— After all, riches to 
a man who knows how to employ them, are aa ufefiil in 
England as in any part of the Eail : there they gain us 
thofe ends in fpite and defiance of law, which, with a pro- 
per agenty may here be obtained under the pretence and 
colour of law. [£yf^. 

ACT III. 
The Antiquarian Societj^. 

Secretary. QJ^ Matthew Mite, preceded by his prefentSj, 
'^* ^ will attend this honourable Society this momr 
ing. 

1 Antiquarian* Is he apprifed that an inauffuration- 
fpeech is required, in which he is to Qzpre& his love of 
vertu, and produce proofs of his antique erudition ? 

Sec. He has been apprifed, and is rightly prepared. 

2 Ant, Are the minutes of our laft meetmg fairly re- 
corded and entered ? 

Sec, They are. 

I Ant. And the valuable antiques which have happily 
efcaped the depredations of time ranged ^d regiftered 
rightly ? 

Sec. All in order. 

a Ant. As there are new acquiiitions to the Society'3 
flock, I think it is right that the member? ihpuld be in^ 
ilrufted in their feveral natures and names. 

1 y^nt. By all means. Read the lift ! 

Sec. ** Imprimis, In a large glafs-cafe, and in fine pre^ 
'* fervation, the toe of the flipper of Cardinal Pandulpho, 
*' with which he kick'd the breech of King John at Swin- 
'* ftead Abbey, when he gave him abfolution and penance." 

2 ^nt. A moft noble remains ! 

I Ant. An excellent antidote againft the progrefs of 
Popery, as it proves the Pontiff's infolent abufe of his 
power — Proceed . 

Sec, *^ A pair of nut-crackers prefented by Harry the 

" Eighth 
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*' Eighth to Anna Bullen the eve of their nuptials ; the 
*' wood fnppofed to be walnut." 

X Ant. Which proves that^ before the Reformation, wal- 
nut trees were planted in England. 

Sec^ " The cape of Queen Elizabeth's riding-hood, which 
*' fhe wore on a folenin feftival, when carried behind Bur- 
'* leigh to Paul's ; the cloth undoubtedly Kidderminfter.'* 

a Ant* A mod inftrudive leflbn to us, as it proves that 
patriotic princefs wore nothing but the manufa&ures of 
England ! 

Sic. '* A cork-fcrew, presented by Sir John Falftaff to 
*' Harry the Fifths with a tobacco-ftopper of Sir Walter 
*' Raleigh's, niade of the ftem of the fhip in which he firfl 
** compafled the globe ; given to the Society by a clergy- 
** man from the North Riding of Yorkflure." 

1 Ant. A rare inftance of generofity, as they muft have 
both been of fingular ufe to the reverend donor himfelf ! 

Sec. ** A curious colle6bion^ in regular and undoubted 
** fucceffion, of all the tickets of Iflington turnpike, from 
*' its firft inftitution to the twentieth of May." 

2 Ant, Preferve them with care^ as they may hereaftet 
ferve to iUuftrate that part of the Englifli hiftory . 

Sec. *' A wooden medal of Shakeipeare^ made from the 
** mulberry tree he planted himfelf ; with a Queen Anne's 
*^ farthing ; from the manager of Drury Lane Playhoufe.'' 

I Ant. Has he received the Society's thanks ? 

Seci They are fent. 

Enter Beadle. 

Meadle. Sir Matthew Mite attends at the dGk}r. 
I Ant. Let him be admitted dire£Uy. 

Znter Sir Matthew Mite^ preceded by four blacks ; firfi 
black bearing a targe book ; fecond^ a green chamber-^pot ; 
third ^ fome lava from the mountain Vefwoius ; fourth y a 
box. Sir Matthew takes bis feat $ Secretary receives thi 
firfl prefenty and reads the label. 

Sec. ** Purchafed of the Abbe Montini at Naples for 
** five hundred pounds, an illegible manufcript in Latin, 
" containing the twelve books of Livy, fuppofed to be loft." 

Mite. This invaluable treafure was very near falling 
into the hands of the Pope, who defigned to depofit it in 
the Vatican Library, and I refcued it from idolatrous hands. 

I Ant. 
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I Ant. A pious, learned, and laudable purcfaafe f 

Sec. [receives the fecond pre/ent, and reads tie labe/jy^ 
** A farcophagus, or Roman urn, dug from the temple of 
« Concord." 

Miti. Snppofed to have held the duft of Marc Antony's 
coachman. 

Sec, [receives the third pre/ent, and reads."] ** A large 
'' piece of the lava, thrown from the Vefuviaa volcano at 
*^ the laft great eruption." 

Mite. Bj a chjmical analjfis, it will be eafj to-difcover 
the conflituent parts of this mafs ; which, bj propeily 
preparing it, will make it no difficult taik to propagatef 
burning mountains inEnglandy if encouraged hj premiums. 

2 Ant. Which it will^ n6 doubt ! 

Mite. Gentlemen ! Not. contented with colleding, for 
the ufe of mj country, thefe ineflimable relics, with a 
large catalogue of petrifa&ions, bones, beetles^ and butter- 
flies, contained in that box, [pointing to the prefent horn 
By the fourth black,'] I have likewife laboured for the ad- 
vancement of national knowledge : for which end, permit 
me to clear up fome doubts relative to a material and in- 
terefting point in the Engliih hiftory. Let others toil to 
illumine the dark annals of Greece or of Rome ; my 
fearches are facred only to the fervice of Britain ! 

The point 1 mean to clear up, is an error crept into the 
life of that illuftrious magiftrate the great Whittington, 
and his no lefs eminent cat : and in this difqifition four 
material points are in queftion. 

I ft. Did Whittington ever exift ? 

ad. Was Whittington Lord Mayor of London ? 

3d. Was he really poffeffed of a cat ? 

4th. Was that cat the fource of his wealth ? 

That Whittington lived, no doubt can be made ; that h^ 
•\Vas Lord Mayor of London, is equally true ; but as to his 
cat, that, gentlemen, is the Gordian knot to untie. And 
here, gentlemen, be it permitted me to define what a cat 
is. A cat is a domeftic, whiikered, four-footed animal, 
whofe employment is catching of mice ; but let pufs have 
been ever fo fubtle, let pufs have been ever fo fuccefsful, 
to what could pufs's captures amount ? no tanner can curry 
the fkin of a moufe; no family make a meal of the meat ; 
confequently no cat could give Whittington his wealth. 

From 
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From whence then does this error proceed ? be that mj 
care to point out ! 

The commetce this worthy merchant carried on was 
chiefly confined to our coafts ; for this purpofe^ he con- 
firufted a veffel, which, from its- agility and lightnefs, he 
aptly chriftened a Cat. N^ay, to this our day, gentlemen^ all 
our coals from Newcaftle are imported in nothing but cats. 
From thence it appears, that it was not the whilfcered, 
four-footed, moufe-killing cat, that was the fource of the 
magiflrate's wealth, but the coafling^ failing, coal-carrying 
cat ; that^ gentlemen^ was Whittington*s cat* 

I j4nt. What a fund of learning ! 

^ Ant. Amazing acutenefs of erudition ! 

1 Ant. Let this difcovery be made public direSly, 

2 Ant. And the author mentioned with honour. 

I Ant. I make no doubt but the city of London will de- 
fire him to fit for his pi&ure> or fend him his freedom in 
a fifty-pound box. 

a Ant. The honour done their firft magiftrate richly 
deferves it. 

1 Ant. Break we up this aflembly, with a loud decla- 
ration, that Sir Matthew Mite is equally ikilled in arts as 
in arms. 

2 Ani. Tarn Mer curio quam Marti. 

[Exeunt Antiquarians. 

Mite. Having thus difcharged my debt to the public, I 
muft attend to my private affairs. Will Rapine, my at- 
torney, attend as I bid him ? 

Serv. He will be pundual, your Honour. 

Mite. Then drive to Hanover-Square. 

Putty, [without^l I will come in ! 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. There's a little fliabby fellow without, that infifts 
on feeing your Honour. 

Mite. Why, who and what can he be ? 

Serv. He calls himfelf ^Putty, and fays he went to 
ichool with your Honour. 

Serv. [within."] His Honour don't know ftix ! 

Putty. I will come in ! Not know me, you oaf? what 
fhould ail him ? Why, I tell you we were bred up together 
from boys. Stand by, or I'll — 

Enter 
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Enter Putty. 

Hey ! yes, it is — ^no, it a'n*t — yet, it is Matthew Mxt^ 
-»Lord love your queer face ! what a figure you cut ! how 
you are altered ! well, had I met with you by chancy I 
don't think I Jbould ever have known you. I have had a 
deuced deal of work to get at y6u. 

Mite. This is a liicky encounter ! 

Putty. There is a little fat fellow, that opens the doot 
at your houfe, was as pert as a prentice juft out of his 
time : he would not give me the lead inkling about you ; 
and I {hould have returned to Shoreditch as wife as I came^ 
if fome folks who were gazing at the fine gilt coach in the 
ftreet, hadn't told me *twaa yours. Well, Mr Mite, 
things are mainly changed fince we were boys at the Blue- 
Coat : who could have thought that you would have got 
fo up in the world ? for you know you were reckoned a 
dull one at fchool. 

Serv» Friend, do you know who you talk to ? 

Putty. Yes, friend, much better than you do. I am 
told he is become a Knight, and a Nabob ; and what of all 
that? For your Nabobs, they are but a kind of outlandiih 
creatures, that won't pafs current with us ; and as to 
knights, we have a few of them in the city, whom I dare 
fpeak to without doffing my hat. So, Mr Scrape-trencher, 
let's have no more of j'our jaw ! — I faj. Mat, doesn't re- 
member one Eafter-Tuefday, how you tipt the barrow- 
woman into Fleet-Ditch, as we were going about with the 
hymns ? 

Mite, An anecdote that does me infinite honour ! 

Putty. How all the folks laughed to fee how bolt upright 
flie flood on her head in the mud I ha ! ha I ha ! And one 
fifth of November, I fliall never forget ! how you fright- 
ened a preaching Methodift tailor, by throwing a cracker 
into the pulpit. 

Mite. Another pretty exploit ! 

Putty. At every bounce, how poor Stitch capered and 
jumped ! Ah I manj's the merry freak we have had! for 
this I mull fay, thought Mat was but bad at his book, for 
mifchiefFul matters there wasn't a more ingenious cuterer 
lad in the fchool. 

Mite. Yes ; I have got a fine reputation, I fee ! 

Putfy. 
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Putty* Well, but Mat ! what, be*ftdumb? why doesn't 
ipeak t6 a fchooUfellow ? 

Mite. That at prefent is mote than 1*11 own.--.«.I fkacy, 
Mr A — ^a — a, you have made fome miftake* 

Putty. Some mlAake ? 

Mite. I don't recoiled, that I ever had the honour to 
know you. 

Putty, What, don't you remember Phil Putty J 

Mite. No. 

Putty. That was prentice to Mr Gibfoa the glazier in 
Shoreditch. 

Mite. No. 

Putty. That at .the Blue-Coat Hofpital has often faved 
your bacon by owning your pranks ? 

Mite. No. 

Putty. No ! What, then> mayhap you ben't Mat Mite, 
the fon of old John and Margery Mite, at the Sow and 
Saufage in St Mary Axe, that took the tarts from the man. 
in Pye-comer^ and was fent beyond fea for fear worfe ihould 
come on it ? 

Mite. You fee, Mr Putty^ the glazier, if that is your 
name and profeiSon, you are entirely out in this matter \ 
fo you need not repeat your vifits to me. \Exit. 

Putty. Npw here's a pretty purfe-proud fon of a-— who, 
forfooth, becaufe he is grown great by robbing the hea- 
thens, won't own an old friend and acquaintance, and one 
too of the livery befide ! Dammee, the great Turk himfelf 
need not be afliamed to fliake hands with a citizen I " Mr 
^ Putty the glazier !" well, what a pox am I the bettei^ 
for you ? m be fwom our company has made more money 
by a fingle eleftion at Brentford, than by all his exploits 
^ut together* \Exit^ 

Sif John Oldham's houfe^ 

Etttpr Mr Thomas Oldham, followed by a Servant. 

7bo. Sir Matthew Mite is not come ? 

Serv. No, Sir. 

ITbo. Is Tom here ? 

Serv. Mr Oldham is, I believe, with Mifs in the par- 
lour. 

Ifbo. Let him know I would fee him. {^Exit Servant.^ 
Poor boy ! Nay, I fincerely grieve for them both ! this 

difappointment 
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difappointment, like an untimelj f roft, will hang heavy on 
their tender years : to conquer the firil ^d BnpSi feeUngi^ 
of nature is an arduous tafk ! 

Enter Toung Oldham. 

So, Tom ! ftill attached to this fpot, I perceive ? 
v T. Old. Sir, I arrived but the inftant before you. 
\ 7io. Nay, child, I don't blame you. You arc no 
T ftranger to the almoft invincible bars that oppofe your 
* views on my niece \ it would be therefore prudent, inftead 
of indulging, to wean yourfelf by degrees. 

2*. Old* Are there no hopes, then. Sir, of fubduing my 
aunt ? 

TTbo. I fee none : nay, perhaps, as matters now ftand^ 
a compliance may be out of her power. 

!r. Old. How is that poffible. Sir ? out of her power ? 
Ttho. I won't anticipate : misfortunes come too foon of 
themfelves \ a fliort time will explain what I mean. 

2*. Old. You alarm me ! Would you condefcend to in* 
ftru£l me, I hope. Sir, I fliall have difcretion enough— 

yio. It would anfwer no end. I would have you both 
prepare for the worft : fee your coufin again ; and remenw 
ber, this, perhaps, may be the laft time of your meeting* 
r. Old. The laft of our— 

Tbo. But Sophy is here. I muft go in to Sir John.-ii— 
[Oldham haws low to Sophy aad retires^ 

Enter Sophy. 

Sophy. Sir ! — What can be the meaning of this ? My 
uncle Oldham avoids me ! you feem fhocked ! no additional 
misfortune, I hope ? 

T. Old. My father has threatened me, in obfcure tenns^ 
I confefs, with the worft that can happen. 

Sophy. How ! 

T. Old. The total, nay, perhaps, immediate lofs of my 
Sophy. 

Sophy. From what caufe ? 

2*. Old. That in tendernefs he chofe to conceal. 

Sophy, But why make it a myftery? have you no guefs ? 

T. Old. Not the moft diftant conception.. My lady's 
diflike would hardly prompt her to fuch violent meafurea, 
I can't comprehend how this can poffibly be j but yet my 

fathef 
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father has tbo firm^ too manly a mind^ to encourage or 
harbour vain fears. 

Sophy. Here they come. I fuppofe the riddle will foon 
be explained* 

Enter Sir John^ Lady, and Thomas Oldham. 

Lady Old. But what mptive could he have for demand- 
ing this whimfical interview ? he could not doubt your 
credentials^ or think his prefence could be grateful to us. 

7J0. I have delivered my meffage. 

Lady Old. Perhaps he depends on his rhetorical powers : 
I hear he has a good opinion of them. Stay, Sophy ! Sir 
Matthew Mite, difttufting the meffage we begged your 
uncle to carry, defires to have it confirmed by ourfelves : 
I fancy, child, you will do yourfelf no violence in reje6ling 
this lover. He is an amiable fwain, I confefs ! 

Sophy. I {hall be always happy in obeying your Lady- 
fliip's orders* 

Lady Old. Are you fiire of that, Sophy ? a time may 
foon come for the trial. 

Sir John. Well, in the main, I am glad of this meeting; 
it will ^t only put a final end to this bufinefs, but give 
us an opportunity of difcuffing other matters, my dear. 

Lady Old. Is that your opinion, Sir John ? I fancy he 
will not be very fond of prolonging his vifit. 

Enter Servant* 

Serv. Sir Matthew Mite ! 

Lady Old. Shew him in ! — ^Now, Sir John^ be on your 
guard ; fupport this fcene with a dignity that becomes one 
of your birth and — 

Sir John* Never fear my dignity^ love* I warrant yoii 
rU give him as good as he brings. 

Enter Sir Matthew Mite* 

Mite. I find the whole tribe is convened. — I hope T ani 
not an intruder ; but I confefs the extraordinary anfwer I 
received from the mouth of this worthy citizen, to a mef- 
fage conveyed by nay fecretary, induced me to queftion its 
authenticity, unlefs confirmed by yourfelves. 

Lady Old. And why Ihould you think our reply fo very 
extraordinary ? 

Mite. You muft give me leave to fmik at that queftion. 
Vol. II.' S s Lady Old. 
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Zaiif Old. A very decifive anfwer, I own ! 

Mite. You are. Lady Oldham, a woman of the world|^ 
and fuppofed not to be wanting in fenfe. 

Lady Old. Which this condud of mine inclines jou ta 
doubt ? 

Mite. Why, to be plain, my condition and your own 
fituation confidered, prudence might have diSated a dif- 
ferent reply. 

Lady Old, And yet. Sir Matthew, upon the matnreft . 
deliberation, all the parties, you fee, perfift in giving no 
othet. 

Mite. Is it fo ? You will permit me^ Lady Oldham, ta 
defire one of thofe reafons which influenced this auguft af- 
fembly upon the occafion ? 

Lady Old. They will, I dare fay, appear but trifling to 
you. 

Mite- Let us have them^ however. 

Lady Old. Firft, we think it right to hjTve a little re- 
gard to her happinefs, as ihe is indebted for her exiftence 
tons. 

Mite. Which you think fhe rifques in an union with me ? 
[Lady Oldham hows.'] And why fo ? I have the means to 
procure her, Madam, thofe enjoyments with which yottr 
fex is chiefly delighted. 

Lady Old, You will. Sir Matthew, pardon my weak- 
uefs ; but I would much rather fee my child with a com-* 
petence, nay, even reduced to an indigent Hate, than vo- 
luptuoufly rfoting in pleafures that derive their fource from 
the ruin of others. 

Mite. Ruin ! what, you, I find, adopt the popular pre- 
judice, and conclude that every man that is rich is a villain? 

Lady Old. I only echo the voice of the public. Befidcs, 
I would wifli my daughter a more folid eftablifliment : The 
poiTeffions arifing from plunder very rarely are permanent; 
we cwQtj day fee what has been treacheroufly and rapaci- 
oufly gained^ as profufely and full as rapidly fquandered. 

Mite. I am ferry. Madam, to fee one of your fafhion 
concur in the common cry of the times ; but fuch is the 
gratitude of this country to thofe who have given it domi- 
nion and wealth. 

IIjo. I could wifli even that faft was well founded. Sir 
Matthew. Your riches (which perhaps too are only ideal), 
by introducing a general fpirit of diffipation, have extin- 

guiihed 
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guiflied labour and indoftryy tbe iam bcr iz^zr 5icrrs z£ 
national wealth. 

Mite, To thefe refincniciits I hzre ao 2=3e is r^j-^ 
B7 one of jour Ladjihip's hints I iisaZI p t j £ r c Wr I 
fliall be a little more careful of the i^osder I birr-: laii^ — 
Sir John Oldham, jou rcrollrct a CeosII isa somnrsd S'-j 
you ? 

Sir yohn. I Ao. 

Mite. The obligatioas for wLkli are ^3 sej ps^Sia 2c 
prefent. 

i^ir yoi&i». I underftand as vaaach hr yvzz Srrrr. 

Mite. As I i&nd there is as tad of cwr rrt^xZj^ ji -b--,;^ 
be right, I think, to difcharge tl-^em L\ztz:L.T. 

Sir John. I can't far tiiat is quire fo crTCT-ni^izt i '^tiLiK, 
I underftood the p^rtj was to wait till z!:jt Z'.zjt, ri;tr Jicx 
comes of age. 

M£rr. I ain told the law docs O'dc UTAe:r^t:kz.i wbit 'i 2ci: 
clearly exprefled. Befides, the proin'^ie *Tr*rjt 'jf f '-«^ 
death, or the young gentleman's {Ljzaili t^ zJ^SL d^e ^.irtft^ 
ment, are enough to pot a man on his ^;zxzi^ 

Tbo. Now comes 00 the dormp 

ilii^. And, that my pmdeace mar z/'Ji {<^*r ':?. -\ic 
Lady's opinion, I have taken r>m<e frccai>:>^r.3. -b:.]^.. ::-.r 
attorney will more clearly nnfokf. — Mr Ikx'J^zjt t 

Enter Rapise* 

You will explain this affzir to Sir John : I am a ^Jllz^jr 
man, and quite a ft ranger to your legal ma-vat^vrei 

ILs/. By command of my client. Sir Maciibcrsr, | >^'«^ 
iiTued here a couple of writs. 

iiiflrjf Old. Sir John ! 

Sir John. What? 

i^fl^. By one of which, plain tifFpoflTeues the per;r;f5, i/ 
t'other goods and chatteb, of Sir Jo^n the defit.viiu^,:. 

iV/iV^. A definition very clear and coficlfe : 

Lady Old^ Cxoods, Sir ? what, muft 1 be zamtd ^y,^t tA 
my houfe ? 

i^o^. No, Madam ; you may ftay here till we fell, which 
perhaps may not happen thefe two dayi. We mu:'*, in- 
deed, leave a few of our people, juft to take c-ire tlAt Ut^^tc 
is nothing embezzled. 

Lady Old. A fhort refpite, indeed ! For a little tuf*>i, 
I dare fay, my brother Oldham will uSord w. j//'/:^{>i -' - 



324 THi; NABOB, 

Comcy Sir John, nor let us indulge that monfter's malice 
with a longer fight of our mifcry. 

Rap. You, Madam, are a wife, and may gq where you 
plcafe ; but as to Sir John— 

Lady Old. Well ! 

Rap. He muft not ftir : We are anfwerable for the po& 
feflion of him. 

Lady Old. Of him ? a prifoner ? then indeed is our ruin 
cpmpletc ! 

Sophy. Oh, uncle !— You have been pleafed. Sir, to ex- 
prefs an afTeftion for n^e : is it pollible, Sir, yqu can be fo 
cruel^ fo unkind to my parents— 

Mite. They are unkind to themfelves. 

Sophy. Let me plead for mercy ! fufpend but a little !— 
My uncle, you. Sir, are wealthy too ! — ^Indeed we arc 
honed I you will not rim the leaft rifque. 

Mite. There is a condition, Mifs, m which you have a 
right to command, 

Sophy, Sir I 

Mite. It is in your power, and that of your parents, to 
eftiblifh one common intereft amongft us. 

Lady Old. Never I After rejeding, with the^ contempt 
they deferved, the firft arrogant oiFers you made, do you 
fuppofe this frefli infult will gain us ? 

Mite, I am anfwered — I prefume, Mr Rapine, there 
is no longer occafion for me ? 

Sophy. Stop, hit ! Mr Oldham teaches me what I flioulci 
do. Can I fee their diflrefs ? Heaven knows, with what 
ea -crnefs I would facrifice my own peace, my own happi- 
ricfs, to procure them relief ! [^Kneels to Sir Matthew, 

"Tho. Rife, niece ! nor hope to foften that breaft, al- 
ready made too callous by crimes ! 1 have long feen. Sir, 
what your malice intended, and prepared myfelf to baffle 
its purpofe. I am inllru(^ed, Sir, in the amount of this 
man's demands on my brother : you will there find a fum 
more than fuflicient to pay it. — And now, my dear fifter, 
I hope you will pleafe to allow a citizen may be ufeful 
fometimcs. 

Mite, Mr Rapine, 19 this m^oeuvre according to law ? 

Fap^ The law, Sir Matthew, always flecps when fatif^ 
fa6lion is made. 

Mite. Docs it ? Our pra^lice is different in the Mayor's 
Court at Calcutta — I fliall now make my bow ; and leave 

this 



THE NABOB. 325 

this family, whom I wifhed to make happy, in fpite of 
themfelves, foon to regret the fatal lofs fuftained by their 
obftinate folly. 

Tbo. Nor can it be long before the wifdom of their 
choice will appear ; as by partaking of the fpoil, they might 
have been involved in that vengeance, which foon br late 
can't fail to fall on the head of the author : and. Sir, not- 
withftanding your feeming fecurity, perhaps the hour of 
retribution is near ! ^ 

Mite. You muft, Mr Oldham, give me leave to laugh 
at your prophetic eiffufion. This is not Sparta, nor are 
thefe the chafte times of the Roman republic : now-a-days,, 
riches poflefs at leaft one magical power, that, being rightly 
difpenfed, they clofely conceal the fource . from whence 
they proceeded : that wifdom, I hope never to want. — ^I am 
the obfcquious fervant of this refpedlable family ! Adieu ! 
^— Come along Rapine ! [_Exit with Rapine. 

Ladf Old. Brother, what words can I ufe, or how can 
we thank you as we ought ? Sir John ! Sophy ! 

jTJe?. I am doubly paid. Lady Oldham, in fupplying the 
wants of my friends, and defeating the defigns of a villain. 
As to the mere money, we citizens indeed are odd kind of 
^olks, and always expefl: good fecurity for what we advance* 

Zady Old. Sir John's perfon, his fortune, every — 

Tbo. Nay, nay, nay, upon this occafion we will not be 
troubled with land : if you, filler, will place as a pledge 
xny fair coufin in the hands of my fon— :. 

Ladj^ Old. I freely refigu h^r difpofal to you. 

Sir John. And J. 

7io. Then be happy, my children ! And as to my young 
coufins within, I hope we fliall be able to fettle them with- 
out Sir Matthew's affiftance : for, however praii'e worthy 
the fpirit of adventure may be, whoever keeps his poft, 
and does his duty at home, will be found to render his 
f puntry beft fervice at laft ! [^Exeunt. 
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ACT I. 

Scene, Hotel d^Angkterre, 

Enter Kit Cable, Dick Drugget, and Jenny Minnikin* 

Cabk. XJARKEE, meffmate ! look about ! you liad 
*^ better bring-to, in this creek : here you will 
find the beft moorings. The Hotel tT AngUtitre they caUa 
it in French ; but you'll find the names of things plaguily 
tranfmogrified all along this coaft. 

Dick. They be civil people, no doubt. 

Cable. Civil ? ay, aj ; if you will bring a good cargo 
of cafh,you are welcome to anchor here as long as you lift i 
but you will find the duties high at out-clearance j there- 
fore take care, d'ye fee, and don't run aground. I muft 
take t'other trip to the port, for your ftowage. \Exit. 

Dick. 1 hope by this time your fea-ficknefs is pretty 
well gone ? 

Jenny. Much mended, dear Dicky, I thank you. 

Dick. Well, my dear Jenny, hear we are, fafely landed 
in the French country, however. And now, what's next 
to be done ? Confider, my love, we have not a moment to 
lofe ; your father will not be long behind us, I am fure. 

Jenny. No queftion of that ; therefore our beft way wiU 
be to get out of his power as foon as we can. 

Difk. By what means ? 

Jenny. By the means which we came hither in fearch 
of; by being married, you know. 

• Diek. True, but how the deuce fhall we procure a par- 
fon ? Perhaps the man of the houfe may aflift us ; but^ 
plague on'c I I can't parley Francee ; tho' I underftand a 
few words here and there. 

Jenny. But I can, Dicky, you know. What^ do yoii 
think I was five years at Madam Vanflopping's, the Swifg 
French boarding-fchool at Edmonton, for nothing at all ? 

Dick. True, true ; I had forgot, — But I don t think it 
any mark of their manners, to let us wait here fo long 
without afldng us in. Here, Houfe, houfe ! 

Jenny. Peace, Dicky ! how is it poflible they fhould 
know.jwhat you want }'*m. Mai/on ! Seignior de I'erre i 

Vol. IL • T t Dick. 
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Dici. Who ? what ? 

Jenny. Seignior de Tirrs U at nmch u to (kj liUdloni 2l 
£nffli(h. 

Diet. True, true. Oh ! here the maa comet. 

Enter Monfieur Tromfbrt. 

^romf. Monfieur! Mademoifelle ! 

Hick. To him, Jenny ! 

Jenny. Monfieur^ nos /omnue jhjglaii, (/ ipottf m9<M 
grand occqfion ePtm pretre I 

Tromf. A quoifaire f 

Jenny. Faire / pour none joindre Im If moi en/inmib, I 
think* 

Diet. That it marriage, (he and me : 70a onderftand 
mtf Mounfeer? 

Tromf. Ah*ha!'/oirr U mariagi! tree Hen $ peifedl/ 
veil, Sir. 

Dick. Gad's mj life, he fpeakt Englxih ! bow lucky wci 
^ere in the choice of a houfe ! — ^And what mMj your name 
be, Mounfeer? 

Tromf. Trofftfort, at your ver good iervicf • 

Dick. Why, look*ee ! Mounfeer Tromfort ; in % won^ 
our bufinefs is this : this here young gentlewoman and I-— 

Jenny. Stop, Dicky, and let me explain matters to 
Monfieur Tromfort ; becaufe why, I fpeak the language, 
you know. 

Dick. But, Mifs, our landlord underilands Engliih. 

Jenny. No matter ; don't contradift me, Dicky ; you 
know I could not never bear that from a child. You muft 
know then, Monfieur, that Mr Matthew Minnikin, my 
father, is one of the mofl refpedable pin-makers in thd 
whole city of London ; and that I am his daughter, 

Tromf Ah-ba ! I underftand ; Maifter Minniky, grot 
ptercband d^epingU f c*eji toutjimple. 

Jenny. And this here young man that you fee, is Dicky 
*Drugget, father's 'prentice at home. 

Tromf. Fort bien ; ver veil ! 

Jenny . Now, father being minded to provide me a hu£> 
band, for fear I ihould otherwife provide one for myfelf— 

Tromf Fort lien ! dat vas ver veil fancy : pardie, Mon* 
fieur Minicky has great deal of wit ! 

J^nny. Yes^ well enough ^ if fo be that be had got me 
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k nnn to my mind ; but he was fo undutiful as never 10 
think of confulting of me. 

TrofnfB Oh, fy, fj, Monfieur Minlckj ! dat vas terrible 
tinjR . 

jennf. Ay, was it not, Monfieur ? quite nu)nftrous, as 
a body may fay ; and fo you would own, if you was to fee 
the creature he fixM on : Kit Codling, a fat fiihmongef, 
hard by the 'Change* They fay the man is well enough 
ta pafs in the world ; one of the livery, a pretty good 
fpeechefyer, minds his (hop, and is earefal and fober ; but,. 
Lord what fignifies that? he has no more idera of drefs 
than a Dutchman ; and as to cotillions, I fuppofe he knows 
93 much about them as a cow. 

7rofn/l Oh, fy, fy ! Mauvaife partie, bad partie ! 

^Mny. And fo, Dicky and I being bred up together, 
as it were, and being a genteeliih virtuous young man *i ■ 

Tromf. Ah^ vas $res g^ntikp 

yenny. Te^t for expept lying out ell night now and 
thai, bating to be fo vulgar as to ftay in the ihop, fref* 
quenting the tavern in fearch of good compaojv running 
his £ither in debt for hi3 credit, and gracing his conver- 
fation with the oaths moft in feibion, I doo't believe the 
lad has a fingle vice in the world. 

^nmf. Dat is ver extraordinary I 

yewny. And yet you can't think what an orationing 
fiuher us'd to make every day : but, between you and I, 
Monfieur, £ither and mother are but a eouple of fognyn 
old fools ) ben't they, Dicky ? 

hick. To fay truth, Uttle better, n^ dear. 

yifmym Why, what a noife they made abcmemyonly 
xunnuig'from fchool for three or ^mr davs with Monfieur 
Chafim, our maitre di danct^ juft as if they thought I 
would never come back again ; ha, ha ! 

hich To fay truth, Mounfeer, MilJi Jenny amongll 
them had but a very bad time ; for this I muft confefs ta 
her £u», (he is the moft heft temperMeft girl in the world ; 
for let her but fay and do what Ihe plesSes, and you will 
fcarcely hear a erofi wprd come put of her mouth in 4 
month. 

Trwnf. VraimeniP 

Licin Then, to prove what a dutiful daughter flie al« 
ways has been, (he conftantly ufed to Ileal out to fee Bref- 
fow, the playSf and hear Signiora Gamberbelly at the o- 

pera. 
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pcra, on purpofe to prevent their being tired with her 
company at home 

'Iromf. Ver confidcrate ! 

hick. And whenever the old folks charged her with 
doing any thing wrong, (he never told them a word of 
truth in her life. 

T:romf. No? 

Dich, No ; for fear of making her parents nneafj'. 

Vromf, Ver aimable indeed I 

Jenny. Nay, Monfieur, Dicky was always very partial 
to me — And fo, we taking a fancv to one another, and to 
prevent father from cxpofing himfelf by fuch a ridicnlous 
choice as Kit Codling, we agreed to give the old ones the 
flip, and take a little tour to the kingdom of France, 

Tromf. Bien imagine e I dat vas veil imagin ! 

'Bid. And fo, Mounfcer — 

Jenny, Nay, Dicky, don*t interrupt me, mj dear !— 
And fo, as I was a- faying, if you can contrive to procnre 
1J3 a marrying dodor, for I am told there are one or two 
who have fet up in that way in this town, wc ihall tak« 
ii^ Monfieur, as a very particular favour. 

Tromf 1 Ihall be ver happy, ires charmee ! to be ca- 
pable to ferve-a you- 

Jenny. Vaft polite ! and indeed, as I have often told 
Dicky, the French always are fo. 

Tromf. Indeed, I have great regard for de Englis ; and 
vcfi 6^j come over, I never refufe my protefiipn. 

Jenny Mighty civil, indeed ! 

Tromf. Why, every fummer derc come here to my 
boufe a great many my lors ; and I let 'em ftay two, tree 
mQTiths, juft as long as dey pleafe. 

Dich. What, for nothing, Mounfeer ! 

T'romf P cjque la meme chofe ! almoft de very lame 
ting ; dey never pay noding at all, only juft for dere eat- 
in-r, drinking, and flteping. 

jenny. How generous and noble ! 

Tromf. Yes, I alvays have great penchant, great par- 
tiality, for dofe of your country. Vy, dere vas fome 
time a^o, ven my houfc and my good vas burn down by 
de fire, I never vas take noding at all from de French, 

Dick, No? . 

%X<imf^ Pas une fous s but fuffer my lors Anglois to 

build-% 
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btiHd-a mjr hotel up again to dete own tafte, vidout de 
leaft interruption. 
' Dick. How kind, to give that preference to us ! 

Jenny. That indeed was the verj excefs of good breed* 
ing! 

"Tromf. And ven dey bring over good many guinea, 
lumb'ring heavy great ting, I make de change vid de Louis, 
dat vas fo pretty, and as light as de cork. 

Jenny. How difinterefted i 

T[romf. And as I know Meflleurs lee Anglois come here 
to improve demfelves by travel in France, I advife dem 
always to ftay here as long as ditj can, and never to tink 
of going home, till all dere niouies be gone. 

Dick. What a fine thing it is to get fuch a friend in fo^ 
reign parts ! 

Jenny. True, Dicky. Well, but,. Monfieur, do you 
think you can provide us with tlic party we want ? 

TCromf, P^ur la mariage / for marry you ? dere is no 
doubt. ^ 

Dick. But there is 110 time, -Mounfeery to be loft, for 
we expeft Mifs's father and mother to follow us in the vcrj 
firft (hip. 

- frofTi/l Dere is de Dr Coupler live juILa by, in do 
very next ftreet. 

Jeimy^ Then fond for him direftly. 

V^romf. Very probable he is not at home at dls time. 

Dick. No? - 

^rntnf. He eommonly take de x)pportunity of defe dark 
night, to ftep crofs de Shannel, and fupply his friend on 
t'oder fide vid de brandy and tea. 

Dick. Oh, what, i reckon, the doftor fmuggles a little ? 

7rofnf. Ves, for little amufement, juft pour puffer h 
temps ; for he is ver fond of de fea. 

Dick. Will you enquire, Mounfeer, if we cannot meet 
With the doftoc ? 

TCromf. A Vinjlant ; dis very moment. 

Enter a very old Waiter. 

^h bien ? La Jeuneffe ! vat is de matter ? 

La Jeu. Dere is anoder veffel from Dover, juft-a put 
into de port. 

Dick. Is there ? Then ten to one your father is in her ! 
* Tromf. Da^ vill be ver maUorpropos ! 
^ Dick. 
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BUi. Ha.^ii*t t better run down to the kej, and tak#^ 
peep at vf\io lands. 

^romf* By all mean ; de 5»enr beft dooght in de vorld> 
2U!pi. Stay you here^ Mi£i ; I wiU be back in n trice- * 

TTrom/. A ver pretty gentlemen^ dat Maifter Dmggy ! 

Jfimy. Yes, Dicky is thought very weU on. 

Tlromf. He has ver great head ; beaucoup difoStiqwe ^ 

Jiwny. Tesy yes ; he has wit enough when he wilL 

Tromf. Ma foi^ Msufter Dicky ^ai fortl aycrbap^ 
Bian» to be fure \ 

yumy^ Howfb, Monfievr Tromfort ? 

Trofrf. How fo ? par die ^ to have engage de affsftioo of 
IbAflnaAfe a Mademoifelle. 

?ipfffff . Dear me, Monfieur, and d*ye think i^ 
^r^mf. AJJitrtmeiU. 
yemtf* Really ? But youFrench are fo given to flattery? 
Tremf, P^mt de tout, not at all ! Vill you permit-a me^ 
iMiademoifelley juft to have de honour to kiis-a your hand? 
ymmj. My hand, Mon&ur ? what good oan that do 

Tfy^mf. Ah ! my God I how fine ! vite as fnow, and 
loft ss de iilk ! Vat vould I give to be dat dere Monfieur 
Dicky ! 

Jenny. Vfhy, is it p(^SUe» Monfieur, that you caa 
thmk me equal to your own country ladies ? 

Trom/l Ahy Mademoifelle, dere is no comparifon at all 
m de vorld; vat havock your charm vould make in dia 
country! 

Jenny. I am not quite fo certain of that. 

Tromf. Dere is no doubt at all : four la preuve / de 
very firft-a Frenchman's you vas fee, is proud to drow 
biniTelf at your feet. 

Jem^* At mine ? who can that be, Monfieur ? 

7romf. Voire tres humble^ Mademoifelle, it \» mai, oia 
myfelf. 

Jenny* You? 

Tromf. Mou Permit-a me, Mademoifelle, todeclai)^ 
de force of my paffion, dat bum my ver— 

Jenny. For me ? why I have fcarce been in yout conu 
pany a couple of minutes. 

iromf. Von inftant is enough for your charm to mal^e-a^ 
de conqueft j de very firft j|lance, your bright eyes fhoqt m) 
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^tiite to it heftft. Ah ! howit make^ me pat^ pat, |mt^ 
pat ! f'ait moi PboMnmr to place-a your hand ji^ here m 
iDj fide. 

Jenny. Here is an audacious old fop ! Pll tnr how finr 
the impudent puppy will go. — ^Why, really, Monfiaui 
yott^re lb amiable, and your mainners fo very polite, and 
lb civil, that if it had not been for a prior engagemem^ I 
don^ loiow but I might be tempted to liften. 

Tram/. Courage, Monfieur Tromfort ! Suy but % litde 
time, Maifter Dicky, begar I make you a cocu before yom 
vas marry, [/i^ie&.jH&igagement ! vat is dat ? 

J4$my. The young mail you faw here butr now. 

Tiromf. Maifter Dicky; vervell? 

Jenny ^ We are come over |iither to marry, yo« kiiow« 

Tram/. Vynot? 

Jenny. What, and at die iame time encourage anodier's 
addrefles? 

Tromf. To be fure. En France^ de lady alvays tak« 
2e huiband to make fure of de lover ; de one^icr lapolim 
tique^ de oder for de pa£Eion, 

Jenny. Av : but what would my countrywomen fay at 
lb very quick a— 

Tramf. Say ? ah-ha ! ihe begin to capitulate, [qfiie*^ 
-^Say ? dat you take de ver vife ftep. Oh, Mademoifelle^ 
dere be many pretty my lady who vait at ixvy hotel for de 
vind, dat can tell many comic ftorie of Monfieur Tromfort* 

Jenny. Oh, I don't doubt it at all ! — ^Was there ever 
fudi an impudent coxcomb !•— If one did but know, indeed^ 
the name of fome of the ladies, it would be a kind of ez« 
cufe. 

T[rtmf. Pardanne» mot! jamais de man of honour ; never 
t^ de fuune ot de lady, £a votes ! looky here ! look at 
iis plumet / dis pretty white iedder \^/bews ajbabhy vtbke 
feather f\ dis trophy of my vifiory I receive from de hand 
0f de pretty my lady. 

Jenny. That indeed is a proof ; and yet, Monfieur, it 
Is a fort of wonder too^ for you are not over young, nor^ 
between ourlelvesy remarkably handfomc ; and bemies aU 
Ihifct^ you have but one eye. 

TCrowrf. Dat is true; but den confider, Mademoifiellcj, 
dat de Utde j^mI Cupid has got never a vone* 

JesMy. Right} and I bw^e th« lady mnft have beea 
M Uiad u the god« 
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^romf. Not at all. Bat, ma cbere MademoifeUe^ wa 
lofe time; and Maifter Dicky may cotne back fromde 
port. Dcre is, in dis littel room, de ver pritt piAer^ 
which permit-a me to have de honour to flicw you. 

yetmy, Naj, but, Moniieur— 

Tramf. Dere muft be a littel compulfion to make de 
ladj do rat ihe like [pulls £rr.] Vene^i ma I 

Jenny. Hands off, jou infolent ruffian ! [Striies him^ 

Tromf. Diable ! 

Jenny. The yanitj and impudence of this fellow exceeds 
all the accounts I have heard of his country. 

Tromf. By gar, for de ibft hand, it is de moft hard I 
ever vas feel ! 

Jenny. Not half fo much as you merit. A pretty iic- 
count you give of the Englifh ; and a fine return for all 
the favours you have received at their hands ! 

Tromf. Bardie^ c*ejl une efpece de virago — Mais^ Madim 
moifeUe! 

M Jenny. However, the gentleman will foon be back, and 
return you thanks for this piece of civility. 

T/romf. Mais, MademoifeJle, you vas know de mode of 
dis country, de littel gallantry to de pretty fine vomaos. 

Jenny. Gallantry ! what, from a fellow like you, a 
piuful publican ? 

Tromf. Diable I publican ? dat be good enough for de 
maker of pin. 

Jenny. Here he comes. 

Enter Dick Drugget. 

DicJ^. Zounds, Mifs, here they all be ! 

Jenny. All ! who ? 

DicJk. Father, mother, and your aunt Clack, the mil- 
liner from out of Pali-Mall — But, you feem flurried ; there 
has nothing happened, I hope. 

Jenny. Happened ? that fancy Frenchman has takea 
fuch liberties I 

DicJk. How ! — Zounds, Sir, how dare you— 

Tromf. Monfieur Dicky — 

Jenny. Nay, the fellow is only fit to be laughed at : be* 
fides, at prefent we want him. — Harkee, Monfieur, if you 
wifh to have your folly forgot, and not be expofed, as you 
richly deferve, you muft immediately lend your affiftance. 

Tromf. Vid plaifir^ - : . 

Jenny* 
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yenny. Where can I conceal myfelf from my angry re- 
lations ? 

Iromf. Dere is but Httel time for to tink. Ah-ha! I 
have it. I vill dis inftant put you into de convent^ vere 
my filler is nun. 

Jenny. But they will foon find me out, and force me 
from them. 

Tromf, You muft pretend to have de grand inclination 
to become de bon catolick. 

Jenny. And will that do ? 

'Tromf. Never fear ! Mademoifelle ejl bien riche ; and 
de French prieft never give up de convert ven flie have got 
great deal of guinee, jamais. 

Jenny. In the mean time, what is to become of my friend? 

Tromf. De beft way for Maifter Dicky is to take dc 
littel trip to Dunkirk or Boulonge, till matters be fettle. 

Jenny. May I venture, Monfieur, to truft myfelf in 
your hands. 

Tromf. By gar, Mademoifelle, dere is more danger from 
your hand dan from mine ! 

Jenny. We Englifli, Monfieur, are an odd fort of people j 
it is near as dangerous to provoke our women as men. 

'Tromf. By gar, 1 believe fo. No, no; P affair ejlfaite; 
I have done. Mafemme^ my littel wife, fliall conduft Ma- 
demoifelle^ — La Jeuneffe I \Calhl 

Enter La Jeunejffe. 

La Jeu. Monfieur ? 

Tromf. Go to my vife ; tell her to take Mademoifelle 
to de convent^ and leave her dere vid my fitter. After 
dinner, I vill bring you de news to de grate. 

Jenny. Well, Dicky, adieu ! exped to hear from me 
foon. 

Dick. Be as quick as you will, I (hall think it an age. 
Deareft Jenny, farewell! [Exit. 

'Tromf. Jufque a revoir^ Mademoifelle ! 

Jenny. Servant, Monfieur Tromfort ! 

Tromf. Mafoiy Mademoifelle be a great littel fool, to 
prefer Monfieur Dicky to fuch anoder as me. By gar, de 
' Englis voman have no judgment at all ! flie vill repent by 
and bye ; more pity for flie ! — La Jeuneffe ! 

Vol. IL U u Enter 
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iE/f/rr La JeuneOe. 

Have jon fent dofe bag of guinea to Dunkirk^ to be melt' 

La Jeu, Ouiy Monfieur, 

"Jromf. Ver veil. [Ex/VLa Jeunefle.] — Aprer tout Meji 
Jieurs VAnglois^ all de Englis people, tie ver great fool, to 
come here, fpend dere money, in fearch after vat dey 
never will find ! to fhange dere rofla beef and padding, 
for our rotten ragout ; fee de comedy, de play, dey don't 
comprehend ; talk vid de people dey don't underftaadf iant 
mieux ! fo much de better I In ver few year, I flint up my 
hotel, fet up my coach, my carofle, and call myfelf Mon- 
fieur le Marquis de Guinea, in compliment to Mei&eiirs 
l^Anglois ; ver pritt title, by gar ! ha, ha, ha ! [Exit. 

Enter La Jeunefle, Mr and Mrs Minnikin, Mrs Cladc, 
and Kit Codling. 

Mrs Min, This unnatural hufly, to run thus away from 
her parents ! and into foreign parts, as they fay, amongfl 
Pagans and Papifls, and a parcel of — And here we have 
been tofs'd and tumbled about, that I don't know whether 
I ftand upon my head or my heels. 

Min. And then that lanthorn-jaw'd hound at the gate, 
to fcize my tobacco-box ! and I'll be fworn there wa» not 
a couple of pipe-fulls. 

Mrs Min, Ay, ay, poor toads, they are glad to get 
hold of any thing they can get. Well, if I once more get 
fight of old Fowl's, if ever they get me below Bridge again, 
unlefs a-pleafuring, perhaps, during the fummer, in a hoy 
to Margate — Pray, fon Codling, how long were we in fail- 
ing over the fea ? 

CodL I can tell you, Madam Minnikin, exafl: to a mi- 
nute , bccaufe why, I have promis'd neighbour Index, the 
printer, to make obferwations on all the ftrange things that 
I fee, that he may print them next time, 'long with his Six 
We " 1 Tour to the Continent. Let's fee; here is my journal; 
\^i'eads^ " Jurie the loth, embarked at feven in the morn- 
** ing, at Dover, aboard the Merpury, vind fouth and by 
*' eafl •, nine o'clock, vind wear a little to the veil ; ihell'd 
*' half a bufliel of peas ; eleven o'clock, vind ditto, eat 
** ditto ; tvv^elve and half, pluck'd a couple of fowls ; very 
*^ odd to fee how the vind blew the feathers about j nota 
" hen(^ feathers will fwim in the fait fea." 

Min. 
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Min. Vail curus obfcrvations, indeed ! 

Mrs Min. Naj, I always faid, fon Codling had a good 
head of his own. Why, Matthew Minnikin, if he goes on 
but as he begun, I don't know but his'n naay be as ufeful 
as many of the voyages that have been printed of late. 

Min. Ay, Margery, if he could but get fome ftrange 
beaftefleSy or carry home a foreign favage or two^ for a 
fliow. 

Mrs Min. But go on, fon Codling, I beg 1 

Codl. " Two o'clock, road beginning to be confumedly 
^ rough, was fo much jolted, that I could not write any 
** more." 

Mrs Mm. Write ? I'm fure I was not able to ftand ; fo 
they popp'd me into a hole in the wall, I think they call'd 
it a caSin ; Lord blefs us, 'twas more liker a coffin ! 

Clack. The fea has been rather rumbuflious, I own 5 but 
then, fifter, the land makes us ample amends. 

Mrs Min. Amends ! in what way ? 

Clack. Blefs me, fifter,. how can you afk? I profcfs I 
feel myfelf quite a different perfon : the peo]Je here are 
all fo gay, and well-bred ! Did not you obferve, when I 
accidentally fneez'd, how politely all the people puU'd oflf - 
their hats ? 

Mrs Min. Pfliaw ! what fignifies their grins and gri- 
maces, their fcrapes and congees ? do you, fifter, feriouily 
think, that the French folks are more cleverer than we ? 

Clack. Ridiculous ! is there a mortal can doubt il^? 
Why, without their affiftance, how fliould we be able to 
drefs ourfelves, or our viftuals ? And then, as to clever* 
nefs, did you obferve thofe little children, as we came up 
from the key ? 

Mrs Min. Yes ^ and to my thinking, I never faw fuch 
a parcel of brown brats in my life. 

Clack. I declare I was afliam'd, quite blufli'd, for my 
country, to hear mere infants, quite babies, as I may fay, 
fjputter French, nwre freer and glibber than your daughter 
Jane, who has had a French mafter thefe five years. 

Mrs Min. That's true, I muft own ; but then I don't 
find that they be more cuter to get our lingo, than we to 
iearn theirs. 

Clack. Becaufe why, they think it beneath them. 

Mrs Min. Who the deuce be all thefe ? 

Enter 
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Enter feveral Porters with fmall parcels. 

La Jeu, De porter from de cuftom-houfe, along yii 
your baggage. 

CodL Baggage ? zooks, anj one of thefe might have 
carried it alL 

Clack. Ay ! there, there, brother, you have another 
proof of their breeding ; all of tliem eager to be ufeful to 
ftrangers. 

Min. Yes, pox take them, in hopes, I fuppofe, of being 
handfomely paid. Well, Monlieurs, how much are you 
to have ? 

Clad. Fy, Mr Minnikin ! don't expofe your meannefs, 
the moment you are landed. Moufieur, you will fatisfy 
thefe gentlemen for the trouble they have taken. And, 
Mr Codling, do try and get us a good room, if you can. 

La jfeu. Veriest ici / 

[Exeunt Porters^ bowing and /craping. 

Min, Hey-day ! who the deuce have we here ? 

Mrs Min, As I live, acoupleof flioe-blacks, withmuflb 
and bag-wigs ! 

Enter Shoe-ilachsj who how with great ceremony y and 
takefnuff. 

Min. There, there, Margery ! doft thou fee ? mark 
their fmirking, bowing, and fneezing I 
^^ Clack. Ay, fifter Minnikin, there ! you fee how cour- 
teous and civil the very loweft people are here ; fhew me 
a fhopkeeper, in your whole ward, that can do his honours 
fo well ! See how politely they offer their fnuff to each 
other ; and look ! if the fweet little creatures are not fet 
down to cards on their ftools ! 

Min. Yes, yes ; I fee well enough. 

Clack. Not like our vulgar fellows, at putt or all-fours, 
but a party at piquet, I'll be fworn ! 

Enter La Jeuneffe, Luke Lapelle, and Gregory Gingham. 

La Jeu. Dis vay, my Lor I one, two, dree ftep ; take 
care-a my Lor ! 

Mrs Min. Blefs me, my dear, if here a'n't Mr Lapelle, 
from Bond-ftreet ! and neighbour Gingham, as fure as a 
gun ! frefh from Paris, I warrant. 

Min. 
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Min. Well met, neighbour Gin^um ! What, yew* ve 
teen fetching home fa&ions^ I reckon ? 

Ging. Hufh, Mr Minnikin ! there is no need to make 
proclamation in foreign pfarts of what buiinefs we be. 

Clack. Brother Minnikin's tongue will now and thea 
run too faft for his wit. 

Mm. Nay, I faid nothing, I am fure. 
Lap. Excu/e moiy Monfieur Minnikin ! you mentioned 
fetching of fafhions ; and that, as the French fay^ was /os- 
taramount to calling its tailors. 
Clack. The very fame thing. 

Mill. Why, fure, Gregory Gingham, thee be'il not 
aihamed of thy calling, be'ft ? 

Ging. That is another man's matter, you knows : how 
is it our fault (d'ye mind me ?) if the French folks will 
take us for lords ? They faw fomethiag in us that was 
. above the vulgar, I reckon. 

Mrs Min. Nay, for the matter of that, Matthew, it ig 
at worft but being quit with Mounfeer ; for, I'll be fworn, 
there are many of their Counts and Marquifes that comes 
over to us (aye, and are received by the beft quality too, 
at their tables), who, if the truth was known, are little 
better than tailors at home. 

Cu)dl. Right ! well faid. Madam Minnikin ! With this 
odds in their favour (plague take 'em I) that them there 
fellows make a good hand and profit by their pride and 
prefumption ; whilft our foolifh fokls are forced to pay 
pretty high fees for their titles. I reckon, your iord/bips 
were fwingingly fous'd on the road ? 

Ging* To fay truth, the bills did mount pretty high, 
and we did not chufe to chaffer with them, becaufe why, 
we wa'n't willing to bring a difgrace on our dignity. 
Clack. Wifely done, for the honour of England \ 
Codl. Honour? I can't fay that ever I heard that oil 
England received much honour from tailors ; unlefs, in- 
deedy when they lifted in Elliot's light-horfe. 

Lap. That may be the cafe, Mr Minnikin, with thofe 
of the trade who live in the city ; but I would have you 
to know, the knights of the needle are another fort o^ 
people at our end of the town. 
Clack. Doubtlefs. 

Lap. It ifi not in the faihiou]^ only that we take the lead ; 

we 
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we rule likewife over the hettes lettres, as the French call 
them. 

Min. How? 

Lap. Give laws to the drama ; datoa a plaj when we 
pleafe ; or hifs an ador off the ftage, when we take a dif- 
like to the rafcal. 

Codl. Ay ? it is the firft I ever heard of a tailor's goofe 

Lap. Yes, yes ; why, I myfelf, at the head of mjr jonr- 
neymen, have more than once played the part of tie fmbiic. 

Min, You furprize me ! 

Lap. And am known, at all our houfes of call^ hj the 
name of Tom Town. 

Clack. Mr Lapelle, you are but lofing yonr labour : 
honeft good fort of people enough ; but mere cttiy quite 
ignorant of what is going on in the world I 

Lap. Yes, yes, they look of that cut ; not of the right 
ftuff, as the French fay, to make buchs def frits on. 

Clack. And pray what news is ftirring in Paris ? 

Lap. Tojours gsiy, as the French fay, Mrs Clack* 

Mrs Mitt. 1 reckon there be powers of our country fi>lks 
there. 

Lap. I fuppofe fo; for I faw a good many aukwaid 
people, as they fay, a la comedy y and at the Cilqffus ,• but 
I chofe to avoid them. 

Mrs Mist- And why fo ? 

Codl. I reckon there were fome of his mafiers amongft 
them ; and it would not have been decent to be too for- 
ward, for a tradefraan, like he. 

Lap. Pardonnez moi ! that was not it ; it is always the 
rule with me, when I travels, to avoid les Anglois, as the 
French fay, the ElngliQi, as much as I can. 

CodL I reckon the French, as they don't know his trade, 
are more politer and civil. 

Lap. No ; there's a roughnefs, a hourgoify, about our 
barbarians, that is not at all to my tafte ; not a bit, as 
the French fay, to my gout. 

Clack. I don't wonder at it. I hope you left the foyal 
family all in good health. 

Lnp. Yes ; Mr le Roiy as the French fay, looked pret^ 
jolly ; and I was at his grand couverty and cow/bee a-Sun- 
day : his Majefly looked at me very hard. , 

Clad. Indeed ? 

Mrs Misu 
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Mrs Min. Ay ; wc^jdering, I fuppofe, bow ftacb a one 
as he could contrive to get in. 

lap. This relation of yours, Mrs Clack, 19 but a low 

kind of a bodj No, no, Mrs Minnikin ; his Majefty and 

I have been acquainted ; many a time and oft have I beea 
at court, when he was only the dolphin. 

' Clack. Vrzy, how k»ig, Mr Lapelle^ was you coming 
from Paris ? 

Zap. Xwo days and a night. 

Claci* Are the accommodations good upon the road? 

Zap. Their horfes, their cbevattxes, as the French call 
them, are not quite fo nimble as our*n ; but then, to make 
amends, like the French, I courier the poft, without Hop- 
ping ; unlefs, perhaps, to take a flight repas of a bit ^f 
jambuHy or a hamUt. 

Min. But how do yon like your jaunt, negihbour Gxiig<« 
bam ? You are rather filent, I think. 

Lap. This, you know, is only Gingham's firft trip : 
befides, to like Paris, a man muft parle vous in perfeftion ; 
fpeak their linger perfeftly well. 

Ging. For the matter of that, Mr Lapelle, the poftilions 
did not feem to take very readily all that you faid on the 
road. 

Zap4 Them there fellows ! bow fhotdd they ? mere 
country bi:rmpkins ! little better, as we fay in French, 
than a parcel q& pheafants I 

Clack. Ay, hogs, 1 fuppofe, like our own. 

Zap. True, Mrs Clack; <\fOL\tt cowchaus^ as we fay. 

Mrs Min. Have they pretty good viduala in thefe parts, 
neighbour Gingham ? 

Ging. Viduals ? foup^ that tailed as if wrung from a 
difli-clout, and ragii ftewed in vinegar, are all the vi&uals 
I have feen. 

Zap. Ah ! poor Gingham has a true Englifb ftomach ; 
nothing will do but fubilantials ; he has no tafte for ra^ 
gomtes^ iatermsatSf and rottis. 

Ging. Nay,, you know, at the laft town, my wife fiihed 
out a large piece of blue apron upon the top of her fork. 

Mrs Min. What ! did Mrs Gingham come with you ? 

Ging. Yes ; and is about as well pleafed as myfelf. 

Mrs Min. Where is Ihe ? 

Ging. In a room hard by, with Mrs Lapelle. 

Lap* How often have I cautioned you not to give her 

that 
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tbat name here in France ? fuppofe any of the people ilioitid 
hear jou ! 

Chck. What, then, I fuppofe it is not Mrs Lapelle, that 
is, your real wife, that is with you ? 

La^, Yes, yes ; but you know nothing can be fo vul- 
gar in France, as voyaging about with one's wife ; fo I 
make her pafs for my miftrefs, and always calls her Ma- 
demoifelle. 

Clack. And flie fares never the worfe. 111 be fwom. 

Lap. Au contrairey as they fay ; befides, it is the onlieft 
nethod to keep her to one's felf. 

Mrs Min. How fo ? 

Lap. No Frenchman fcruples to make love to a wife ; 
becaufe why, 'tis not the faihion for the huiband to care a 
£irthing about her ; but to feduce a man's nuftrefs, that he 
is imagined to love, is a crime that is never forgiven. 

Ci^ick. Lord, Mr Lapelle, we are like the French in a 
great many things. 

Lap, Yes, we endeavour ; and, to fay truth, improve 
every day in our morals. 

Clack. But ma3m't we join the ladies within ? 

Xo^. By all means — but mind the caution I gave !^ 
Yes ; Mademoifelle and I by accident picked up Gingham 
and wife. We met them in the Fauxbourg of St German ; 
and as we were to fet out about the fame time, we thought 
it would be, as the French fay, for us four to come to Ca- 
lais together, an agreeable tete-a-tete on the road. 

Clack. Well, I ftould like vaftly to fee Paris before my 
return ; but the journey is fo very expenfive ! coft a world 
of money, no doubt ? 

Lop. Why, as I know how to manage, not altogether 
fo much : it is true, we paid our bills like lords, on the 
road ; but it (hall go hard, Mrs Clack, if I do'nt make the 
real lords refund, when I fend in their bills. 

Clack. All the reafon in life. 

Lap. This, with a good cargoe of lace conveyed by Made- 
moifelle, and fome rich fuits that I know how to fmuggle 
fafcly to Dover, will, I ftiould think, carry me fcot-free 
to Bond-ftreet — But, pray, what brings all your family ? 

Clack. We will inform you within. 

Lap. Gingham, you will efcort Mrs Minnikin ? Mrs 
Clack, as the French fay, will you accept of my brafs ? 

[Exeunt with ceremony. 
ACT 
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ACT II. 

A French Apartment. 

Enter Mr and Mrs Minnikin and Mrs Clack. 

Mrs Min. T TELL you, Matthew, it is all a purtencc, 
"■■ merely to keep out of our hands ! Why, 
what Ihould fhe do in a convent ? 

Min. Mayhap, Margery, Ihe may take it in her head 
to turn nun. 

Mrs Min, Lord> Matthew, how can'ft think of any 
fuch a thing ? She nun ! no, no j flie's more likely by half 
to bring people into the world, than to take any one out 
on't. What fay you, filler Clack ? 

Clack. I am pretty much of your mind, I muft confefs ; 
but we fliall know more of the matter when Kit Codling 
comes back. 

Min. D'ye think they'll permitt'n to fee her ? 

Mrs Min. That, I fuppofe, will depend on herfelf. Oh, 
here comes Mr Codling. 

Enter Codling. 

Well, fon, what news from the runagate ? have you feen 
her? 

Codl. Not I : they firft fliew'd me' up to a room with 
iron rails at one end, like a begging-grate ; and upon ring- 
ing the bell, there popped out of t'other fide the bars an 
old gentlewoman, dreft: in a blanket, with a black hand- 
kerchief over her head. 

Mrs Min. Yes ; I have heard the Papiilies have fuch 
drefles amongft them : who was flie ? 

Codl. I took her to be one of the clergy women that be- 
long to the place. 1 aiked, if they had veigled one Mifs 
Minnikin into their clutches, in hopes to make her aPapifli : 
at the word veigled^ the old woman turn'd up the whites 
of her eyes, and with her hands crofs her ftomach, like a 
child that is faying her catechife, made a jaculation ; I 
fancy, in the outlandiih tongue ; upon which, I told her 
to let me have none on her hypocrify canting, but to an- 
fwer diredl to my qucftions- 

Vol. II. Xx Clack. 
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Clack. How rude ! it was luckj (he did not underftanc( 
you. 

CodL Underftand me ? yes, as well as you do : pho, 
mun, they be all Englifliwomen that be locked up in that 
church. She owned that Mifs Jenny was there. 

Mrs Min. She did ? 

Codl. Then I afkcd if I could not change a few words with 
licr, by way of a little difcourfe ; they faid no, becau£e 
why, Mifs was out of order at prefent. 

JV///I. A pretence ; nothing elfe. 

Cod/. So I reckon. Then I dcfircd the gentlewoman to 
open the hatch, and let me in doors to fee her, for I had a 
word or two for her private ear from her parents ; upon 
that, the old goffop fet up fuch a grumbling, called me 
proflij^ate harrytick, and wondered I could be fo empiety 
to think they ever fuffered a man to enter their doors ; 
'pon that, I told her, that if none of her complifhes were 
more handfome tlian fhe, ecod they might open their doors 
without any great danger : ha, ha ! this made the old one 
as mad as the deuce I 

Clack. I tould you what would happen, if you fent fuch 
a rough creature as he. 

• CodL No ; we grew more milder at laft ; and (he oflFcr'cf 
to fliew her, if her father and mother would come. 

Afrs Alin. Then, Matthew, let us go to her this inftaflt I 
Son Codlinf^ will flicw us the way. 

CodL For tlie matter of that, I don't believe you will 
fpeed much better than me. 

Clack. And why not ? 

CodL When I aflc'd her, if as how fhe thought Jenny 
had fcrufly a mind to turn to their wav, fhe faid fhe didn't 
make the leifl: doubt on't ; for that Mifs had all the true 
outward and vifible figns of an inward vacation. 

Mrs Min. Who have we here ? 

Enter Father O'Donnovan, a Capuchin. 

CodL I don't know ; a mountebank, I reckon ; or may- 
hap a man that fliews fleight of hand. 

(VDon. Save you, good jontlemen ! 

Mrs Min. No, no ; it is an EngUHiman, I know by 
his tongue. — Well, friend, who and what are you ? 

O^J)oi. Plaife you, I am a poor Capuchi i, that belongs 
to til's convent here in th^ town. 

CodL 
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CodL Capuchin? jand pray, honeft friend, what trade 
is that in the French ? 

O'Don. Trade ! the devil a bit of a trade that it is : by 
ipy fhoul, if I had a mind to be of a trade, do you thinifc 
I would have quitted my hajrmaking in England ? 

Mrs Min. What is it, then, that you follow ! 

O^Don- It is a kind of profeflion, my dear. 

Mrs Min. A profeiEon ! 

G*Don. Ay ; we makes profeiEons of poverty, that we 
may be fure to want for nothing as long as we live. 

CodL And how do you get what you want ? 

0*Don. By alking it from thofe that can give it. 

podi. Godfo ! then you are a beggar, I fancy. 

O^Don. Whp? a beggar? what phe devil put that in 
your head ? 

Mrs Min. What dy'e call yourfelf elfe ? 

O^Don. I aip only a mendi9ant, honpy. 

CodL I wonders you prefer fo idle a life. 

O^Dqn, And why fo ? d'ye think that I would not ra-r 
ther that other people fliould work for me, than work for 
ipyfelf ? not th^t I fliould mind working neither, but only 
becaafe it i§ £b vf fy laborious. 

Mrs Min. And are folks now very charitable in this 
here part of the world ? 

O^Don. Charitable ! the dpvil qf any charity's in it : it 
is, honey, a Chriftian kind oif a bargain, ftruckup among 
us, I think. 

Clack. A bargain? 

O^Don. Ay \ whilft they work for us, we pray for them ; 
they take care of our bodies, and, in return, my dear, 
' we take care of their fliouls. 

Codl. Souls ! never ftir, father, if this ben't one of 
jheir fria|:s ] 

Mrs Min. Sure as can be, fon Codling has hit it. Who 
can tell, hufbandj^ as he is our countryman, and one of the 
gang, but, for a little fpill of money, he may put us in s^ 
way to ge|: our dai^ghter out of their clutches ? 

Min. It is but trying, however. 

Mrs Min. And pray, good Sir, by what name may we 
pall you ? 

O^Don. Father O'Donnovan, at your humble far vice. 

Mrs Min. Will .you do us the favour to ftep a little this 
Tfizj ?— Son Codling, have a look out^ that we ben't in^ 

terrupted.— 
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terriiptcd. — Why, you mud know, that a daughter of ours 
has run away from her friends, and voluns nolunSy taken 
fhelter here in a cloifter. 

O^Dott, Run away from her friends ? By my flioul, that 
was very foolifiily done ! 

Mrs Min. Now, if you could put us in a way, by hook 
or by crook, to get her out of the convent — 

O^Don. Me ? what, me ? to get a parfon out of a con- 
vent? 

Jl^frs Min, If you would be fo kind to affift — 

O^Don. Fy I confider, woman, what ypu are afking. 

Min, Nay, Sir ! 

O^Dott, Upon my confcience here is one of tlie moil 
blacked confpiracies broke out againft Popery, fince gun- 
powder treafon. 

Afrs Attn. Patience, fweet Sir I 

O^Don. To tempt one of my order to be guilty of facred- 
nefs I 

Mrs Min. Indeed, good Sir, I had no fuch thing in my 
head. 

0\Don. Pace, woman I What is it better than facrednefs, 
to break into a convent, and take any cratur out by com- 
pulfion ? 

Mrs Min. But, Sir — 

O^Don. 1 tell you, even to force a young woman from 
thence, that is willing to lave it, is one of the biggeft rob- 
beries that can be committed. 

Mrs Min. My dear — 

O^Don. And, to extenuate the matter, here is a dutiful 
poor young body, that flies from her parents, and takes 
refuee in the arms of the church — 

Mrs Min. Hear me a word, reverend Sir ! 

O^Don. We fhall fee what the Commandant will fay to 
this bufinefs I Take my word for it, my friends, you will 
be all faaz'd in an inftant, and locked up in prifon aboard 
the frallies for the reft of your lives. 

Mrs Min. Mercy on us I — Sifter Clack, try if you 
can't mollify his choler a little, or we fliall be clap'd up 
in the quifiiion direclly. 

Clack. Can you, reverend Sir, be fo cruel to your coun- 
try folks here — 

O^Don. Pace, woman I 

Clack. Indeed they had no bad intentions ; they onl/ 

wanted 
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*t¥anted to aflc your Reverence's advice, and meant to leave 
a fmall fum in jour hands — 

O^Don, Sum ? do you main to infult me ? Don't yqu 
know, woman, that we muft never touch money ? 

Clack. To beftow upon poor obje^s that want it ; but^ 
if fo be your Reverence is forbidden to touch it, why, to 
be fure, we won't dare to — 

O^Don. Why, lookee, Miftrefs ; to handle money is 
againft the rules of our order, which we dare not break 
through : if, indeed, it was put into a purfe, why, therq 
would be no occafion, d'ye fee, for me to touch it. 

Clack. Brother Minnikin, have you ever a purfe ? 

Mrs Min. Here, here is mine, fifter Clack. 

O^Don. Why, as you faam to be well difpofed people, 
and only want a little wholefome advice'; why, that, d'ye 
fee, may alter the cafe. 

Mrs Min, Nothing elfe, indeed, reverend Sir. 

O^Don. Why, d'ye mind mc, it would not be dacent for 
me to ftir in this matter ; becaafe why, as we are monks, 
you know, it is our duty to bring over and pervert as many 
ihouls as we can. 

Mrs Min. True, reverend Sir ; but there is nothing of 
that in the matter ; the girl, heaven knows, has no more 
mind to be perverted than any of us. 

O^Don. How ! more fhame for her ! but may I belave 
you ! 

Mrs Min. All a pretence, nothing elfe ; (he is run away 
with an idle 'prentice of ours, to avoid that young man 
there before you. 

O^Don. Have you brought with you no letters of recom- 
mendation to any ftrangers of your acquaintance that live 
in this town ? 

Mrs Min.. JVe know no mortal ; we have not been 
landed an hour; 

O^Don. Becaafe a little intereft in this cafe would go a 
great way ; not but there are fome of our own country 
folks, that live here in great credit : perhaps you may have 
known them at home. 

Mrs Min. Does your Reverence remember their names ? 

O^Don. There is Mr MacRappum, that lives in the 
Square, one of the beft natured craturs alive ; he got the 
jail-diftemper, by attending his own trial at the Old Bailey. 
' Mrs Min. Poor gentleman ! 

O'Don. 
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C^Don. So the judge advifed him to try for feven years 
ihc air of America. 

Airs Min\ And did he reap any benefit ? 

O^Don, He has put off the jaunt for a while. 

Mrs Min. Whyfo? 

(/Don- I don't know ; they talk that that place Is all in 
combuftion at prefent ; fo being a paceable man^ he chofe 
to be fet down here in his way. 

Mrs Min. Doll know him, Matthew ? 

Min. Not I. 

0*Don. Then there is one 'Squire Copywell, that is but 
lately come over ; a very fafatious, humourfome man : he 
laid a bet with a frind of his^ out of fun, that he would 
4raw ft bill in the hand-writing of Sir Timothy Tradewell, 
fo like that the banker ihould pay it without hefitation. 

Mrs Min. And did he ? 

O^Don. You may fay that: but, when they come to 
£nd out the miftake, the banker, being a crufty dull fel- 
low, and not underftanding a joke, talked of going to law 
with the 'fquTre. 

Mrs Min. Lord blefs us ! how could they — - 

(/Don. Nay, I don't know, my Itoul ; them there 
Engliih have fome ftrange maxims amongft them ; fo the 
'fquire, not caring to throw away his money to lawyers, 
chofe to come and live here, rather than make any more 
words of the matter. 

Clack. I'd have done the very fame thing, had I been 
the 'fquire. 

O^Don. Nay, for the matter of that, you have no more 
manners than morality among you in England. 

Mrs Min. How, reverend Sir ! I thought we was re- 
markable for — 

O^Don. Pace woman, and hold your |^laver ! Was 
there ever fuch ill breeding as Lord Conftanrs to Sir Henry 
Hornbeam, that lives hard by here at Ardres. 

Clack. Indeed, I never heard nothing about it. 

Q^Don. My lord was obligated to go about his affairs 
into the north for a month, and left his difconfolate lady be- 
hind him in London. 

Mrs Mi?/, Poor gentlewoman ! 

CDon. Upon which, his friend Sir Henry ufed to go 
and (lay there all the day, to amufe and divert her. 

Mrs Min. How good-natured that was in Sir Henry I 

O'Don. 
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&Don. Nay, he carried his friendlhip much further 
than that ; for my lady, as there was many highwaymen 
and footpads about, was afraid that fome of them would 
break into the houfe, and fb defired Sir Henry to lie there 
every night. 

Mrs Min. Good foul ! and he did, I dare fay ? 

O^Don, To be fure : there is not a more politer man in 
the world. So, hearing in the middle of the night a little 
Boife below flairs, he run'd down to fee what was the . 
matter ; finding all fafe^ in cdming up again^ he chanced 
to make a little miftake. 

Mrs Min. How fo ? 

VDon. Infteadof going to his own bed, he Hepped into 
my lady's. 

Clacl. That might happen very well^ in the dark. 

O^Don. And there falling afleep, never once found out 
his miilake till the maid came up in the morning. 

Clack. He muft have been vaftly furprized, to be fure, 

Mrs Mlhi And, I warrant mey fo was my lady. 

O^Don. Without doubt. But now comes the upfhot of 
all : I reckon, you fuppofe my lord thought himfelf much 
obliged to Sir Henry ? 

Clack. To be fure. 

O^Don. Not he, by my flioul ! nay, more worfer than 
that, 'he had the ill manners to bring an a£lion againil him^ 

Clack. What, after Sir Harry had told him the ftory ? 

0*DoH. Ay, and my lady likewife ; fo it muft be true*^ 
as you know,becaafe why, they could not both be miftaken* 

Clack. There was no danger of that. 

O^Don. So, Sir Harry, not chufing to live any longer 
amongft fuch under-bred people, has fettled here for his 
life. 

Clack. Why, as there is fo much good company, it muft 
be vaft agreeable living here, I fliould think. 

' O^Don. You may fay that ; and indeed this place is fo 
pleafant, that every day one ingenus parfon or other comes 
over to live. Upon my flioul, among ourfelves, I belave 
the folks on your fide the water begin to grow a little jealous. 

Clack. No wonder. 

O^Don. Infomuch, that they have made application to 
the magiftrates here to fend fome of them forcibly back. 

Mrs Min. But I dare fay the French were more politer 
than that. 
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O^Don. To be fure. Indeed, out of compaflion, they 
have compelled three or four that were poor to return ; be- 
caafe why, it cou'dn't be very agreeable to them, you 
know, to live here without money. 

Afrs Mtn, To be fure. 

O^Don. An4 then, the Englifli are indulged in the free 
cxercife of their religion. 

Mrs Min, Oh, then they go to church ? 

O^Don. No, no ; if they find 'em preaching or praying, 
they hang up the minifter, and fend die congregation all to 
the gallies. 

Mrs Min- Doft hear that, Matthew Minnikin ? 

O^Don. So now, as I was a-telling, if you can get any 
friend to fpeak to the — Boo-boo-boo I upon my fhoul^ I 
had like to have forgot the moil materialill parfon of all : 
docs any of you know Lady Kitty Crocodile ? 

Clack, lady Kitty ! nobody better ; I have had the ho« 
nour of working for her ladyfliip this many years. 

O^Don. Then your bufinefs will be done in a trice. Be- 
tween ourfelvesy the ladies always rule the roaft in this 
part of the world. 

Clack. I dare believe her ladyfliip will be very willing 
to ferve us. 

O^Don. I don't doubt it at all ; flie is one of the moil 
worthieft women alive : flie cou'dn't bear to ftay in Eng« 
land after the death of her hufband, every thing there put 
her fo much in mind of her lofs. Why, if flie met by ac- 
cident with one of his boots, it always fet her a-crying ; in- 
deed the poor gentlewoman was a perfed Niobe. 

Cluck, Indeed, I found her ladyfliip in a very incontion- 
able way, when I waited on her upon the mournful occa- 
fion. Indeed, flie was rather more cheerful when flie tried 
on her weeds ; and no wonder, for it is a drefs vaftly be- 
coming, efpecially to people inclined to be fat. But I was 
in hopes by this time flie had got over her griefs. 

O^Don. Not at all, indeed. Indeed, with the French 
file is fafatious and pleafant enough ; but flie no fooner 
fets fight on any thing Englifli, than the tears burft out 
like a whirlwind. 

Clack. Then, if we can do without it, we won't trouble 
her ladyfliip. 

Mrs Min. True ; we will firft try, filler, what we can 
do at the convent. 

O'Don, 
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O^DoH. By all means : and, d^e hear, you need not 
mention any thing about the purfe ; you underftand me ? 

Clack. Oh, father, you need not fear us. 

O^Don. Nay, it is not for that ; but becaafe one's 
charity, you know, fhould be private ; and therefore to 
devulge it would take away moft of the merit. \^Exit* 

Clack. True, true. What's next to be done ? 

Mrs Mitt. Why^ we had beft go after the wench to the 
convent. 

Clack. But take care what you fay ! you fee what a 
hobble we had like to have got into. 

Mrs Mitt. Never you fear 5 1 warranty I knows how to 
behave myfelfi [Exeunt * 

ScEHE, d Cottvenii 

Enter Abbefs and Jenny. . 

Abhefs. Only, daughter^ coniSder to what tcmptationai 
jrbu are expofed in the world. 

Jenny. The more merit, mother, then in me^ to refift 
them. 

Abhefs. Attacked by enemies from every quartern 

Jenttj. I am i girl of fpirit^ mother, and am determined 
to face thetn. 

Abbefsl But they will be too powerful, child, for you 
tor^ft. 

Jettny. Then, like abler officers^ I mud furrender. I 
fuppofe there will be nd danger of their refiifing me quar- 
ter. 

Abbefs. Daughter, daughter, I am afraid your affec- 
tions are catnal. 

Jenny. Mother, mother^ they are like other girls of 
iny age. 

Abbefs. Why Won't you accept a fpiritual fpoufe ? 

Jenny. Becaitfe I have found one of flefh and blood much 
more to my mind. 

Abbefs. Confider^ that is a union that will continue for 
ever. 

Jenny. And do you 'call that a recommendation, good 
mother ? 

Abbefs. The other, child> muft be finally diffolved by^ 
death. 

Vol. IL y y Jenny. 
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y^nny* Like many of my countrywomen, perhapsr, I 
mayn^t have patience to tarry altogether fo long. Bu4 
come, mother, I can, I believe, give a good guefs at your 
meaning : you have a notion that I fhould bring a pretty 
good fortune to this fpoufe of your recommendation? 

Ahhefs. True, daughter. 

Jenny. To which, as I never heard of any children pro- 
duced by this unaccountable union, you will fucceed ? 
Now I mufl tell you, I ha'n't a farthing of fortune. 

Ahbefs. Daughter? 

Jenny. I am entirely dependent upon fafeher,^ who, I 
am poutively furc, won't part with a farthing to you. — 
]pe give any thing to your church, as you call it ? why^ 
he's never fo happy as when he can rob our own vicar at 
home of his dues. 

Ahhefs. What, dattghter, have you no feparate portion ? 

Jenny. Not a doit. 

Abhejs. And your father fo fixed an Eefetic as you have 
defcribed him ? 

Jenny. Hates a Papifli worfer than poifon.* 
. Ahhefs. WeU, child, as I find you have no immediate 
call to the veil, I fliall at this time prefs it no further ; 
your bell way will, I think, be to return to your father. 

Jenny. Not quite fo foon, if you pleafe. I have told 
you what induced me to leave him ; now, if you wiU 
fcreen me from his purfuit, till I can other wife difpofe of 
myfelf, tho' I am not rich, I have a few guineas here that 
will thank you^ 

Abhefs. Why, as the compelling a daughter to marry i« 
a profanation of one of our facraments, I am bound ia 
duty, if I can, to prevent it. 

Jenny. Is it ? gad, I like that part of your creed welt 
enough. 

Enter a Nun. 

Nun. The father and mother of that amiable child are 
now at the grate. 

Jenny. Lord, good mother, what fliall I do ? 

Ahhefs. Let them know, Ihe fliall attend them direftly^ 

Jenny, How, mother ! \Exit Nun. 

Ahhefs. Fear nothing ! if they infifl on the taking yoa 
hence, urge an affcdion you feel for our faith, and that 

you 
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you wifb 'to wait here for our ghoftlj inftruftions ; in fuch 
a-cafQy this is afecure fan6tuary from the fecular arm. 
'Jenny. I underftand you, good mother. ^Exeunt^ 

SCE^E, the Grate^ 

E^ter Mr and Mrs Minnikin, Mrs Clack, and Codling. 

Min, This jade is the plague of our lives ! 

Mrs Mm, Peace, Matthew ! bj >rough means we fliall 
^ain nothing, I am fare ; let us trj what a little mollifica- 
tion willdo. Son Codling, keep out of fight;, if you pleafe. 

Enter the Ahbefs and Jenny- 

jShhefs, This, I prefume, is ^he perfon you want. 

Mrs Min, Yes, Miftrefs, this is the party, indeed.— ,- 
So, Jenny, how could you be fo naughty, child, to run 
away from your father and me ? 

Min. Yes, and to confort with a parcel of Pap-^ 

Mr^ Min. Peace, Matthew ! there be good and :bad of 
all forts, as they fay. 

Min. True.; and J warrant her flie'H make choice of 
the worft. 

.Mrs Min. Well, but, come, Matthew, it is never tco 
iate to repent. 

Clack. True, fifter ; and T dare fay, my niece is ready 
to return back with us, and will do every thing we can de- 
fire her. 

Jenny. I am fenfible of the refpeft and duty I owe to my 
parents — 

Mrs Min. Very well faid, child ! it is a long lane that 
■has no turning. 

Jenny. And fliall always be ready to obey their com- 
mands. 

Min. Do you hear, Mifti:efs ? then open .the doors and 
Jet her come out. 

Jenny. Pardon me. Sir ; that cannot -be. 

Min. Why not? 

Jenny. Becaufe a much more important dv>ty detains 
jne, 

Min. And pray what pretty duty may that be ? 

Jenny. This pious and reverend lady will tell you. 

J^fin. Come, Miftrefs, let us have it then. 

Abhefs, 
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Ahbefs. Your daughter, foiiy bj a miraculous operation, 
has had her eyes opened to the perilous paths in which ihft 
was ftrajing. 

Min. Yes, yes, ihe has wandered long enough, to be 
fure. 

jihbefs. And has begged our advice to dired her in the 
right road. 

Min. And if (he takes it, i^ will be the iiril time in her 
life. 

Abbefs. Say not fo, fon ; you are too raflx in your judge- 
ment. 

Min. To come to the proof, will flie marry the young 
man wc have provided ? 

Abbefs. She has provided a better match for herfelf. 
Min. The devil (he has ! what, a 'prentice boy that 
wants two years to be out of his time ? 
Abbefs. Son, I don't comprehend you. 
Min. Dick Drugget, I mean ; as arrant a fcape-grace— 
jibbefs. Son, I lunow no fuch perfon as Drugget. 
Min. What, he has changed his name, I fuppofe, iincc 
he came over ! like enough. 

Abbefs* Son, we err, I believe as to the perfon ; the 
fpoufe your daughter wiflies to wed is Saint Francis. 

Min. Saint Francis ! who the devil is he ? what, has ihe 
pick'd up a Frenchman already ! like enough : but if that 
be the cafe, Miftrefs, you may give my fervice to Mr 
Saint Francis, and tell him he fliall never touch a fingle 
penny of mine as long as he lives. 

Abhefs. Saint Francis ftands in need of no fortune. 
Min. He is fo rich? fo much the better for he. And 
you may over and above tell him, notwithftanding flie looks 
fo demure, that he could not have met with fuch a head- 
flrong, obflinate, peremptory vixen, if he had fearched 
all the country round. 

Abbcfs, Saint Francis will, notwithftanding, cherifli the 
dear child in his bofom. 

Min. Will he ? then, if the dear child don't kick his 
guts out in Icfs than a month, fhe is confoundedly altered ! 
But come, Miftrefs, mayhap, we may find friends here, 
although wc be ft rangers : we'll fee if there be no laws 
againft kidnapping otiier folks' children away ! 

Allefs. You grow indecent, fon ; we muft leave you. 

Min. 
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Min. In England now I would bftye horpurs'd corpus*d 
lier out of your hands in an hour ! 

Ahhefs. Daughter^ pay your reverence to your rela- 
tions'! penny ^«r{^<pj, and retires from 

the grate ^ with the Ahhefs. 
Min. An hypocritical flut ! And harkee, Miftrefs ! be- 
' fore I goes, I will tell you a bit of my mind : notwith- 
ilanding your whining and canting, and fan£lified looks, I 
don't think you are a bit better than you fhould be, d'ye fee 
me ; and, if the truth was known, you are little better^ I 
believe, than an old matchmaking bawd ! 

Mrs Min. Matthew, confider where you are, have ^ 
care what you fay ! 

Min, Prithee, woman, be quiet ! Lofers have leave to 
fpeak in all countries, I hope. 

Mrs Min. And of what ufe is your fpeaking ? 
Clack. True, filler. But come ; let us go to Lady Kitty, 
^ the friar advifed us ; perhaps fhe |nay put us in a way* 
Mrs Min. Right, fifter. Come, Matthew, there is no 
time to be loft. 

Min. Loft ! we had better leave her to her own wicke4 
ways : flie will find that punifliment enough in the end. 

Mrs Min. But flie is our daughter, Matthew, you 
know ; let us do our duty, however. 
Min. W^ll, well ! Come, fon Codling ! 
Codl. I'll follow you, father, when 1 have made ^ ob- 
fervation or two, to put into neighbour Index's Tower. — 
** The clargy women in thefe parts don't ufe any linen ; 
f* and inftead of doing like our'n, they wear their woollen 
^* fmocks over the reft of their cloaths. Nota bene^ if 
f* they can catch any young women into their clutches, 
** they locks them up in dens like wild beaftefes, that are 
f* kept in the To'vyer." \ExewU» 

Scene, a Hotel. 

Enter Mifs Lydell and Hetty. 

Mifs Lyd. Sure never was fo capricious a being ! 
Hetty. Not of the fame mind two minutes together ! I 
iun aftoniihed, Mifs, how you are able to bear it. 

Mifs Lyd. I only wait for a fair pccafion to quit her 

Ladyihip ; 



Ss8 A TRIP TO CALAIS. 

jLadyfliip ; fuch a one, I mean, as would juftify ine to mj 
friends. 

.Hetty. For that, Mifs, you can't be long at a lofs. 

Mifj{ Lyd. Ah, Hetty, it is impolEble for you to guefs 
fit the half of her art : my relations, feduced by her fre- 
quent profeflions, trufted me to her care, expefting, what 
I am fatisfied never will happen, a permanent eilablifhment 
for me by means of her favour. 

Hetty. Why, fure, Mifs, fhe can't for fhame but do 
fomething handfome for you, after having drag'd you m 
her train, as I may fay, almoft over the world. 

Mifs Ly4» There, Hetty, is the fource of her prefent 
behaviour : ihe knows what fhe has promlfed, and wants 
fi> force me4;o fonoc inddfcreet aft of impatience, as an apo^ 
logy for the breach of her faith. 

Hetty. Ay ? is fhe fo cunning as that ? 

Mifs Lyd. For at the fame time that (he is teazing, tor- 
^ring, and loading me with every mortification in private, 
^ou £ee with what particular regard and attention fhe af- 
fe£ls to treat me in public. 

Hetty. True enough, I mufl own, Mifs ; exaftly like 
her pretended grief for Sir John : fhe howls and cries over 
Ijhe poor boot, for all the world like the ftrange creature 
I have read of. 

Mifs Lyd. Hufh, Hetty I fhe is here. 

Enter Lady Kitty Crocodile. 

Lady Kitty » In cloCe committee, I fee I What mifchief 
^re you two brewing together ? — I am aftonifh'd, Mifs 
Lydell, at your feducing my fervants ; is this a proper re- 
turn, Mifs, for all the obligations you owe me ? 

Mifs Lyd. I am farry ypur Ladyfhip fhould think me 
(-liable — 

Lady Kitty, Capable ? — Leave the room, with your 
inquifitive impertinent face ! You want fome tale to run 
tattling with to the reft of the crew. [To Hetty. 

Hetty. Crew ? I don't underfland what your Ladyfhip 
means by the crew ; tho' we are fervants, we may be as 
good Chriftiaiis as other people, I hope ; and tho', to be 
lure — 

Lndy Kitty. Hold your infolent tongue, and quit the 
room, when I bid ypu I 

Hetty, Crew / — With ail my heart j I have no objec- 
tion 
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tion to quitting the room, nor the houfe neither^ for the 
matter of that. Crew^ indeed ; marry come up ! \_Exii. 

Lady Kitty » So, Mifs ! thefe are the fruits of your lictle 
hypocritical plots ; thefe lefibns have been taught them bj 
you. 

Mifs Lyd, Me, Madam ? Can your Ladyflrip fupj>ofb 
that I would defcend fo low as to^— 

Lady Kitty. Defcend, Mifs ? I don't underftand you z 
pray, in what refpeft are you fo much better than they ? 
Is it becaufe I have permitted you IK) fit at my table, that 
you give yourfelf thefe airs of importance ? Though your 
father was parfon of the parifli, yet I hope I was not obli- 
ged at his death to provide for all his beggarly tribe* 

Mifs Lyd. Madam, I never prcfumed — 

Lady Kitty. And yet, has not my generofity been ex- 
tended to every branch ? There was your mother ; did not 
I, by my own fingle intereft, get her into the alms«houfe 
at Bromley ; where, except meat, drink, and cloaths, fhe 
is amply provided with every thing a woman in her con- 
dition can want ? 

Mifs Lyd. I never denied — 
. Lady Kitty. Was not your brother Tom, Mifs, made 
a guinea-pig upon my recommendation ? 

Mifs Lyd. Granted, Madam. 

Lady Kitty. And as to you, did not I, for no reafon 
that I know, unlefs indeed that you are a diflant relation, 
take you into my houfe, put you above my own woman, 
and make you one of my maids of honour at once ? 

Mifs Lyd. I hope^ Madam, I have not proved ungrate- 
ful- 

Lady Kitty. No, Mifs ? How often have I caught you 
ogling, and throwing out lures to Sir John in his lifetime ? 

Mifs Lyd. I hope. Madam, Sir John never charged me 
with any defigns of that nature. 

Lady Kitty. No ; there was your fccurity, Mifs ; yoa 
knew he was too generous and good to expofe your infa- 
mous arts ; but you could not conceal them from me ! 

Mifs Lyd. Nay, for Heaven's fake. Madam— 

Lady Kitty. In Italy too, there was Prince Pincoffi and 
Cardinal Gximlky ; you could not help throwing out your 
traps to enfnare them. 

Mifs Lyd. Me, Madam ? 

Lady Kitty. Yes, you ; what elfc, at my afiemblies, 

could 
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could make them prefer your converfation to mine ? I hope 
you have not the impudence to fuppofe, that your perioa 
and figure would bear any comparifon. 

M^s Lyd. Madam, I never prefumed«>- 

Lady Kitty. Befides, Mifs, you know I never durft 
carry you with me to any conference' I had with the Pope, 
for fear you fhould be trying fome of your coquetiih airs 
upon him. 

Mifs Lyd. Mercy upon me ! 

Lady Kitty. And here too. Colonel Cro(by, the only 
decent man in the town, when I was in Calais before, never 
mifled my toilet a morning; but now, when he comes, 
won't tarry a moment, unlefs indeed when you are in 
waiting. 

Mifs Lyd. I am fo confufed at the flrange charges your 
Lady(hip brings, that I proteft I don't know what anfwer 
to make ! 

Lady Kitty. I do, really believe you. But you fee, Mifs^ 
all your little contrivances are folly difcovered ; and I 
fliould tell you, Mifs Lydell, that you are the moft artifi- 
cial, cunning, hypocritical, mifchievous minx, that ever I 
met with, but my humanity and my good breeding pre-^ 
vents me ; a woman of qusdity flioiJd never lofe fight of 
her ftation. 

Mifs Lyd. Was I capable of but half the criines your 
Ladyfliip lays to my charge, I (hould deteft myfelf full as 
much as your Ladyfliip hates me. But I can't wifli. Ma-/ 
dam, that your Ladyfliip fliould keep about your perfon a 
young creature to whom you have been pleafed to take fuch 
an averfion : fend me, therefore. Madam, to my poor 
mother ; her age and infirmities muft want my afliftance. 

Lady Kitty. Who hinders you> Mifs ? You may go when 
you pleafe. 

Mifs Lyd. Your Ladyfliip will fend with me fome perw 
fon of confidence ? or^ at leail> a line to my mother, inti- 
mating, that I have neither diflionoUred myfelf, or deferted 
your Ladyfliip ? 

Lady Kitty. So ! here is another ftroke of your art ?— 
You want to perfuade people, that, through caprice, grown 
tired of your company, I have the cruelty to throw you 
at once' upon the wide world : no, Mifs ! that won't do I 
you fliould be a little more careful to cover the hook. 

Enter 
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Enter a Servant and Colonel Crofbj. 

Serv.. Colonel Crofby. [^Exit. 

ColomL I hope I am not an intruder.— rBlcfs nie^ what 
has happened ? Mifs Lydell in tears ! 

Lady Kitty. Yes ; the poor child has juft received a 
letter from her mother, oi\e of the heft kind of women 
that ever was : dry up your tears, Lydia, my love ! — You 
fuUen, fulking, ftomachful ilut ! — ^Poor Mrs Lydell has 
but very bad health. Colonel Crolby ; and the dear girl, 
who is indeed a moft aSedionate dutiful daughter — Go up 
to your room, you pouting, pervcrfe little vixen — You 
fee. Colonel ! but be comforted^ Lydy, my dear ! though 
you fhould lofe your mother, you may be certain of find- 
ing a mother in me. 

Colonel. I hope, Mifs, there is no immediate imminent 
danger. 

Lady Kitty. The poor child's tender nature, and ami- 
aUe heart, makes her dread the worft that can happen, — 
What, is the wench petrified ? move oflT, and don't ftand 
fniveling here ! — She wiihes. Colonel, to withdraw to her 
chamber : But don't brood over your forrows, my love ! 
order my coach, and take a little airing, my dear ! — I hope 
it will overturn, and break every bone in your ikin. 

[Exit Lydia. 

Colonel. How amiable in your Ladyihip is this attention 
to fo deferving an objed ! 

Lady Kitty. I am afraid. Colonel, you will think it a 
weaknefs : excefs of humanity is my foible, I know ; but 
a generous mind, fuch as yours. Colonel, will pardon the 
error. 

Colonel. Error ! it is the glory, the pride of your fex ; 
it is the invincible ^gis of Pallas, that muft fubdue every 
heart it attacks ! 

Lady Kitty. Sorrows naturally foften the mind ; and> 
Heaven knows, I have had a plentiful portion. The dear 
man, whofe refemblance I wear on my wrift-^ 

Colonel. For Heaven's fake. Madam — 

Lady Kitty. And for ever will wear— But what necef- 
fity for this idle delufion ? is not thy fweet image deeply 
graved in my heart ? 

Colonel. Indeed your Ladyihip fhould not give way to 
thefe tranfports ; they may endanger your health. 

Vol. II. Z z Lady Kitty. 
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Ladv Kitty. Look here ! Can I then lament him foa 
much r-— But thou art but gone before me, mj love ! 

CotomL Let me rcfpeft the facred hour of forrow, nbr 
interrupt it by ufelefs confolation, and impertinent form ! 

[Exit. 

Lady Kitty* A (hort fpace will unite vts^ never to bear 
the torturie of feparation again I Oh^ that it was permitted 
me, with my own hand to fliorten the time ! this night, 
the arched vault ihould inclofe us ! to the cold chamber of 
death I would with rapture defcend— 

Enter Hetty. 

How came tbat ill-bred puppy let iif, without announcing 
his name ? ^ 

Hetty. I fancy, Madam, the fervants were out of the 

way. 

Lady Kitty, That is always the cafe ! Sure never wa» 
poor lady peftered by fuch an infamous fet ! But you all 
know and take advantage of my patient and mild difpofition. 

Hetty, To be fure, poor dove ! — ^There are fome £ng- 
liih people below, beg to have the honour of feeing your 
Ladyfliip. 

Lady Kitty, Do I know them ? 

Hetty. Mrs Clack of Pall-Mall, with two or thre^ more^r 

Lady Kitty. Let Mrs Clack firft be admitted. Is the 
rdom fit to receive them ? 

Hetty. Would your Ladyfliip fee her in the Chamber of 
Tears ? 

Lady Kitty* Where elfe ? Light the candles, and fliut 
out the fun I \^Exit Hetty]. This part that I play begins 
to grow horribly tedious. In my huft)and's lifetime, in- 
deed, I had one confolation at leafl, that I could always 
make him pay me in private for the good humour and 
fondnefs that I laviftied on him in public : but now, I have 
no other refource but in fervants ; and they too at times 
are rebellious. Thefe Englifli creatures get fuch odd no- 
tions about liberty into their heads ! I fancy the Turks 
would make good domeftics enough ; but then the brutes 
are fo tame and fubmifllve, that it is fcarce poflible to teaze 
and torment them : now the great pleafure of power, is in 
ruling over fenfible fubje£ts, who wince and feel the yoke 
when it galls them — Elefs me ! who is this ? — Yes, my 
luid, in thy tomb all my wiihcs lie bur — 

Enter 
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Enter Hetty. 

Hetty. The room is ready, my Lady. 

Lady Kitty. I wifli the room was on fire, and you in the 
middle on't ! plague on you ! I was afraid it was the Co- 
lonel come back. [Exeuntf 



ACT IIL 

Enter Colonel Crofby. 

Co/o^^/.TTHERE is a peculiarity in Mifs Lydell's diftrefs 
that I don't quite comprehend ; it appears to 
arife from a deeper fource than Lady Kitty derives it. I 
wifli I cQuld fee her ladyfhip's woman ! The girl feems 
to liave caught a good deal of the manners of her clafs in 
this country ; curious, arch^ and corrupt : with a proper 
application, there will be no difficulty, I fancy, to get at 
the family-fecrets. — ^Here fhe comes. 



Enter Hetty. 

You are in a prodigious hurry, Mrs Hetty 1 Nothing un- 
common ^as happened, I hope ? 

Hetty. Uncommon ? no, no. Colonel ; our affairs ge- 
nerally keep pretty much the fame train : hurry-fcurry— 
fending — recalling — commanding — forbidding—Lord have 
mercy upon me ! To live here, one fliould have the art of 
the HoUoway cheefecake-man, and be in a hundred places 
^t the very fame time. 

Colonel. She feems in a right cue for my purpofe 

You are upon no commiffion at prefent ? 

Hetty. Not immediately ; but I muft not be out of the 
way ; fpr as my lady is deck'd out in her difmals, perhaps 
fhe may take a fancy to faint. 

Colonel. Poor lady ! Lady Kitty is, indeed, a moft ex- 
traordinary inltance pf the lincerity and fervour of conjugal 
love. 

Hetty. Yes ; I believe there are very few women can 
match her. 

Colonel. And Mifs Lydell feems to have caught the in- 
fedion. How long, pray, has her mother been fo exceed- 
ingly ill ? 

flatty. 
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Hetty. Who's mother ? 
Colonel. MifsLjdell's. 
Hetty. I never heard a word of her ficknefs. 
Colonel. No ! becaofe, mj lady was — 
Hetty. Yes ; as I gaeflfed : This is one of her tricks ; 
fome ftory fhe has trump'd up. 

Colonel. Indeed ! — Oh, Mrs Hetty ; though it is not 
ufual in this country to give vails, I fuppofe you know it 
is the pra^ice to pay fome little occafional compliment, for 
the good offices of thofe whom the injuftice of fortune has 
placed in a ftation below us. 

Hetty. I have always faid, for politenefs, no nation could 
equal the French. 

Colonel. You will permit me to difcharge this duty in 
part. \Givei her money., 

Hetty. One may fee by your manner. Colonel, where 
you have pafled the gceateft part of your time. 

Colonel. I don't know any body's approbation I am more 
ambitious to have. — ^But, Mrs Hetty, as to Mifs Lyddl 9 
there feems to be a fixed melancholy hang on her brow. 
Hetty. I don't wonder at it. 
Colonel. But even now I furprifed her in tears* 
Hetty. Like enough. I fuppofe flie has been under the 
lafh \ my lady has been, as ufual^ employing her talents 
in teazin^. 

Colonel. Talents in tcazing ? 

Hetty. Yes ; it is a little amufement herladyfliip takes 
every morning, juft by way of exercife, between break- 
faft and dinner. 

Colonel. Oh, you wrong her ladyfliip : indeed, I never 
faw ftronger proofs of delicate and tender afFe£^ion. 
Hetty. Ha, ha ! how eafily yovi men are impofed on ! 
Colonel. Nay, but, my dear girl, prithee don't be fq 
giddy. To deal ferioully with you, I can't help taking a 
warm intereft in what relates to Mifs Lydell. 
Hetty. Upon my word, flie richly deferves it. 
Colonel. And ihould be forry to find her prefent very 
alarming diftrefs owing to any indifcretion of hers. 

Hetty. On that head, you may make yourfelf perfeftlj 
eafy. 

Colonel. But how fliall we be able to account for — 
Hetty. \x\ the moll natural way in the world. 

CohneL 



A TRIP TO CALAIS. 365 

Colonel. Will yon be kind enough to lend your aflift- 
ance? 

Hetty. With all die pleafure in life. You can be fecret, 
I hope. 

Colonels You will find me a man of honour in ev^ij 
refpeft. 

Hetty. In one inftance, you have juft given me a con« 
vincing proof, I confefs. Wh^, then, as to this lady of 
oiars 9 in hjpocrifjr ihe would b^ an over-match for a Me- 
tibodift. 

Colonel. Really? 

Hetty. And as to cruelty, there never was fo ingenious, 
fo refined a tormentor : the fathers of the Inquifitioa them- 
felves would be proud to receive inftru&ions from her. 
I could give yon fuch a hiftory — 

CaloneL Is it pcdEble ? 

Hetty. This room is too public ; befides^ perhaps her 
ladylhip may pop in and furprife us, for Ihe is as fiifpi- 
cious and prying as a cuftomhoufe officer. Dare you 
venture yourfelf in my room for a moment ? 

CoioneL If jou are not appreihenfive of danger, I muft, 
Mifs Hetty, be a coward indeed, if I — 

Hetty. Oh, as to my own part, I know I am fecure ; 
you are engaged too deeply elfewhere. 
' Colonel. Me, child? 

Hetty. Ha, ha, ha i Lord have mercy I how oddly you 
look ! What, d'ye thiqk I have not found you out before 
this ? Nay, for the matter of that, my lady knows as 
stiuch as myfelf ; and, to tell you the truth, I believe that 
was the caufe of the fcene to which you were partly a 
ivitnefs. 

Colonel. Nay, but, child-— 

Hetty. Huih ! ftep into that room : 1 muft introduce 
Mrs Clack, the mantua-maker, to an audience ; after 
which PlI be with you. [Exeunt. 

Lady Kitty difcovered in deep mourning ; the room hung 
with black f a lamp on the table. 

Lady Kitty. What the deuce keeps this woman fo long ? 
I grow moft terribly tired of my attitude ; but to this crea- 
ture I muft keep up my ehara&er : fiie is an abfolute Ga- 
zette, and at her return will publilh me in every part of 
the town. 

Enter 
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Emier Hetty and Mts Ctack. 

Bettf.^ There yon fee ber UdjOup fits ; abfarb*d in 
sriefy quite abfent ; fhe knows nothing of us. 
"^Cbd. Poordetrltdy! 

&tty. I will endeavour to ronfe her attention* . 

laJy Kittj. Gone, loff, for erer loft ! 

Hettt. Fleafe Tonr Ladyihip ! Madam ! 

LmfyKUiy. Wh^ will yon tease me to fafiain a tedious 
Eb ? 1 have no remh for rich wines, or delicate viands ^ 
the bread of aflUAion is the beft banqnet lor me. 

fiXMai. And that is but coarfe £Dody Heaven lauMrs. 

ImiyKkty. Don't Ibearfbme other voice in the room ^ 
my eyes are grown fe mifty iuid d im ■■ 

Hmj. With crying !— Mrs C3ack^ your Ladyfhip's 
mantua^m9ker, from England, to pay hnr duty ; ud de- 
fires your Ladyiliip^s commands lor that c d niitry,. 

Ladf Kitty. Let ber appto soh ,- . Ho w d'ye do^ Mrs 
CSfaLck f-Jietty, diil^ you may go to yoor di»ieri.--A 
good creature ; an humble kind of friend, Mrs Chdc : 
to her care and attention I think myfelf deeply indebted i^ 
as fhe will find when they open my wilL 

JXrffy. For Heaven's fake 1 your Ladyfhip^ makes m^ 
Hood run cold in my -veins. 

Lady Kitty. D'ye think, Hetty, yon fhall lainent me ? 

Hetty. Can your Ladyihip doubt it ? I ihould almoft 
brediL my heart, if your Ladyfhip was not to leave me a 
farthing. 

Lady Kitty. Should ^ou ? Kind foul !t-I fhall try the 
experiment you hypocritical flut ! 

Hetty. But' when our fuperiors are fo confiderate as to 
think of their menials in their laft moments, to be fure it 
gives poor fervants greater fpirits to cry for their lofs. 

Lady Kitty. Doubtlef?* You may go. [I^xit Ktty.J 
Well, Mrs Clack, you find me vaftly altered fince the 
death of Sir John. 

Clack. To be fure^ your Ladyihip is fpmething changed 
lince the day I had the honour to try on your ladyihip's 
cloaths for your Ladyihip's wedding. 

Lady Kitty. True. You, I think, Mrs Clack, decked 
me out ,like another Iphigenia, to be facrificed at the 
temple of Hymen. Don't you recolleft the tremors, tlie 
terrors, thaf invaded each nerve, on that folejnn, tha^ 

awful 
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^lirful occafion ? You muft remember, with what reluc- 
tance I was dragged bj- Sir John to the altar. 

Clack. To be furc, your Ladyfiiip fhewed a becoming 
coynefs upon the occafion. I remember, about the hour 
of bedding, you hid yourfelf behind the bottle-rack in the 
beer cellar^ to avoid Sir John ; if your Ladyfhip had noC 
happened to have coughed, we (hould not have found you. 

Lady Kkiy. The conflift was great : but, dear Mrs 
Clack, what could I do ? Troy ftood a fiege for only ten 
years ; now fixteen were fully accompliflied before I was 
compelled to furrender. 

Clack. That was (landing out a vaft while, to be fure. 

' I recollefb, what added to your Ladyihip^s grief was, that 

the nuptials (hould happen to fall out in the middle of Lent. 

Lady Kitty. Dear Clack, you renew my confufion : 
Uttle did I think ever to fully that facred feafon by the 
celebration of fuch a feftivity. 

Clack. But there covXd not be fo mudh harm in the 
matter neither, as marriages, your Ladyfliip knows, are 
all fettled above. 

Lady Kitty. By th^t argument I was induced to fur- 
render ; with, however, an expre£s ftipulation, that all 
connubial intercourfe ihould be fufpended Wednefdays and 
Fridays* 

Clack. That muH have been a vaft denial to both parties, 
BO doubt. 

Lady Kitty. How, Mrs Clack ! you wouldn't infinuate 
that I was prompted to the conne£iion by any—* 

Clack. Far from it, my Lady ! I only meant, that it 
xnuft give your Ladyfliip pain to refufe Sir John any fa- 
vour ; for, to be fure, never was any lady half fo happy 
in a partner as you. 

Lady Kitty^ How irreparable muft then be my lofs ! 
Yes, Clack, he polTefs'd my whole heart, and poueffes it 
ftili : tny waking thoughts are all devoted to him ; in fleep 
Jiis lov'd image is ever before me — ^ftarting from my couch, 

" I cry aloud ; he hears not what I fay : 

** I ftretch my empty arms ; he glides away !" 

Clack. Vaft mournful indeed ! But I (hould think your 
X«ady(hip might find out a cure. 
Lady Kitty. Which way ? 

Clack. 
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Clack. Fill jour arms with fomethiag fubftantial,. aod I 
warrant 'twill frighten the phantoou 

lady Kitty. Clack^ I doo't comprehead — 

Claei* I onlj reccMDmeads to your Ladjibip the pro* 
fcription I made u£e tm mjrfelf : there was mj firfl hu£- 
liaiid^ fweet Mr Snip^ though a ftaymaker, as portly a 
peffon-— I really believes^ I ihould have followed the dear 
ibal to his grave, hadn't our foreman, Tom Clack, ilep'd 
in to confole me ? indeed, the match was very convenient,. 
as be had done all my huftand's bufinefs during the time of 
his iicknefs. 

Lady Kitty. I am aftomilied, woman, at your prefump* 
tioQ* Do you recolleft to whom you are addre£ing this 
langiuige ? 

CJaci^ I beg pardon : but I thought in theie matters 
your Ladyihip was like the reft of our fex ; and though 
Sir John — 

Lady Kitty. Peace ! nor let your unhallow'd lips profane 
the dear name ! even now, his (acred ihade feems to up-^ 
braid me : fee there ! 

ClacJk. There ? where ? I fees nothing, I'm fure* 

Lady Kitty. How awful, how tremendous, he looks 1 
his front furrow'd, for the firft time, with a frown ! 

Clad. Lord blefs me ! I wiih I was well out of the 
houfe ! 

lady Kitty. But, be pacified, dear lord of my life ; no 
fecond to thee {hall fucceed : 

** Firfl let the opening earth a paffage rend, 

•* And let me thro* the dark abyfs defcend, 

•* Before I break the plighted faith I gave ! 

•* Thou hadft my vows, and fhalt for ever have ; 

** For whom I lov'd on earth, I'll worship in the grave ! 

Clad. Never ftir, if flie ben't talking of poetry ! her 
brain's turn'd, to be fure. 

Lady Kitty. He beckons ! lead on my lov'd lord ! thy 
fammons I with rapture obey. His arms . encircle me 
round ; and now together we plunge into the gulph ! the 
raging billows furround us ! now they rife o'er our heads ! 
now we fink, we fink, in filence together ! and, oh — 
{^/ailing.'] Curfe the chair ! how came I to mifs it ? 

Clad. Mercy upon us I help, for Heaven's fake help ! 
What, is there nobody left in the houfe ? 

Enter 
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Enter Hetty. 

Lord, Mrs Hetty, I am glad you are come ! My poor 
JLady ! fhe is quite gone, I am afraid. 

Hetty. On the ground ! in one of her fits, I fuppofe.— » 
'No doubt, it is dreadful to you ; but we are us'd to *em 
every day. Step and call fome more of the — \Exit ClAok. j 
How came your Ladyihip to fall on the ground ? 

Lady Kitty • Where the deuce have you been ? that old 
fool was fo frighted, fhe never thought of bringing the 
chair. She has pinchM me as black as a coal. 

Hetty. Would your Ladyfhip pleafe to recover now, or 
jQiall I fetch ill the hartihom ? 

Lady Kitty. This woman is an Idiot ; fo there is no 
occafion at prefent. 

Hetty. Come back, Mrs Clack $ mj Lady begins to 
revive \ 

Re-enter Mrs Clack. 

«nd upod thefe occafions (he wifhes to have but few people 
by. 1 'other fide, Mrs Clack. So, fo, fo ! 

Lady Kitty. Am I recalled to hated life again ? 

Hetty. Your Ladyihip has had a violent ftruggle. No- 
thing more than ufual, I hope, has happened. 

Clack. I believes indeed it was partly my fault : in 
order to comfort my Lady, I was rafii enough to recom* 
mend another huf — 

Lady Kitty. Recal not the detefted idea, unlefs you 
wifli to fee me fink again at your feet ! 

Clacks I beg your Ladyflaip's pardon ! I can't think 
■ what in the world could pofiefs me ! Indeed, Lord Harry 
Huntwidow, hearing that I was going over, did defire me 
to deliver a letter. 

Lady Kitty. To me? prefumptuous man ! how dar'd 
he encourage a hope — Had not he heard that Don Juan de 
Muftachio, a Spanilh grandee of the very firft clafs, had 
laid his Golden Fleece at my feet ? 

Hetty. True enough. 

Lady Kitty > Didn't the Palfgrave of Saltfplafli, a fove- 

reign prince on the banks of the Rhine, offer to (hare his 

power with me ? and, after all, to fubmit to a fubjed !— 

This Lord Harry, Hetty, is Jk abfolute beggar : red- 
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faced, rabbet-back'dy with a pair of legs like a couple q£ 
drumflicks. 

Hetty. Marry come up^ my fcurvy companion ! 

Clack, As foon as ever I return, I fhaU deliver his lord^ 
ihip his letter. 

lady Kitty. Hold^ Clack -^ let il lie on the table. 

Clack* Will your Ladyfhip deign then to give it a read-" 
ing ? 

Lady Kitty. By no means^, Mrs Clack. Put it amongfl: 
Ihe other papers, Hetty^ which in a fcW days are to expire 
in the flames. 

Hetty It fliall,. Madam. 

Lady Kitty, A monthly facrifice 1 oflFer up, Mrs Clack,, 
tefore the dear image of him I adoTe# 

Hetty, We fliall have a fine blaze ; for this month has 
been very prolific. — My Lady's illncfs had made me like 
to forget J your relations,^ Mrs Clack, grow impatient 
without. 

Lady Kitty » Who are they ? 

Clack, A fitter of mine, and her htifband, to beg your 
Ladyfliip's intcreft to get Ifheir daughter out of a convent.- 

Lady Kitty. A convent ! how got^flie there ? 

Clack, Run away from her parents with a paltry 'pren- 
tice, to avoid the man of their chufing ; and purtends, on 
purpofe to plague 'em^- that fhe wants to be a nun ; and,^ 
what is worfer, threatens to turn Papifh if they torment her* 

Lady Kitty, Of what ufe can I be ? 

Clack, If your Ladyfhip could order the child to be de- 
liver'd back to her parents — 

Lady Kitty, This is a matter of weight,. Mrs Clack, 
and muft be confidered maturely : I am too ill, at prefent, 
to admit an audience. I fhall defire the governor to direft 
a guard to efcort your niece to my prefence ;- we fhall then 
fee what is beft to be done. Hetty, let the governor know 
my defire. But this^ IVJrs Clack, I mufl tell you ; if the 
girl's converfion is the matter in quefliony I can on no ac- 
count interpofe ; the friendfhip I have with the Pope ties 
TTij hands where the Holy See is concerned. 

Clack, Nothing of that, believe me, my Lady. 

Lady Kitty, But don't indulge a furmife, which was 
eirculated, even at Rome itfelf, with too much fuccefs, 
that any thing fenfual tainted the intercourfe between the 
reverend Pontiff and me. 

Clack. 
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Clad. Heaven forbid that I fhould think of any fuch 
Ithing ! 

Lady Kitty. Malice, join*d with credulity, gave rife to 
the fable : facred fentiments, that fpring in kindred minds, 
iirft began and cemented the union. Every avenue, but 
ivhat friendfhip permits, is guarded by thy lov'd image, 
my lord ! thou, who art the alphabet, jthe begining, the 
^ending, the very Great A and Z, of all my tender afFec- 
Jtions. fExitp 

Clack. Poor lady! ibc is 1^ a piteous plight; for all 
.the world like Mrs Andromedy, that one fees at the 
^eatre. 

Hetty. Ay, Mrs Clack 5 to ^11 widows fbe is indeed a 
ihining example. 

Clad. True. Why, I myfelf, if my hufband had left 
me in circumftances accordingly, fhould have taken on a 
great deal more than I did ; but folks, who have their 
Jiving to get;, can't afford to cry, you know, as much as 
your people of fafliion ; befides, every body has not the 
gift of incpntinence, like to my lady. 

Hetty. True, true. But you had better flep out to 
your friends, and let them know ;what meafures my lady 
lias taken. 

Clad. I will, I will j they will be impatient, no doubt. 

[^Exit. 

Hetty. Colonel, you may appear. 

EfUer ColoneL 

Well, Sir, after what you have feen and heard, I fuppofe 
<all your doubts are remov'd. 

Colonel. Perfeftly fatisfied ; a new edition of the Ephe^ 
fian Matron, with amazing improvements. But poor Mif$ 
Lydell ! I own her fituation diflrefles me greatly. 

Hetty. T\i& damfel, it is true, is in terrible durance ; 
do you feel yoi^rfelf knight-errant enough to fly to her 
refcue ? 

ColoneL Would the lady, d'ye think, accept of my 
fervice? 

Hetty. It is but a poor compliment to fuppofe that fhe 
wou'dn't prefer the foft bondage of love, to the galling 
fetters fhe wears. 

Colonel. Can I then, Mrs Hetty, hope for nothing more 
dian a preference ? 

Hetty. 
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Hetty. I don't think mTfelf at liberty. Colonel, to tell 
you all that I know. In the drawing-room jou will find 
the young lady alone : as you gave me a handfome retainer, 
I have been in court an4 openM the caufe ; do you fpeak to 
the merits ; you are a eood pleader, and I iha^e no doubt 
will fucceed* 

Colonel. I will go and labour ha^ d for a verdid. 

Hetty. You will find the court inclined to your fuit.— 
But, Colonel, you have no objedions, when you have 
delivered the daipfel, to break the chains of her confidante 
too? 

Colonel. The romance would be irregular elfe. \_Exti* 

Hetty. So ! her ladyihip's power draws towards a pe- 
riod ; me muft provide new fubjeds, at leafl. She fuppofed 
the hopes from her will would fecure ine ; but the day is 
too diftant \ b^fides 1 know her too well to have any re<«- 
liance-^ 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Blefs me, Mrs Hetty, what can be the matter ? 
^ere is a file of mufqiieteers coming into the hoiife. 

Hetty. The girl, I fuppofe, from the convent. A new 
whim of my lady's : I will go to them 5 you have nothing 
to fear. [Exeunt^ 

Scene changes to another Jlpartmentn 

Enter Mr and Mrs Minnikin, and Codling. 

Mrs Min. !ff ow, fon Codling, boldly put in your claim, 
We will fupport you, I warrant. 

Enter Mrs Clack. 
Well, fifter, what news from my lady ? 

Clack. Small hopes, I am afraid : the gentlewoman 
herfelf is in a defperate taking ; but Jenny will be forth-, 
coming, however. I fancy here flie is, by the noife on 
the flairs. 

Enter Lapelle. 

Lap* Serviture^ Monfieurs and Mef dames ! — ^Why, what 
the deuce is the matter ? There is your daughter below, 
furrounded by a troop oifoldasy as the French call them. — 
Here flie is. 

Enter 
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Enter Jenny and Soldiers* 

Mrs Min. So, Jenny ! You fee what you have brought 
yourfelf .to, to J>e made a Ihow on in the ftreets, guarded 
like a — 

Jenny. I am not the firft, Madam, who has fuflfered for 
the fake of religion, 

Mrs Min. Religion ? Rebellion, you hypocritical flut ! 
' y<««y- C^ I give $1 ftronger proof of my fincerity, 
than in quitting a life of affluence s^nd eafe, to embrace 
poverty, fafting, Mid penance ? 

Min. Not one of the three but thee wouldft run twenty 
^liles to avoid ! No, no, Jenny, that's all a pretence ; it 
is not poverty, but fomethinff elfe, you want to embrace. 

Lap. Hold, Monfieur Minnikin ! You are a little too 
hafty : Jeunes JilleSy as the French fay, are not to be treated 
fp roughly ; fuffer me to parle un pew. Is it true, Made- 
tnoifelle^ mon amy Codling, becaufe you are amorew p£ 
fpmebody clfe— ^ 

Jenny. My duty. Sir, direfts me not to contradift what 
a father affirms. 

Min. Yes, yes, you are plaguy dutifulall of a fudden ! 

Placi. Huih ! Here pomes my lady j l^av^ the matter 
tpher/ 

Enter Lady Kitty and Hetty. 

JLady Kitty. Hetty, order the guards to withdraw.— 
J^Exeunt Soidiers.'] — Which are the parties ? and what 
jheir caufe of complaint ? 

Min. Why, pleafe your Ladyfliip, our bufinefs is this : 
That young ^ut that ftands there, who, between ourfelves, 
for all'her fanftiiied looks-*— 

Lady Kitty. Honeft friend, you are too familiar and loud. 

Lap. Huflb, Matt ! and let me open the matter Matt 

Minni}dn, my Lady, an honeft burgoifey that lives dans 
tne ciie^ won't fet fire to the Thames, though he live^ 
naar the Bridge ^ a namefake, but no relation to Mr Mat^ 
dbavel-^ 

Lady Kitty. You too are pretty forward, I think ! 
Anii, pray. Sir, who and what may you be ? 

Lap. Per vous fervice, as the French fay, my name is 
I^peUe ; by diftradion, a Frenchman, though a native of 
tondre ; my purdeceflbrs were mefugees, and came over 

after 
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after the rerblndon of die edift of Nentz. Do&*t 70a 
Chink, mj Ladj, there is a pulque chofi in mj manner^ 
a finethintf, that fpeaka aoie fpmng from die Freaeh? 
Lmij Kutj. Rather moie rehitive ia jMrmodoftj, Mr 

Uf. PvmUier^ my Lad j* 

LaJj Kitif. But let this honeft man tdl hif omi fioiy i 
ke feems vtrj abk. 

£af^. With all my heart ; i& /M» SKoa rar, as the French 
fcjr.*— Come, Matthew! mbmf 

Mm. Whj^ I &7» my Lady, as I was hjing^ that 
ipri there— 

Xi^. Fardj ifffi JmiMHl i amd, for an Englifli&e^ a 
Mctty joUr vifi^K enoagh, 
^ Laiy Kkty. Peace, Sir I 

JCsep« MjXady, pirdmmt 

Mm* Rather, I fiij, dian marrj this hoaeft aei^Aomr 
af ours, as leputahle a traddU* 

X^. Cefi vraU s Monfieor Codling lives in teatfCdfe 4e 



Ladj Khty. Nohodj called on you as a Tondien 

Ja*. jfffhwkimi, my Ladr. 

Mm. She has ran away wmg with our pr e nti ce s tmt 
as we followed pretty clofe at their heels, not having tinie 
to complete their projeft, flie has taken refuge here in a 
convent; and fajs, moreover, if we perfifts, Ihe will pro-' 
mifculouily turn Papiih and nun. 

lap. Pour a Papifh, p9wteter ; b|it pour la nun, poT'm 
Jomtez mot ! my Lady, que dities vous / 

Lady Kitty. Will nobody filenpe this impertinent jackar 
napes ? — Well, child, you hear what your father alleges* 

Jenny. May I crave your Ladyfhip*s private ear for a 
moment? 

Lady Kitty. Withdraw ; not out of the room. — ^Well^ 
child, what are the objeftions to the man your parents 
have chofen ? 

Jenny* Two as ftrong ones as any mortal can have : I 
bate him, and I love another. 

Lady Kitty. Pretty frank, I muft own. — And as to the 
change of religion — 

Jenny. A mere fetch, to keep out of their hands. 

Lady Kitty. You have no hopes that your parents will 
yield? 
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yentiy. Mother, perhaps, might comply j bat no mule 
is fo headftrong as father. ' 

Lady Kitty. And you^ I fuppofe, are as detern^in'd as 
iie? 

Jenny. Never once gave up a point in my life. 

^Lady Kitty. I dare fay. But, if they were to defire 
you to marry the 'prentice — 

y^nny. They would find me a dutiful daughter. 

Lady Kitty. Then you have no objedion to obey their 
commands^ when they happen to contain the very things 
that you wifh ? 

Jenny. Not in the leaft* 

Lady Kitty. And after having produced, and at their 
^wn expence trained and fuftained you, you would flill 
fuffer them, I dare fay, to fupport and proted you ? 

Jenny. As in duty they are bound. 

Lady Kitty. And they might direfi you, provided you 
governed them ? 

Jenny. In every refpeft. 

Lady Kitty. Well faid, my little Atoerican ! you would 
be an heroine^ child, on the other fide the Atlantic.—- 
Why, in your cafe, Mifs Jenny, I don't fee what we can 
do : there is, indeed^ one expedient, if you find you have 
courage enough to perform it. 

Jenny. I fhall not flinch, my Lady, when it comes to 
the pum. 

Lady Kitty. There are, my dear, two men who folicit 
your hand ; one favour'd by you^ the other your father 
Itpproves. 

Jenny. My fituation exaftly. 

Lady Kitty. Suppofe then, by Way of reof^nciling aU 
j^rties, yptt were to marry 'em both ? 

Jenny. The happieft thought in the world ! I wonder 
it never c^tme into my head. — But, I am afraid, my Lady, 
we have not dignity enotigh to do fuch a thing as this with- 
out danger. 

Lady Kitty. We will confider of this at our leifure.— 
How mould you like living with me in this town ? 

Jenny. Of all things upon earth. 

Lady Kitty. We will fee what can be done. Mr and 
Mrs Minnikin, I have been founding your daughter ; a 
little time and fome proper perfuafions, may induce her 
to comply with your wiflies^.: 

Mrs Min. 
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Mrs Min, We are highlj indebted to your Ladjfliip^s 
goodnefs ! 

Lady Kitty. One of my niaids of honour is returning to 
England ; I ihall have no obje£i:ion to promoting Mrs Clack's 
niece to the place. 

Clack. Brother Minnikin ! — We ihall be bound to pray 
for your Ladyfhip. 

Lady Kitty. Here Lydia comes^ and the Colonel clofe 
with her ! 

Enter Colonel and Lydia. 

Lydia, my dear, though with the greateft regret, yet the 
defign is fo laudable, I confent that you may return to 
your mother ; thefe honeft people, my love, will condu& 
you with care. 

Colonel. My Lydia, Madam, will not want their affift- 
ance. ^ 

Lady Kitty. Colonel ? I don't underftand you. 

Colonel. That honour I propofe having myfelf. 

Lady Kitty. How, Colonel I — Shall I crave a word ? I 
hope you have no bad defigns on the girl. 

Colonel. None but fuch as I hope her friends will ap- 
prove ? 

Lady Kitty. Is it poffible you can be in earneft ? 

Colonel. What fliould make your Ladyfhip doubt it ? 

Lady Kitty. Indeed ? Nay, if that be the cafe, it would 
be criminal in me to conceal a fecret in which your honour 
is concerned : thofe tears, which my humanity made me 
attribute to her filial fears for her mother, flow'd from a 
more ignoble fource. 

Colonel. How, Madam ! 

Lady Kitty. A love, perhaps, for one of my menials. 
How far it proceeded I flia'n't take upon me to fay ; but, 
to avoid fcandal, I found myfelf obliged to difcard him. 

Colonel. Ha, ha ! what a happy invention ! 

Lady Kitty. I don't underftand you. 

Colonel. Why, to deal with your Ladyfliip plainly, your 
addrefs is ill employ'd upon me : I own it confummate ; but 
I have been a conceal'd witnefs to fome of your arts, and 
fliall hardly be impofed on again. Come, Mifs Lydia; 
you will take leave of her ladylhip : her paft favours may 
ibon be acknowledg'd. 

Lady Kitty. Is this true, Lydia ? 

Mifs Lyd. 
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Mifs Lyd. Your Ladyfliip's approbation, on an event 
fo honourable and advantageous for me, I make no doubt 
of obtaining. 

Lady Kitty. Is it poffible that you can quit mj- protec- 
tion and throw jourfelf into the arms of a renegade ? 

Colonel. How, Madam ! 

Lady Kitty. Was not your father a rebel ? 

Cohnel. True, Madam. 

Lady Kitty. And a*n't you an officer in the fervice of 
France? 

Colonel. I was, Madam ; but my prefent royal matter, 
-who is above the narrow prejudice of punifliing the prin- 
ciples of parents in their unfortunate offspring, has ac- 
cepted my fervice, and reftored my family to the rights 
of their country. For that fpot I fhall fembark in the 
morning ; leaving your Ladyfliip to lament the lofs of a 
fubjeft to exercife your mifchief and malice upon ; which 
I fancy you will more heavily mifs, notwithftanding your 
weeds, than the poor knight who was happy, though even 
by death, to efcape from fo unfeeling a tyrant ! 

Lady Kitty. Barbarous, inhuman monfter ! how dare 
you recal the memory of the dear — ^had he lived, thus t6 
fee me infulted — ^but that could not have been : Thou 
Wouldft never have borne it, my love ! — ^but I am rightly 
punifii'd for fuffering even a thought to be diverted from 
thee ! — ^Hetty, lead to my clofet, there to compofe my 
^ ruffled— 

Hetty. Pleafe your Ladyfliip, I muft beg to be excusM; 
I am engaged to take On with Mifs Lydy. 

Lady Kitty. Is it fo ? well, well ! You will follow me 
with your niece. You fee in me, Mrs Clack, another 
Darius, deferted at my utmoft need, by thofe my former 
ix)unty fed. But, what have 1 to do with mankind ? all 
my wiflies and wants lie beyond them ! I defire no com- 
panion but thee : 

** Whilft on thy form I fix my eager eyes, 

" The world I laugh at, and its threats defpife." {_Extf, 

Colonel. The world will be even with your Ladyfliip; 
or I am greatly miftaken. — Come, my love, it is time to 
prepare for our voyage. 

Lap. You are bound, Colonel, for Angleterrej as the 
French call it ? 

Vol. II. 3 B Coloneh 
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Colonel. By the very firft fliip. 

Lap. I wonder that you, who have refided fo long in 
France, can bear the thoughts of living at London. 

Colonel. It is that very oircumftance that will give it 
an additional feliih : and l^elieve this, Mr Lapelle, as a 
truth ; no man ever yet deferted his country, unlefs he 
had previoufly been by that country deferted. 

Lap. Commong can that be ? permitte mot to laugh, as 
they ffiy : you fee how; this town is crowded with Anglois* 

Colonel. Too true, t confefs ; and particularly, Mr La^ 
pelle, by thofe of you>: bufinefs ; who, at the fame time 
that they are exclaiming in every paper againft the im«- 
portation of French manufaftures, have engrofs'd almoft 
the whole of that part of the fmuggling trade to themfelves< 
I dare fay you are at prefeat furnifh'd with a pretty good 
c^argo. 

Lap. To oblige fome my lors, who are my particular 
friends, I can't fay — 

. Cdlonel. Nay, be cautious how you truft me with your 
fecrets ! there may be fome danger. Come, Mifs ; in thiy 
houfe we have nothing further to do. 

Mi/s Lyd. I can't fay, but I feel fome concern for the 
young vidim Lady Kitty has juft got into her power. 

Hetty. You may difcard your fears about her ! unlefs 
I am miftaken, they are very properly match'd, and will 
prove a mutual plague to each other. But, fhould it be 
otherwife, there feems to be a kind of dramatic juftice in 
the change of your two fituations : you, Mifs, are rewarded 
for your patient fufferings by the protedion of a man of 
honour and virtue ; whilft (he, rebellious to the mild dic- 
tates of parental fway, is fubjefted to the galling yoke of 
a capricious and whimfical tyrant ! 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by Mr Colman.— Spoken by Mr Foots. 

CRITICS, whene'er I write, in every fcenc 
Difcoyer meanings that I never mean : 
Whatever character I bring to view, 
I am the father of the child, 'tis true. 
But every babe his chrift'ning owes to you. 
** The comic poet's eye," with humorous air. 
Glancing from Watling-ftreet to Grofvenor-fquare, 
He bodies forth a licht ideal train. 
And turns to fliape uie phantdms of his brain ; 
Meanwhile, your fancy takes more partial aim, 
*' And gives to airy nothing place and name." 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town ; 
The waggon, loaded with his good», convey'd 
To the lame fpot his whole dead (lock in trade ; 
Originals, and copies — ready made. 
To the new painter all the country came ; 
Lord, lady, doctor, lawyer, fquire, and dame. 
The humble curate, and the curate's wife, 
All afk a likenefs — ^taken from the life. 
Behold the canvas on the eafel (land ! 
A pallet grac'd his thumb, and brufhes fill'd his hand ; 
But, ah ! the paintei^'s (kill they little knew, 
Nor by what curious rules of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpacked, his ancient (lore 
Furnifh'd for each a face drawn long before ; 
God, dame, or hero of the days of yore. 
Tlie Csfars, with a little alteration. 
Were turn'd into the mayor and corporation ; 
To rtprefent the rector and the dean, 
He adJtd v^igs and bands to prince Eugene ; 
Tlie ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces 
From Charles the Second's beauties, and the Graces. 

Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame. 
His works adoi n'd each room, and fpread his fame, 
The country Men of Tafte admire and ftare, 
** My lady's leer ! Sir John's majeftic air ! 
<* Mifs Dimple's languifh too ! extremely like ! 
** And in the Ihle and manner of Vandyke ! — 
<* Oh ! this new limner's pidures always ftrike. 
** Old, young, fat, lean, dark, fair, or big or little, 
<« The very man or woman to a tittle !" 
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PROLOGUE. p^ 

Foote and this limner in fome points agree | 
.jAnd thusy good Sirs, you often deal by Me* 
^^hen, by the royal licence and protedtioa^ 
3 (hew my fmall academy's coiledioD» 
*rhe connoifTeur takes out his gla&» to pry 
Into each pidore with a curious eye ; 
^urns toply-tur?y my whole compofition, 
Aiid nutkes mer6 (portraits all fliy exhibtlion* 

From various forms Apelles Venus drew z 
So from the million do I copy you. 
f« Bat dill the c6py*i fo exadk," you fay: 
Alas ! the fame thing happens every day 1 
How many a rtodHh,- wel!-tirefs'd fpp you mee^ 
Exactly fuits his fhape in Monmouth-ftreet. 
In Yorkthire wafehotifes and Cranbourn-atl^y^ 
'Tis wonderfiil how (hoes and feet will tally! 
As honeft Crifpin underflands his trade. 
On the true huifian feale his Jafts are made^ 
The meafure of each fex and age to hit. 
And every (hoe, as if befpoke, will fit. 

My warehoufe, thus, for Nature's walks, fuppfie^ 
Shoes for all ranks, and lads of every fize. ^ 
Sit IHll and try 'em, Sirs ; I long to pleafe you : 
How well they fit ! I hope you find 'era eafy 1 
If the flioe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it ; 
But, ff well roadej I wiih you health to wear it] 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by Mr Colmanw— S]^ken by Mr Foote. 

CRITICS, whcneVr I write, in every fcenc 
Difcoyer meaoiogs that I never mean : 
Whatever chara^er I bring to view, 
I am the father of the child, 'tis true. 
But every babe his chrifl'oing owes to you. 
** The comic poet's eye," with humorous air. 
Glancing from Watling-ftreet to Grofvenor-fquare, 
He bodies forth a licht ideal train. 
And turns to fliape we phantoms of his brain ; 
Meanwhile, your fancy takes more partial aim, 
** And gives to airy nothing place and name.'* 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town ; 
The waegon, loaded with his good», convey'd 
To the lame fpot his whole dead flock in trade ; 
Originals, and copies— ready made. 
To the new painter all the country came ; 
Lord, lady, doctor, lawyer, fquire, and dame. 
The humble curate, and the curate's wife, 
All aflc a likenefs — ^taken firom the life. 
Behold the canvas on the eafel (land 1 
A pallet grac'd his thumb, and brufhes fill'd his hand ; 
But, ah ! the paintei^'s Ikill they little knew. 
Nor by what curious rules of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpacked, his ancient (lore 
Furnifh'd for each a face drawn long before ; 
God, dame, or heru of the days of yore. 
Tlie Csfars, with a little alteration, 
Were turn'd into the mayor and corporation ; 
To rtprefcnt the re6lor and the dean, 
He adJud wigs and bands to prince Eugene ; 
TIic ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces 
From Charles the Second's beauties, and the Graces. 

Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame. 
His works adoi n'd each room, and fpread his fame, 
The country Men of Tafte admire and ftare, 
<* My lady's leer ! Sir John's majeftic air ! 
<* Mifs Dimple's languifh too ! extremely like ! 
« And in the Ihle and manner of Vandyke 
<* Oh 1 this new limner's pidures always f 
** Old, young, fat, lean, dark, fair, or big 
<« The very man or woman to a tittle !" 
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PROLOGUE. ^ 

Poote and this limner in fome points agree $ 
iVnd thosy goo4 Sirs, you often deal by Me. 
When, by the royal licence and protedtioa^ 
I (hew my fmall academy's coUedioD, 
"Fhe connoiflear takes out his g]a&» to pry 
Into each pidore with a curious eye ; 
^Turns toply-tur?y my whole compofition, 
^Jkd nutkes mer6 portraits all fliy exhibition. 

From various forms Apelles Venus drew : 
So from the million do I copy you. 
f* Bat (till the c6py*i fo exaft," you fay: 
Alas ! the fame thing happens every day 1 
How many a ^nodifiij well-tirefs'd fop you mee^ 
£xadlly fuits his fhape in Monmouth-flreet. 
In Yorkthire Wafehotifes and Cranbourn-aUey^ 
'Tis wonderRil how (hoes and feet will tally! 
As honeft Crifpin underflands his trade. 
On the true huifiian fCale his lads are made^ 
The meafure of each fex and age to hit. 
And every (hoe, as if befpoke, will fit. 

My warehoufe, thus, for Nature's walks, fupptle^ 
Shoes for all ranks, and lads of every fize. 
Sit iUll and try 'em. Sirs ; I long to pleafe you ; 
How well they fit ! I hope you find 'em eafy ! 
If the flioe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it; 
But, ff well madej I wifh you health to wear iti 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by Mr Colmanw— S]^ken by Mr Foots. 

CRITICS, whene'er I write, in every fcenc 
Difcover meaoings that I never mean : 
Whatever chara^er I bring to view, 
I am the father of the child, 'tis true. 
But every babe his chrift'ning owes to you. 
** The comic poet's eye," with humorous air. 
Glancing from Watling-ftreet to Grofvenor-fquare, 
He bodies forth a licht ideal train, 
And turns to fliape the phantoms of his brain ; 
Meanwhile, your fancy takes more partial aim, 
** And gives to airy nothing place and name." 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town ; 
The waegon, loaded with his good», convey'd 
To the lame fpot his whole dead flock in trade ; 
Originals, and copies— ready made. 
To the new painter all the country came ; 
Lord, lady, doctor, lawyer, fquire, and dame. 
The humble curate, and the curate's wife, 
All aflc a likenefs — taken firom the life. 
Behold the canvas on the eafel ftand ! 
A pallet grac'd his thumb, and brufhes fill'd his hand ; 
But, ah ! the paintei^'s Ikill they little knew, 
Nor by what curious rules of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpacked, his ancient (lore 
Furnini'd for each a face drawn long before ; 
God, dame, or hero of the days of yore. 
Tlie Caefars, with a little alteration, 
Were tui n'd into the mayor and corporation j 
To rtprefent the rector and the dean, 
He adJ^d v^igs and bands to prince Eugene ; 
TIio ladies, blooming all, derivM their faces 
From Charles the Second's beauties, and the Graces. 

Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame. 
His works adoin'd each room, and fpread his fame, 
The country Men of Tafte admire and ftare, 
<* My lady's leer 1 Sir John's majeftic air ! 
<* Mifs Dimple's languifh too ! extremely like ! 
« And in the Ihle and manner of Vandyke !--^ 
<« Oh ! this new limner's pidures always drV 
*« Old, young, fat, lean, dark, fair, or big 
<« The very man or woman to a tittle !" 
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PROLOGUE. ^%^ 

Poote and this limner in fome points agree } 
And thusy good Sirs, you often deal by Me* 
When, by the royal licence and protections 
X (hew my fmall academy's colledioDy 
rrhe connoifTeur takes out his glafs, to pry 
Tnto each pidore with a curious eye ; 
^Turns topiy-tur?y my who!? compofition, 
^jkd nutkes mer6 portraits all fliy exhibidon. 
From various forms Apelles Venus drew : 
So from the million do I copy you. 
f • Bat (till the c6py*$ fo exadb," you fay: 
Alas ! the fame thing happens every day 1 
How many a inodxftii weli-tirefs'd fpp you mee^ 
Exa<5lly fuits his fhape in Mon mouth-it reet. 
In Yorkthire WafehoKifes and Cranbourn-aTI^y^ 
^Tis wonderRii how (hoes and feet will tally! 
As honeft Crifpin underflands his trade. 
On the true huifian fCale his lads are made ^ 
The meafure of each fex and age to hit, 
And every (hoe, as if befpoke, will fit. 

My warehoufe, thus, for Nature's walks, fuppHe^ 
Shoes for all ranks, and lads of every fize. ^ 
Sit (till and try 'em. Sirs ; I long to pleafe you : 
How well they fit ! I hope you fand 'em eafy ! 
If the flioe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it ; 
£ut, ff well madej I wiih you health to wear it I 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by Mr ColmaHw— S]^ken by Mr Foots. 

CRITICS, whene'er I write, in every fcenc 
DiTcoyer meanings that I never mean : 
Whatcrer charaAer I bring to view, 
I am the father of the child, 'tis true. 
But every babe his chrifPning owes to you. 
** The comic poet's eye," with humorous air. 
Glancing from Watling-flreet to Grofyenor-fquare, 
He bodies forth a licht ideal train. 
And turns to fliape the phantoms of his brain ; 
Meanwhile, your fancy takes more partial aim, 
** And gives to airy nothing place and name." 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town ; 
The waegon, loaded with his good}, comrey'd 
To the lame fpot his whole dead flock in trade ; 
Originals, and copies^-ready made. 
To the new painter all the country came ; 
Lord, ladv, doctor, lawyer, fquire, and dame. 
The humble curate, and the curate's wife, 
All aflc a likenefs — ^taken firom the life. 
Behold the canvas on the eafel (land ! 
A pallet grac'd his thumb, and brufhes fill'd his hand ; 
But, ah ! the paintei^'s Ikill they little knew, 
Nor by what curious rules of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpacked, his ancient (lore 
Furnifh'd for each a face drawn long before ; 
God, dame, or heru of the days of yore. 
Tt'.e Csfars, with a little alteration. 
Were turn'd into the mayor and corporation j 
To rtprefcnt the rector and the dean, 
He adJ^d v/igs and bands to prince Eugene ; 
TIij ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces 
From Charles the Second's beiiuties, and the Graces. 

Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame, 
His works adoin'd each room, and fpread his fame. 
The country Men of Tafte admire and ftare, 
<* My lady's leer ! Sir John's majeftic air ! 
** Mifs Dimple's languifh too ! extremely like ! 
** And in the IHle and manner of Vandyke ! — 
<« Oh ! this new limner's pidures always ftrik 
*« Old, young, fat, lean, dark, fair, or big ( 
<« The very man or woman to a tittle !" 
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PROLOGUE. ^ 

Poote and this limner in fome points agree | 
.ud thusy good Sirs, you often deal by Me* 
Vhen, by the royal licence and protedtioa^ 
i {hew my fmall academy's coUedioD, 
The connoifTeur takes out his glafs, to pry 
Into each pidore with a curious eye ; 
iTurns topiy-tur?y my whole coropofition, 
.^And nmes mer6 (portraits all fliy exhibtdon« 

From various forms Apelles Venus drew : 
So from the million do I copy you. 
f* Bat (till the c6pyH fo exaft/' you fay: 
Alas I the fame thing happens every day 1 
How many a ^nodifiii weli-tirefs'd fpp you mee^ 
£xadlly fuits his fhape in Monmouth-ftreet. 
In Yorkthlre WafehoKifes and Cranbourn-aTT^y^ 
'Tis wonderRil how (hoes and feet will tally 1 
As honeft Crifpin underflands his trade. 
On the true huifian fCale his lads are made ^ 
The meafure of each fex and age to hit. 
And every (hoe, as if befpoke, will fit. 

My warehoufe, thus, for Nature's walks, fupplle^ 
Shoes for all ranks, and lafts of every fize. ^ 
Sit iHll and try 'em. Sirs ; I long to pleafe you : 
How well they fit ! I hope you find 'em eafy ! 
If the flioe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it; 
But, ff well madej I wiih you health to wear it] 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written by Mr Colman.— Spoken by Mr Foots. 

CRITICS, whene'er I write, in every fcenc 
Difcoyer meanings that I never mean : 
Whatever chara^er I bring to view, 
I am the father of the child, 'tis true. 
But every babe his chrift'ning owes to you. 
** The comic poet's eye," with humorous air. 
Glancing from Watling-ftreet to Grofvenor-fquare, 
He bodies forth a licht ideal train. 
And turns to fliape the phantoims of his brain ; 
Meanwhile, your fancy takes more partial aim, 
V And gives to airy nothing place and name." 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town ; 
The waegon, loaded with his good}, comrey'd 
To the lame fpot his whole dead flock in trade ; 
Originals, and copies— ready made. 
To the new painter all the country came ; 
Lord, lady, doctor, lawyer, fquire, and dame. 
The humble curate, and the curate's wife, 
All afk a likenefs — ^taken from the life. 
Behold the canvas on the eafel (land ! 
A pallet grac'd his thumb, and brufhes fill'd his hand ; 
But, ah ! the paintei^'s Ikill they little knew, 
Nor by what curious rules of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpacked, his ancient (lore 
Furnifh'd for each a face drawn long before ; 
God, dame, or hero of the Jays of yore. 
The Csfars, with a little alteration. 
Were turn'd into the mayor and corporation ; 
To rtprefent the re6lor and the dean, 
He added v/igs and bands to prince Eugene ; 
Tli'j ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces 
From Charles the Second's beauties, and the Graces. 

Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame. 
His works adoin'd each room, and fpread his fame, 
The country Men of Tafte admire and ftare, 
<* My lady's leer 1 Sir John's majeftic air ! 
<* Mifs Dimple's languifh too ! extremely like ! 
** And in the IHle and manner of Vandyke ! — 
<* Oh ! this new limner's pidures always flrike. 
** Old, young, fat, lean, dark, fair, or big or little, 
<« The very man or woman to a tittle !" 

Footc 
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PROLOGUE. ^ 

Foote and this limner in fome points agree $ 
And thus, good Sirs, you often deal by Me. 
When, by the royal licence and protedioa^ 
I (hew my fmall academy's coUedioDy 
The connoifTeur takes out his gla&» to pry 
Into each pidore with a curious eye ; 
'Turns toply-tur?y my whole corapofition, 
^ind ro^es mer6 portraits all fliy exhibidon. 

From various forms Apelles Venus drew : 
So from the million do I copy you. 
•• Bat (till the c6py*i fo exaft," you fay : 
Alas I the fame thing happens every day 1 
How many a ^nodifii, weli-tirefs'd fop you mee^ 
Exa<5lly fuits his fhape in Monmouth-ftreet. 
In Yorkthire wareho\ifes and Cranbourn-aUey^ 
'Tis wonderful how (hoes and feet will tally 1 
As honeft Crifpin underftands his trade. 
On the true human ftale his lads are made^ 
The meafure of each fex and age to hit. 
And every fhoe, as if befpoke, will fit. 

My warehoufe, thus, for Nature's walks, fupplle^ 
Shoes for all ranks, and lads of every (ize. 
Sit ilill and try 'em. Sirs ; I long to pleafe you : 
How well they fit ! I hope you find 'em eafy ! 
If the (hoe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it ; 
£ut| ff well made^ I wifh you health to wear it] 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



Sir Harry Hampefy — ' 

CDoDBOvais — 
Colooely — — 

MrMIiuuktD^ «-» - 

IX^Dniggety — — 

Tromforty •— - 

La Jenne^y 
Peter Packthreail^ 
Kit Cables 



Mr Pa&soksu 

Mr Palmer. 
Mr FooTE. 
Mr L^EsmiARGB* 
Mr Edwin. 
Mr Bamhistsiu 
Mr R. Palmee. 
Mr Baddeley* 



tlbt Mianikiii) — ; -— Mifs SHEREr* 

Mrs Clack, — — Mifs Platt. 

Jenny Minnikio> -* -^ Mrs Jewell* 

Abbeis, Mrs Lote* 

Nun« 

PoftillioQS) Porters^ Shoe-Uacks, &c. 



[In order to aroid fwelling the inilk of thefe pieces^ fuch parages 
in the Capuchin as are exactly iimilar to tbofc in the Trip to 
Calaisy are not reprinted ; but the reader is referred to the 
pages in which the dialogue and fable conned the two dramas.] 
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IjThe firft variadoA from die 7>^ /9 C4il(us is Iiy the foHowing In- 
lemon, after Tromfor^s Ipeech, eadiog, ^ for he is fer fo&do( 
<ie fea,** page 333O 

^rm^^ COME littd time paS, ve vas lave anoder gentle* 
^ man of de fame kind in dis town : he vas a 
grtmd antere i diabk^ a man of great deal of vit, beaucouf 
d*ejprk. 

Jenny. A7? 

^rcjnf* Oh, out! he vas write de pretty paragraph In 
de Gazette, vat you call jroor newfpaper ? hy gar, he laj 
about him like ie diabU ! PofF, poff, poff ! he make all de 
mj Iprs, aj, and mj ladies too, fliake in dere two ffaoe. 

Hici. What brought him here ? 

Tromf. He vas come over here vid mj Ladj Deborah 
Dripping. 

Jenny, Is her ladjfliip here ? 

Tramf* No ; flie vas go to Italy to vlfit de Pope. 

Dick. And leave the doctor behind ? 

^omf. You know he vas protedant Pretre : not but he 
yas ver polite, and offered to turn Papifl, to vait on de 
lady. 

Dkl. That was very complaifant of the dodor. Where 
is he now ? 

Tromf. He is gone govemeur to fhew dis country to a 
chevalier Anglois^ an Ehgliih knight, I dink dey call Sir 
Harry de Hamper. 

[The dialogue then proceeds withottt any variation to p. 340 ; 
where, ioftead of the entrance of Lapelle^ Gingham and La JtU' 
neffe^ the a^ was continued, and concluded as follows.^ 

Mrs Min. Blefs me, what ^ rumbling is that ! 

Re-enter Codling. ^ 

CodJ. I fancy, an old neighbour of yours, that has juft . 
drove into the yard. 

Min. Who can it be ? 

CodL Mr Hamper^ that kept the great tea-ihop at the 
tomer of Cornhill ; you remember him ? 
. Mirt. 
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Min» What iliould aU me ? many a tiff have we taken 
m Mother Red-Cap's, in our Sundaj-nights walks up to 
Hampflead. 

Mrs Min> Ay, Jbi^t, Matt, times are altered with him 
mow : fince the death of his brother, he is becon:ie a knight 
fcioneret, and perhaps may chufe to forget his old friends. 

Mzn> Ay, ay, like enough. Upon his coming to his 
neans, he grew too proud to live in the city ; fo fhut up 
ftop, and I ha'n't got fi^ht of him fince. Son Codlings 
^ft know wh^t brought him here ? 

Clad. Sir Harry Hamper ! is he here ? I fliall be happy 
lr> fee him ; I had the honour to furniih him with fome 
^9m-bore waiftqoats when he fet put, on his tower. 

Min. Tower ! what a deuce could provoke hina to leave 
home? 

dad. Wanted to fee the world, I fuppofe. 

JtfzVi., See the world ? what, juft as he is going out on't ? 

Clad, And to qualify him for the honour of a young 
lady of quality's hand, that lives in our fquare, to whom 
he paid his addrefTes ; but fbe infifts upon his polifliing a 
little. 

Min. A yoimg lady ? what, Harry Hamper ? Zounds, 
why, he is ten years older than I am ! on the wrong fide 
«f feventy, I'll be upon oath. 

Clad, Ay, that is as you reckon him ; but he dates 
ills birth ftom the day of his fucceeding to the family ho- 
Bours. 

Mrs Min. About five years ago. 

Min. He is not far from the mark ; once a man, and 
twice a child ! 

Codl. To my thinking, thefe Mounfeers have disfigured 
fcim ftrangely ; if it had not been for Peter Packthread, 
his old fhopman, whom he keeps as his valet de fham, I 
fhould never have known him. 

Min. I reckon he is as proud as Old Nick. 

Codl. 1 can't fay much as to that. Peter fays that his 
mailer has not pick'd up much of their lingo, fo his fpeech 
is pretty much as it was ; he talks to every body, runs from 
one thing to t'other, and rattles away at his old rate, I 
can tell you. 

Mrs Min. But how does he manage to call for fuch 
things as he wants ? 

Codl^ He pick'd up a clargyman^ as he pafs'd through 

this 
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tius town^ and carried him with him^ as hiis travelling 
tulDeren Oh^ here he is* 

Enter Sir Harry Hamper, Peter Packthread, Dr Vipei*^ 
and iivo Pq/liUioai. 

Sir Harry. Come, come ! come along^ DoAor ! Peter, 
give the poftillions thirty foufes a-piece. 

Peter^ 'Tis pUt down^ they are to have but five, in the 
book. 

Sir Harry. No matter ; it will let them know we are 
Ibmebody, Peteri 

Peter. What fignifieations that? ten to one, we ihall 
tiever fee them again. 

Sir Harry. Do as you are bid ! [^eter fays the Pofi. 

Peter, '[there ! Pox take *em, fee how they grin I ay, 
«y, I dare be fworn you ha'n't feen fuch a fum this many 
ia.day. 

jjl Poji^ Serviteur i ionne Do^age^ Mon/ieur my Lor ! 

[kxeunt PyliUidnSh 

Sir Harry. There, there, Peter ! my lord ! I have pur- 
chafed a title for ten pence ; that is dog-cheap> or the devil's 
in't! 

Peter. Nay, in that refpeA, the folks here make but 
little difference between their dogs and your Worihip, I 
think ; for every mangy cur I have met with, is either 
prince, or my lord^ or marquis* 

Clack. I am happy to fee your Honour in France. 

Sir Harry. What, Mrs Clack ! and Mr Minnikin and 
.wife, as I live ! How fares it, my old city friends ? 

Min* Thank you, thank you. Sir Harry ! What, you 
have been the grand tower, I fuppofe. 

Sir Harry. Ay, Matt : what's money without manners ? 
I have enough of the firft, to be fure ; and I wanted to fee 
if I could not pick up a little of the laft. 

Clack. And how does your Honour like France ? 
Sir Harry. Only the firft fpot in the world, Mrs Clack : 
for eating, drinking, laughing, and loving, vive la France! 
hey, Domine? 

Mrs Min. Eating ! fure your Honour does not think 
their wiftuals are better than our'n. 

Sir Harry. Wiftuals ! * Lord help your roaft-beef and 
plumb-pudding foul ! why, there are no fuch things in 
the country. 

Vol, n. 3 C Min. 
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Mm. No ! I hare heard, indeed, they had not aret 
much plenty ; hut I didn't think the poor creatures were 
fo bad off as that. 

Sir Harry. What, hecaufe a whole faihily does not get 
round a fir-loin of Beef, or a faddle of mutton, and devour 
it like a kennel of hotmds ! Can thete be any thing (b fa- 
vage, as to eat up flieep atid oxen like a parcel of cannibals ; 
I wonder they don't drcfs thrm in their fleeee and their 
hides J hey, Dominc ? 

Viper, jjoubtlefs, Sir Harry, the French elegance Would 
never be able to digeft fuch grofs animal food in its natutil 
form ; he therefore Is the beft cook with them who can 
difguife it the beft. 

Mrs Min. Indeed ? 

Sir Rarry, To be fure. Why, except a flde rfilh of 
ftewM fnails, or fome fricafeed frogs, I haven't known 
the name of any thing I have tailed fince I came over. 

Min. Lord have mercy upon tis \ — And as to lOve, Sir 
Harry^ I fhould chink that was pretty near over with you. 

Sir Harry. Dotnine, did you ever hear fuch a block* 
head \ — Why, fool, it was my oWtt fault, or I might have 
gone into keeping. 

Min. Into keeping ? you ? 

Sir Harry. Me \ alk Domtne only. What was the 
name of the duchefs ? 

Viper. What fignifies naming of one ? thei^ was not a 
day, that I didn't receive fcveral commiflions of a fimilar 
nature. 

Mrs Min. Indeed ? 

Sir HaYry. Domine Vipet recciv'd the letters, and us'd 
to read 'em to me in Englifli. 

Viper. They at laft became fc exceedingly troublefome, 
that I was oblig'd to recommed to Sir Harry the entertain* 
ing an opera girl, in order to convince them that they had 
miftakcn their man ; and that fo far from receiving, we 
were able to pay. 

Sir Harry. And fo he got me Mademoifclle Mouche, a 
fweet lovely fyren ; and the little rogue was fo exceffively 
fond, Domine Viper thinks flie will hardly furvive my 
departure. 

Min. Wonderful! 

Sir Harry'. Fell into 'ftcrlcks at 0^5^ goiag off in th* 

chay; 
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chaj ; didn^t ihe ? f o I teh Domine to confole her a little ; 
but you fouod the waj to qiake her eaf|r at laft. 
Viper, A difficult job. 

sir Harry. I h^d fome thoughts of carrjing her ov6r 
to Eagiandy and taking a box for her at this opera during 
the fe^on ^ but I thought it might give offenoe in a certain 
quarter that 70U know, Mrs Clack. 

Cluci. There might have been fome danger in that. 
Shr Harry. Otherwife, Mademoifelle, the Do&or, and 
I, fhould have made a fweet tett-a-^ete on the road. 
Min. I reckpn (he mufl a' coil jou a power of monej. 
Sir Harry. Coil ? that's always uppermoft in a citizen's 
mouth : not a farthing, you fool ! 1 am fure, fbe would 
have quitted me, if I had but made her the oiFer. Domine ! 
Viper, Oh 1 mere paffion ; not an idea of interefl. 
Sir Harry. Domine heard, indeed, by accident, ihe 
had contrafted fome debts to fupport her relations, for 
Jhe is the beO: creature on earth ; a|id wanted vaflly to 
have a fmall fervice of plate and fome ear«. rings. 
Mrs Mifim Which you gave her, I reckon ? 
Sir Harry. Not i : I was oblig'd to get Domine to 
manage the bufinefs. Had (he had the leaft fufpicion of 
me, there would have been the devil to pay ; we fhould 
have all been off in an inflant. 

Mrs Mim. The Dodor has, I find, been very ufeful to 
you. Sir Harry. 

Sir Harry. Could have done nothing without him ; not 
a week ago, he got me out of a deviliflbi fcrape. 
Min. How? 

Sir Harry. Got to picquet with a count, a great man 
of the Dodor^s acquaintance ; I can't fay I know much 
of the game ; but what of that ? one wou'dn't appear ig- 
norant amongft the French, you know, for the honour of 
Knffland. 

Clack. Oh fy ! by no means. 

Sir Harry. Egod, the count gave me a trimming ; loft 
ft devililh deal more than I had in the country ; but Do- 
mine made it up for me, among his acquaintance, upou 
fXLj only giving my note. 

Mrs Min. All one as if you had been in London ? 
Sir Harry. The very fame thing. 
Clad. And pray, your Honour, what news is ftirring 
in Frj^nce ? 

Sir Harry. 
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Sir Harry. Toujours ^lj^ as they fay, Mrs Clack. 

Clack, I reckon there be powers of our country folki 
there. 

Sir Harry. I fuppofe fo ; for I faw a good many aukward 
people, as they fay, a la bowUvardSf ^ni at the Coloflbs ; 
but I chofe to avoid them. 

Mtn. Why fo ? I (hould have been ready to leap out <^ 
my fkih at the fight of a countryman in foreign parts. 

Sir Harry: Like enough, ' Matthew : but you arc a 
lurgoisf as you know 4 but the DoAor fays, that toi 
humm de quality ^ when he voyages, ought tp ibun les 
Anglois. ' ' " ' ', 

Clack. I hope you left the royal family all in good health. 

Sir Harry. Ves ; Mr U Rci, as the French fay, looked 
pretty jolly and well ; I faw him in one of the glafs-cafes 
at church, and w^s afterwards at his grand cauvert, as 
they call it ; his majeity looked at me very hard : Domini^ 
thinks he was ftruck with my figure. 

Fiper. I overheard him whiqier, as much to the Duke 
de Tremouille. * ^ 

Clack. How long was yoi;r Honour coming from Paris? 

Sir Harry. Two days and a night. 

Clack. Are the accommodations good on the road ? 

Sir Harry. Their cbevauxesy their horfes, as the French 
call 'eiti, arn't quite fo nimble a!s Qur'ji ; but then, to make 
amends, like the French, I cowrir the poft without flopping; 
unlefs, indeed, to takcf a flight rejfias oijamhunn or a bamlet. 

Clack, The country's vaft'pleafant, I reckon. 

Sir Harry. La-la : their country folks, their pheafants^ 
as the French call 'em, don't feein quite fo tidy as our'n : 
but they don*t look upon them there creatures in France j 
mere hogs, cowjhons^ as they fay. 

Mrs Min. Why, fure they be Chriflians, as weU as— 

Sir Harry. Chriflians ? why, fo may all the world, if 
they like it ; but it a'n't in every body's power to be a 
gentleman born : hey, Domine Viper ? 

Viper. True, true. Sir Harry. The laws of fubordi- 
uation are too much liegleded in England y all is mere an- 
archy there ; it muft be owned, France is the only fpot for. 
a gentleman. 

Sir Harry. True. Why, a gentleman born may kill 
a common fellow in Paris, for lefs money than it would 

coft 
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coil an unqualified man in England to ihoot a hare or z 
partridge. 

Fiper. Right, Baronet : poor rogues are fo plenty ia 
Paris, there is no danger of deftroying the game. 

Sir Harry. Well faid, Domine Viper i—But, Madam 
Clack, what makes all jour family here ? Like me, come 
over to be poliih'd, I reckon. 

Mm. Not we 5 we be contented. Sir Harry, to rub oa 
in our ruft. You remember our daughter Jenny ? 

Sir Harry. Vaftly wellj and ihe proniis'd to turn out 
a devililh fine girl ! 

Min. Pretty well, as to that. 

Sir Harry. What, I fuppofe you have brought her 
here, juft to fafliion her ; give her the gout. 

Min. No, no ; 'tis a freak of her own : run away wi4 
cur ^prentice, to avoid neighbour Codling, 

Sir Harry. A girl of fpirit, however J 

Enter La Jeunefie. 

La Jeu. Monfieur^ on afervie* 

Sir Harry. What does he fay, Domine Viper? 

Fiper. Tne dinner's on the table. Sir Harry. 

Sir Harry. Oh, oh ! — ^Domine ! it wou'd'nt be decent^ 
as them there people are but tradesfolks, you know, to aik 
them to dinner ? 

Fi^er. Why, yep, you may venture. Sir Harry : it is 
not minded in London ; and this town is little better tham 
an Englifh colony. 

Sir Harry. True, true.— tCome^ good people; as we 
are all country folks, fuppofe we fit down to table together i 

Min. By dl manner of means. 

Sir Harry. Domine, you will efcort Mrs Minnikin I 
Mrs Clack, will you accept of my brafs ? [Exeutiim 
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ACT 11. . 



iTht fame in the Trip /# CaiaUf to p. 352» where O^Donrnman^s 
^ech was altered* and the feeoe finiibed io the fqllowiiis 
manner.] 

O^Defi* So now, as I was a-telllng, if you can get ^j 
friend to fpeak to the governor, why, if they take it into 
their heads to redore her to you, you may chance to hav^ 
your daughter again. 

Min. True, reverend Sir. But, before we trouble any 
body, we will firft try what we can do at the convent our* 
felves. 

O^Don. By all mains. And, 6^jt hear, you need not 
mention any thing about the purfe ; you underftand me ? 

Clad. Your Reverence need not fear us. 

O^Don. Nay, it is upon account of yourfelves that I 
fpeak ; becaafe one's chajrity ihould be private, yoU know j 
therefore, to make publication would take away mod of 
the merit. If you fail, I will ftep to t)ie convent, and fee 
what can be done» 

Mrs Min. Very kind, reverend Sir. Then, we will go 
after the girl to the convent direftly. 

Claek. But take care what you fay ! you feq wbat a 
hobble we had like to have got into. 

Mrs Min. Never fear ; I know how to behave myfelf. 

{^Exeunt, 

O^Don. It was an odd freak of St Francis to forbid us 
touching of money ; unlefs, indeed* his firft followers were 
a parcel of pickpockets, and he thought of this method 
to break them. But, however, as the heretics are gone, 
and there is no danger of giving offince, by St Francis's 
lave I will examine the contents of this purfe. Stay ! who 
have we here ? [^Draws back^ 

Enter Viper. 

Viper, The wind is veering, and when it comes fair, my 
eld knight within will be for hying homewards by the very 
firft fliip. Let me fee : can 1 hit on no fcheme to give him 
one little fqueeze more ? To be fure, what with tailors, 
fraiteurSf toymen, the girl, and the gaming-table, my trip 

to 
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to Patis has turn'd out pretty well. One linart parting 
blow I ihould l)e glad to — 

0*lkkn. Save you, good Sir ! 

Viper* Daiain thefe bare-footed beggars ! a fet of la*y, 
kibbetly^'^You may as well (hift your groutid, &ther ; you 
will get nothing from me* 

O^DoM. Be it ever fo little ! w^ have nothing but the 
betiev>dktiee of good Chriftian peo^-^-Hey ! fure it can't be ! 
by toy flioul, but it is ! — What, Dodor Viper I who ex- 
(»ed«d to fee you at Calais ? 

Vifiet. Pray^ heneft firiend, when did our acquaintance 
commence ? 

O^Dott. It is not a very long (landing. Gome, do fliake 
j'Our themory a bit, I)o<^or, and you wiU foon recoiled me. 

Vipe^^ It will be lo no purpoie. 

<yD^% J warrtiht. Surely, my dear^ when you were 
the doet of the Scandalous Chronicle, was not I death- 
hunter to the very fame paper ? 

PlpeK Hey ! why, you can't be Phelim O'Flam ! 

O^D^H. Not now \ but I was about twilve months ago* 

FSptr* What could induce you to turn capuchin ? 

O^B9H. A few muMers* 

Fiff^t. Murders ] 

O^Dok* Yes; in otder to pay off rtiy lodging, I kill'd 
a couple of do^en of people, that happened to be alive and 
ki good health ; fo the printer would employ me no longer. 

F!^er. I told you, O^Flam, what would happen ; why, 
ytm became a perfeft Drawcanfir; put more people to 
death than any three phyficians in London* 

tTD^n. What then, Dodor Viper? fure, your poifon- 
0«is pen did liiore mifchief than me : my dead men walked 
about afterwards, and did their bufinefs as if nothing had 
happened ; whilft the ftabs made on peoples good names, 
by yottt rancour and malice, will admit of ao confolation. 

yiptr^ How is this ? 

CPIhk^ In fliort> my dear Doftor, the only difference 
between us is this ; my de^d men are all alive, and your 
live men had much better be dead. .^ 

Viper* Do you know. Sirrah, to whom you are fpeak- 
ing ? 

O^Don. You may fay that ; from the top to the bottom, 
every chink and cranny, my dear- 

Fjper. Pay then proper refpeft to my cloth. 

C'Don. 
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O^Dott. What, d^ye mane it is a prieft that yon are ? 

Fiper. Without doubt. 

O^Dort. Then, upon my fhoul, it muft be of jour own 
ordination, like Mr Melchizededc. A prieft ? I'll wager 
mj frock againft the price of a mafs, that joa can't tell 
how manj the thirtj-nine articles are* 

Viper. An impudent, audacious — 

0*Don. A prieft ? What, becaafe you was pariih-clerk 
to the Moravian meeting-houfe in the Old- Jewry, and 
us'd to fuuffle out their bawdy hynms to the tune of beaftly 
ballads and jiggs ? from thence you got expelPd for robbing 
the poors box — 

l^per. Me? 

O^Don, Thtn you became adverti&ment-fticker to lot- 
tery-ofSce^, audioneers, ftage-coaches, and mountebank* 
doftors ; but being detefted in felling the bills for wafte 
paper to grocers, you got your di£miflal, you know*- 

Viper. Rafcal ! I know ? 

O^Doft, After that you tum'd fwindler, and got out of 
gaol by an aft for the relief of infolvent debtors. 

Viper* Many honeft men have been in the fame fituation. 

O^Don. Lave honefty out, if you plaafe. Then you 
became doer of the Scandalous Chronicle ; mow'd down 
reputations like muck ; pufli'd yourfelf into the pay of 
, Lsuiy Deborah Dripping, produced anonymous paragraphs 
againft her of your own compofition, and got pay'd by her 
for not putting them into your paper. 

Viper. Where the devil could the fellow coUed all this 
flory? 

O^Don. Now from here, I fuppofe, you will foon return 
home as a fugitive, and pay your old debts by a new aft of 
parliament. 

Viper. Well but, Mr O'Flam— 

O^Don. O'Donnovan, if you plaafe* So you fee, Doc^ 
tor Viper, you are pretty well known ; and all your 
friends and acquaintance ihall foon know you as well as me 
in this town. 

Viper. The devil ! well, but, my dear friend, what 
can be the meaning of this ? why fhould we two quarrel ? 

O^Don. Whofe fault was it, Dodor, I pray ? 

Viper, Fault ? nobody's fault : I was a little forgetful ; 
that is all. What ! we have bee^ connected before \ and 

why 
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why fhou'dn't we now ? ours is a natural alliance ; we are 
poor dogs, and rich men are our game. 

O^Don. For the matter of that, I have no ohjeftion to 
bunting in couples. 

Piper. That is right. Come, let us in, and drown all 
animofitj- in a bottle of Burgundy. 

0*Dfifu I will wait upon you at night; bttt I have a 
little birof bufinefs at prefent. 

Viper. Of what idnd ? 

O^Don. To get a girl out of a convent, and reftore her 
to her friends and relations. 

Piper. A girl ? 

O^Don. Ajy the daughter of them there Englifli within. 

yq>er. Is the.girl handfome ? 

O^Don. I don't know that, but (he's young. 
' Piper. That will go a good way. And fled from her 
friends ? 

O^Don. With a lover, they fay. 

Viper.. Gad, a thought has ju9; poppM into my head, 
that, I fancy, will yield tts both a good deal of profit. 

0^2)00. Of what kind? 

Piper. I will inform you within. Bttt where were yom 
bound ? 

0*Don. To th« convent. 

Pi^er. Sufpend your vifit a while. Come with me ; I 
muft introduce jrou to a friend of mine in the houfe. But^ 
I hope this greafy garb has not tainted your mind with 
any coynefs or qualms. 

O^Don. Not a bit ; it is a convanient drefs when One 
can't get any other : it fuits well with the cold of a winter 
diftrefe \ but when the fun and funmier of plenty returns^ 
I ihall fhed my coat like a colt. 

" When the devil was.iU, the devil a monk would be ; 
<* When the devil was weH, the devil a monk was he/* 

{^Exeunt. 

[The fceoes at the convent fucceeded, as in the Trip h Calais ^ 
and the ad ended with no other variation than the following 
fmall alteration in Mrs Ctact*s fpcech, p. 357. The third a<a 
was all new.] 

Clad. True, filler. But come ; let us go to the govern- 
nor, as the friar advifed us, perhaps be xmnj put us in a 
way. 

Vol. II. 3 D ACT 
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ACT m. 

O'Domiovaiiy Sir Harry Htmper, and Viper^ at a taiSU 
ivitb wine rndglaffis. 

Vipit. TXTHAT, then, you know her. Sir Harry ? 

. Sir Harry. Froth a child ; and a fweet little 

rofe-bud (he was ! by this time, ihe is in full Uoom, no 
doubt. 

Viper. Tou feem to exprefs yoarfelf with fome ardour 
and warmth, as if you felt a fimcy for this fine delicate 
flower. 

Sir Harry. Pho, pho ! what chance have I to get the 
pofleffion ? 

V^er. I don^t know that ; a little contrivance, and the 
help of a friend, have brought more unlikely matters to 
bear. 

Sir Harty. Why, Domine, if you would lend your 
affifttoce, there might be fome hopes, I confefs. 

Viper. Of mc. Sir Harry, you are always fecure ; but 
in my old friend here, you will find a more able ailiftant. 

O^Don. You are plaafed to compliment, dear Dodot 
Viper. Unlefs you are greatly fallen off, for turning ba- 
chelors into huibands, hulbands into cuckolds, and maids 
into miftrefles, there was not 9, better praditioner within 
the bills of mortality. 

Viper, My dear monk, a truce to your compUments. 

O^Don. Oh, the divil a bit of a compliment ! 

Viper. Well, well, you are always too kind to your 
friends : but, upon this occafion, your knowledge of this 
country — 

O^Don, That, indade— 

Viper. And, above all, the virtues of tbat frock, will 
iland us in excellent ftead. 

O^Don. Why, to fay truth, I know but little elfe it is 
good for. 

Viper. Well, fliall we have its affiftance ? 

O^Don. You may fay that. 

Viper. If this fcheme fucceeds. Knight, it will do you 
immortal honour in England ; your intrigue at Paris was 
a fine preparation. 

Sir Harry. Do you think that is generally known ? 

Viper. 
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Viper. In die mouth of every mortal. 
. Sir Harry. Ay ? that is luckj indeed ! But how Ihall 
*we bring this bufinefs about ? 

Viper. Nothing fo eafy. Flam is, you know, defired 
"by the family, if they can't fucceed themfelves, to get the 
girl out of the convent. 

Sir Harry. True. 

Viper. That defign is a fufficient pretence for vifitin^ 
the girl. 

Sir Harry. Can't be a better. 

Piper. As there is little probability that he fliould pre- 
vail with Mifs to return to her father and mother, let him 
pretend to have had an interview with the young fellow 
her favourite who lies concealed in the town. 

Sir Harry. Well ? 

Viper, lliat, nxoved to compaffion by their tender at- 
tachment, he is determined to lend his aid to accompliih 
his wiihes. 

O^Don. By this mains, a little fpill will be gained from 
that quarter too [afide.'] — Has flie the fliiners, d'ye think? 

Viper. I warrant flie is not come here unprovided— 
That he is ready to conduft her where her lover lies hid, 
and lend his miniflry to finifh his bufinefs. 

O^Don. I am but a lay-brother, you know. - 

Viper. Nor I neither : but, for all that, I wouldn't 
fcruple to tack together twenty couple a-day. 

Sir Harry. I don't doubt it. 

O^Don. That, to be fure, is an anwfer. 

Sir Harry. But how does all this concern me ? 

Viper. I was coming to that. When the monk has 
gpt poffeffion of Mifs, what prevents him from bringing 
the girl to my lodging ? where, inftead of her fwain, fhe 
'will be agreeably furprifed to encounter Sir Harry. 

Sir Harry. It is a very fine plot, to be fure : but. Do- 
mine, fuppofe the young thing ihould be ikittifli, and not 
quite approve of the change ? 

Viper. We muft leave you to fettle that bufiaefs j but, 
from your drefs and addrefs — 

O^Don. In trot, ihe muft be more than woman, to re- 
fufe fuch a figure. 

Viper. A few prefents in hand, and vaft promifes upon 
returning to England — 

Sir Harry. And you think flie will comply ? 

O'Dqn. 



(PDmt* Otkp never fmar ; Cbe will mitlt in a monieiit* 
I fiMrw Bcides, at woril. Flam and I ibaM be aear jcm; 
tad if m Htde compullton Ibould be requircil— 

(K&MU b it a r^pe that /ou mail] ? upon jnj ihoul^ 
Dtflo^r Vifw, you axe after fteppiag before me a gcoi| 
daal in mifchtcf . 

Vifir. A jape ! no^ no ^ nothing like it» dear Flam ; 
qdhjf m Iktle conipulfion» to giYc the lady an apology for 
ScXMOwing her own inclinations. Hey, Sir Harry I what 
mre your fenttmentft upon tbe occaiton .^ 

Xr'Bmrjf. Should lite it of all things in the world ! I 
am ^aC^ igog till I — How pretty it will be, to fee the 
poor di||i^ pout], and fnivel, and fob, and pat me, and cry 
1 w a r rao ty ^ Go, you naughty thing 1^' — But is not there 
fome danger ? won't their magillratc$> their poHcy^ as 
tfl^oaftltkre, take it amif^ > 

Fa^* Obj no ; a gentleman here does whaceivaf im 
pleafes : befides^ it is but a llep crofs the Chmoirikfjmti 
liMfa^'jmk&oW; we are fafe< 

S&^Hmrrf^ Tmm, Hik^ ' ^ 

FjfMr. Ajd4 «^ iMSond dHxo|^t8» k^ <lMio|iliif%«|tt 
U Aif ^"^ r dank it ii;ili W ngbt^iMC youf tUM ol'lfUli* 
to report it » npe ; it ipflQ dot jou viva^ji>ii«d mg^NUNi 
good d»|l of Offodit* \ . . . •» t , 

Jir i*rrr/. Will it ? 

Viper, To be fare. A rape, and opon a nun too, foe 
fo we muft call h^r ; it will fhew a noble contempt for de->. 
cency, religion, and virtue, and can't fail reconomending 
you to all people of fpirit. 

Sir Harry, I fhould think fo : how one improves by 
one's travels ! Why, this would never have come into my^ 
head had I llay'd in the city. 

Viper, Oh, fy ! never ; that air is too foggy* 

Sir Harry, I ufed to be a little faftious now and then ; 
but that I Lord, that's nothing at all ! 

Viper. Oh, no merit in that ; the natural oonfequence. 
of your food and your fuel- 

Sir Harry. Bu,t you will take care to paragraph me 
well in the papers ; for if it flioiild not be known, why — 

Viper. The main point will be loft. Never fear ! in 
my old paper, I ftill keep a place open : that no time may 
be loft, I will fend it to-night* 

Sir Harry. 
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Sir Harry. I can't help laughing, to think how my old 
friends, in Portfoken and Dowgate, will flare when they 
comes to the article. 

Fiper. Ready to burft with envy, I warrant ! WeD, 
O'Flam, you know your part ; fet off as foon as you pleafc« 

O^Dpn. Upon my flioul, Doftor Viper, there are a few 
fcruples and qualms that begin to rife in my ftomach. 

Fiper, Zounds^ man, gulp 'em dpwn then as fail as you 
can ! 

O^Don. Upon my confcience, they won't go ; they fticj: 
ftill in my troat. 

Viper. Hark'ee, Flam ! Would not a little aurum po* 
tabile, a fmall deco&ion of guineas, remove the obftruo- 
tion ? 

O^Don. Why, to daal freely, Doftor, I look upon it 
there is fome (mail danger in what we are about. Now, 
as to you two, you are but birds of paiTage, you know ; 
and being well winged, can take your iUght whenever 
you plaafe. 

Viper. Well? 

O^Don. Now, as to myfelf, though I am at home here, 
yet for all that I am but a ftranger ; and being, befides, 
as bare as a board, it is but raafonable that Sir Harry 
fhould fpare me fome of his feathers, that may, in cafe q£ 
need, carry me out of gun-fliot, you know. 

Sir flarry. By all manner of means. 

Viper. But how fliall we manage it ? The rules of your 
order are fo very fevere as to money ! I believe I had 
better receive it ; and, if you fhould want — 

O^Don. No, no, Doftor ; you are a good cafuifl, and 
have filenced mo(l of my fcruples : befides, at confeffion 
to-morrow, it is but lumping in this with my pther tranf- 
grefiions. 

Viper. Sir Harry ? 

Sir Harry. Oh, by all manner of means j here ! 

Viper. Throw it into his cowl. 

O^Don. No, no ; I can concaal it very well in my fleevc. 
— He might have knocked againfl the other, perhaps ; and 
that would not have been altogether fo daceut. 

Viper. Well, well ; all obftacles being removed, difpatch, 
my dear Flam, as foon as you can. 

O^Don. I fha'n't negleft them. I mufl go to vefpcrs. — 
But, Doftor Viper, as you are a coufcientious man, and 

o 
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of the ototb^ don't TM tlimk it would be right lo hoEve 
a lew prayers pot iip^ lor eettma perfonsy wha have il^^<r 
ta^oQ fome important afiaffy ? 

V^. Why, it nqayn^t be amifjr 

OWoti^ The eomnnmity, yoi^ saow, si ahraya^ ooiifi* 
dertdtipon thefe oecafions. 

Fifer. Oh, I dsoe fiiy Sir Harry" iNm't fcrnple. 

Sir Hmrrji No^ in the leaft. B«l^ to lay tratlv Ae 
xeverend father has drawn me dry fi^the prefent. 
: Pifitr. Oh, yon may be foon fttp{died in the lioilfe. 
Gome, I will sidyance : here, here ! ^ ' 

iyHmi. And in pi^hg by the triads for the po6r,^ if I 
WW ta drop in fomething handfeme,^ yoo^ Imow it mi^r 
draw down a bleifinff upon oar defign. 
" Sir Karri* tlotnine^ give hitn ^is whcde ptirfe ! ~ 

O^Dmi. likatt have |reat pleafure in fervii^ fo pians % 
Stan. Save yon, gentlemen ! [MtxU^ 

SitHsrry^ A ftrewd lenfible lidOow thiaO'Flam^ ka 
sie tell yon. 

Vifer. Yes, yes ; he knows what he's AoutJ 

Sir Barryi But, Domme, after th^ bofinrfil is &iiA^ 
how ftall we dilpofe of the girl ? 

Flptr. Reftore her to heir friends, ^ make it a merit. 
: 5fr Hany. But if (he (faonld tarn out coy^ and com* 
plain of ill ufage ? 

Viper, We muft impnte it to fpite, as by your means 
fce is deprived of her lover. 

Sir Harry. That, indeed — But will they believe it ? 

Viper, Believe it I Flam and I will fwear to the fad* 

Sir Harry, That indeed — But who have we here ? 

Enter Mr and Mrs Minnikin and Mrs Clack. 

Oh, Mrs Clack 1 what fuccefs have you had ? 

Clack, Came away juft as we went ; the young jade 
whines about fading and penance like a Methodift teacher, 
and talks of embracing poverty, as if fhe was a peer of the 
realm. 

Min, She poverty ? 'tis all a pretence ! it is fomebody 
elfe fhe wants to embrace. 

Sir Harry, Why, Domine and I have been laying our 
noddles together. 

Clack, Your Worfliip is wonderfully kin4 i 

Vi^er. 
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Viper, Sir Harry has employed a prieft here in this 
town ; perhaps you have feen him ? 

MrsMin, D*ye mean his reverence with the long heard? 

Viper. The fame. The friar is juft difpatch'd to the 
convent ; and as the great point is to get the girl ont of 
their clutches, he is to perfuade her that fhe is to he con- 
duced direftly to Drugget. 

Mrs Min. But, inftead of that, he is to bring her tons? 

Viper. No, no ; that would be too abrupt ! to Sir Harry 
Hamper ; who, as a friend to the family, will teach her 
iier duty, and what fiie owes to her friends. 

Clack. That will be very kind in his honour* 

Sir Harry. I fliall fpare no means, Mrs Clack, to make 
faer fubmit. 

Mrs Min. But I hope his honour won't puih things to 
extremities ; for you know, Matthew, Qie ftiil is our 
child. 

Min. Extremities ! Sir Harry has undertaken a more 
difficult taik than he is aware of : the young flut is fo head- 
ftrong and fraAious, that my old friend will find it out of 
his power, if ihe continues obftinate, to make her comjdj. 

Sir Harry. Well, well ; it is put trying, however. 

Viper. You will take care to be in the houfe if we fhould 
want you. Come, Sir Harry, we mud hie home to wait 
for the monk. [Exeunt Sir Harry and Viper- 

Clack. Come, good folks, who can tell but his honour 
may compafs this job ? 

Min. I can*t fay I have any great expeAations. My 
old friend, when he liv'd amongft us, was never over-fa- 
mous for his powers of perfuafion ; and I can hardly think 
that age has improved his abilities. [ExeunU 

The Strict. 

Enter Dick Drugget« 

Dick. It 18 impolfible for me to quit this town, and leave 
my deareft Jenny behind me \ there my heart's treafure 
lies hid, and there, imto of myfelf, I am carried by an ir- 
refiftible impulfo. To fee her, I fuppofe, is impoffible; 
and equally difficuU to give or receive any intelligence.— 
Huih ! I muft bide.— Hey I no, fure ! yes ; it is Jtnny 
herfelf ! but who tb« deuce can it be that coadufls her? 

EttUr 
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Zfff^ 0*Doiiiiovia ami Jeonj. 

€^Ihi$. The iKmfe it hahUb/, at the odier txA of the 
tOfWB \ and ftanda alone, between the inn and the fiinlE* 
ftop* 

j€tmjf. Tour goodnefa, m j dear fitther, to a poor ui^ 
Ibrtonate vi&im, I want words to adcnowledge. Tonr 
fel£4eD ial and mortified ftate place ya|Labove the leaA d£ 
moj pecnniarj«-> W 

O^Dom. MQt fwcet pretty cratnr ! mafls of charitr, xn- 
dade, to folks poorer than we are, if anj fuch can be maad, 
we are alwajs plaas'd to oonTej- anj donatioBS* 
• Jemnr, I fluill think mjCdf happj to affift ib pioos a 
parpofe [fiilsfir b€rpurjiJ\~JBU& me ! is not Aat m^ 
dear Dio^, who ftan^ there at the oomet ? 

O^Dm. DearSiddy! who the diVil ia he ? 

Jenny. The very jonth to whom you were gping to 
Convey me* 

<yihn. Fho, pho ! how can that be ? becaale wl^» I 
left him at home ; and how can he be in two pinoea at OBoef 
vnleis, indade, he had wings. 

Jenny. His impatience, 1 fnppofi^ made him fidkw yon 
liidier. 

O^Don. Foxtakehisimpatiehoel BntlteUyon, Mifii, 
.it can^t be ; becaafe why, I never faw that paifon before. 

Jenny. But I have, and therefore can't doubt : I muft 
nin to him, father ; for I know it is he. 

0*Don. Is it ? Then my heft way is to run from him as 
foft as I can. {Enit. 

Jenny* Dicky! 

Bici. My dearcft Jenny ! this is an unezpe&ed pleafore 
indeed. But who was that with you ? 

Jenny. The honefl father you font to conduft mel 

hick. Me ? I have neither feen nor fpoke to a foul* 

Jenny. No ! 

Hick. No, This is fome plot of your parents to get 
jrou iato their clutches. 

Jenny. Perhaps fo. But where can we go ? have you 
fecur'd no retreat ? 

Dick. How could I, my love' ? as I hadn't the fmalteft 
hopes of — But here comes the prieft again, and fomebody 
with him \ let us turn down this ftreet^ and avoid him. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter O'Donnovan and Viper. 

O^Don. There, there they go I 

Ptper, I fee, I fee. A fine girl, as I live ! too nice a 
tidbit for an apprentice, or my muftj old knight: I'll 
trjr if I can't fecure her myfelf.---jO'Flam ! you know Bet 
Bonnet, the milliner's girl, that lived with me in London } 

O^Don. You may fay that. 

Viper. When I Wnt with the knight, I left her in my 
lodgings in town ; Uep to her this inftant. 

O'Don. Well? 

Viper. Explain to her the bufinefs of Hamper^ convey 
her to him as Minnikin's daughter ; flie knows well enough 
how to affume the airs of a novice. — But there is hardly 
time to inftruft her. Ten to one, too, this blockhead will 
jjiake fome damn'd blunder or other.-«>OTlam ! 

O'Bon. Well ? 

Viper. Upon fecond thoughts, you had beft undertake 
this bufinefs yourfelf. 

O'Don. What d'ye main ? 

Viper. Pafs yourfelf on the knight as the party. 

O^Don. What, me, for old Minnikin's daughter ? 

P^per. Ay. 

O^Don. Oh, lave off ! I ihall be aafily taken for a lovely 
lafs, to be fure. 

Viper. Why not ? he muft be in the dark, to execute 
his own intentions, you know. 

O^Don. That is true. But how fhall I hide my voice ? 
he may fee that, you know, without the help of a candle ; 
befides, I am told I have a fmall twiff iQ niy tongue. 

Viper. Oh, as to that. Hamper is no critic in diale<5s ; 
befides, fay little, and foften your tones as much as you can* 

O^Don. But if he ihould turu out too familiar, what 
will I do then, Doftor Viper ? 

Viper. It will be eafy enough to repel any violence from 
a man of his age. Befides, I will think of fome expedient 
to bring you fpeedy relief. 

0*Don. Well, well I upon my flioul, after all, there is 
a good daal of fun in the fancy. 

Viper. You are to take him for Drugget^ you know^ 

O^Don. No bad match for my linfey-woolfey. 

Viper, Oh, a truce to your wit now, 'and difpatch, I 
bcfeech you. 

Vol. IL 3 E O'Don 
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(PDom. I gO| I go.^ [EmuT. 

Pii^. Thej are either hooiedy or mnft Tetnm badL 
again ; this is no thorooghfiire. Oh, here thej come. 

JEnter Dick smd Jeaaj^ 

I am gkd I have met with yoa. Come, come ! I hayVt 
a moment to lofe. 

70MMJ ami Dici. Sir I 

Vher. That ralcallT prieft is goiMMr the guard ; you 
will nave a file of mnlqueteers h^ in a minote. 

Dick. What have 1 done ? 

Vl^r. DooeJ don't you know, that to fteal a girl from 
a convent in this comitiy is a capital crime ? 

Biek. Sir, as I hope for merc;^, I am imiocetit ! * 

P^er* Innocent ! oefides, a prieft to accafe jou ! won't 
they find yon together ? is not that proof enonsh of ytmx 
guilt ? In a wordy I know your whole ftoiy ; I^pity^ itnd 
and am ready to ferve you* 

Jifmy. Good Sir, wW can we do ? 

Viper. Tou havVt a moment to lofe : rnn ty> the port, 
throw yonrfelf into the firft yeflel you feie, and make fi»r 
Engkmd as faft as you can. 

Ski* And what mufthecome of Mils Jenny? 

V^er. Leave her to my care ; I am wdl known in this 
town, and can conceal her with eafe. 

Jenny. But, Sir, how — who— 

Viper. Oh, child, be under no apprehenfions ; my mo- 
tive is folely compaflion : befides, my cloth is a fufficient 
fecurity. 

Dick. Cloth ? perhaps the gentleman is a clargym— « 

Viper. Hufh ! that mull not be known where we are. 

Jenny. On that facred char after I can fafely rely. 

Viper. We lofe time ! a truce to your regrets, and your < 
raptures ; I will foon bring you together, I warrant- 
That way leads to the quay. Come, Mifs ; it is but a 
ftep to my houfe. 

Jenny. This wonderful efcape I owe to your goodnefs. 

Viper. I could do no lefs, as a Chriftian. [^Exeunt. 
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A Chamber darkened. 

Sir Harrj Hamper alone. 

Sir Harry. Mifs will foon be here> I fuppofe. Well, 
after all, for improving the mind, and removing foolifli 
prejudices, there is no country like France : no wonder- 
cur young folks of fafhion turn out fuch fine fellows, 
ecod ! — Here fhe is, I believe. No. — A lad who comes 
over here at nineteen or twenty, may well pick up all the 
pretty accomplifliments, when I, at feventy, in lefs than 
three months, have learnt to game, whore, defpife my owa 
country, laugh at religion, and, as far as inclination will 
go, am ripe and ready for any frolic or fun. Well faid, 
old Harry ! After all this, my young miftrefe in London 
can*t refufe me, I think ; the devil's in her, if I hav'n't 
done enough to convince her that I have fcoured off all 
the fneaking fniveling cit, and am as profligate as if I had 
been born a— Huih ! the door opens. 

Enter O'Donnovan, 

O'Don. Sir Harry! 

Sir Harry. Well ? 

O^Don. Are you fure you are there ? 

Sir Harry, Without doubt. 

O^Don. And alone ? 

Sir Harry, Yes. 

O'Don, And no light ? 

Sir Harry. Don't you fee ? 

O^Don, I didn't know but you might have a candle 
concaaled. 

Sir Harry, Where ? in my pocket ? 

O^Don. Come, Mifs, you may enter. [^Exit, 

Jenny, [within.'] Hands off, you rude ruffian ! 

Sir Harry, What the deuce noife are they making ? 

jfenny. What, are they all dead in the houfe ? no crea- 
ture to lend me afliftance ? ^ 

Sir Harry. What can this mean ? 

'Jenny. Or have you all confpired to betray me ? For 
Heaven's fake, fome Chriftian body — 

Mrs Min. \within.] It is my daughter's voice. Here, 
Jioufe ! 

Min. 
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Min» Your villainous attack on my daughter gives me 
a right ; and before we part I will know, 

Ftfer. Will you ? Then aflt it of thofe that will tell yoa. 

Min. What, can nobody— 

Clack. Perhaps his reverence here may ; for he feems 
to know moft of the folks in the town. 

O^Don. Me ? I know nobody out of the convent. — I 
belaave I had better (haar off; for perhaps by and bye 
they may take it into their heads to make fome enquiries 
after me of myfelf ; and, for the prefent, it will be more 
convanient to drop the acquaintance. [ExiU 

Min. But, what the deuce, can nobody give us an ac- 
count who he is ? Where's landlord ? 

Colonel. You feem all ft rangers to this honeft gentleman. 

Min. Oh, this perhaps is fomebody who belongs to the 
^own. Why, Sir, if you could give us fome information-^- 

Colonel. N^y, I can't boaft the honour of his acquain- 
tance, nor, from the account of his countrymen, fliould I 
be very ambitious to make it. 

Min. Ay, like enough ; and pray. Sir, who— 

Colonel. The various particulars of his hiftory would be 
rather too tedious at prefent : thus far I may venture to 
fay ; his refidence here is not a mere matter of choice. 

Viper. Is the preferring the genial climate of France, to 
the fogs of your favourite ifle, any great matter of won- 
der ? In fhort, I like neither your country nor people. 

ColoneU For which you have doubtlefs very good rea- 
fons : but believe this as a truth, Mr Viper ; no man ever 
yet deferted his country, unlefs he had been firft by his 
country deferted. 

Viper. Your are very partial. Colonel (for I know you), 
confidering England as a fpot to which you can never lay 
any claim. 

Colonel. Why not ? 

Viper. Wafn't your father a rebel ? 

Colonel, True. 

Viper. And are not you an officer in the fervice of 
France ? 

Colonel. I was ; but my prefent royal matter, above 
the narrow prejudice of punifhing the principles of parents 
in their unfortunate offspring, has accepted my fervice and 
reftored my family to the rights of their country. 

Clack. Well faid ! 

S/r Harry. 
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Sir Harry. Aj, and well done too ! to reclaim by cle- 
mencj is the nobleft vidorjr a monarch can gain over his 
lobjeifts, 

Min, But what can we do with this fellow ? is there no 
method of puni(bing fuch a — 

Colonel. Let him alone ; a gentleman of his particular 
torn can't long efcape the prying eyes of the police in this 
town ; and I promife you they flia'n't want a key to hfc 
chara^ler. 

Sir Harry, But, Colonel, I begin to fufpeft that I too 
lave been bit by this Viper ; cou'dn't I Hop him, juft to 
make him account for — 

Viper, Stop me ? you had beft take care of yourfelf : 
yott forget a few obligations of yours I have in my pocket j 
wbicb,. as I find you are quitting this country^ I &all en- 
deavour to get better fecured^ [£x£r. 

Sir Harry. Now there is a rafcal ! 

Colonel, How came you to place any confidence in a man 
without the fmalleft recommendation ? 

Sir Harry, Lord, who could fuppofe that a countryman 
would knpofe upon — 

Colonel. Your countrymen ? the very laft people, un- 
fcfs they are well known, you fliauld truft or cherifh in 
trance* 

Sir Harry > And why fo ? 

Colonel. The necelEty they lie under of fliifting their 
cjuarters, is with but too many of them, their only rea-* 
fcn for croffing the Channel. 

Min. Indeed ? 

Colonel. And I will venture to fay, without the con- 
currence of fome of thefe gentry, no confiderable fraud 
Jias ever been committed upon our young giddy travellers 
iQ this part of the world. 

CodL Vail cur us indeed ! that ftiaH go into my journal. 
** Obferwation : The French who rob and cheat the Bri- 
" tifli fubjedls in Paris, arc all of them Englifb." 

Mrs Min, Kjy ay ; all birds of a feather. Let us go 
tome and leave them, as fall as we can. Well, Jenny, I 
bope there is an end of all thy vagaries : thee feeft what 
jiremunirers thy wilfulnefs had near brought us into. 

Clacks Nay^ filter, don't prefs the girl for the prefent ; 
let Mr Codling continue his courtfhip j and, in time, I 
warrant, the girl will comply. 

Codl, 
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Codl. Whj, father-in-law that was to have heen, it 
feems to me, and to fay truth, from the famples I have 
had, before I fettles I fliould like to fee a little more of 
the world. 

Min, Naj, Mr Codling, jou may do as you lift ; im>- 
body wants to compel you. 

Mrs Min* For the matter of that, if Dick Bmgget's 
friends are inclined, they are well to pafs in the world; 
and who can tell, in the end^ but one match may be as 
good as the other ? 

Codl, Why, as they are fo vaft fond of each other^ I 
think it is the heft ftep you can take* For my part, I 
have made up my mind : Pll part with my fhop, voyage 
round the world for the reft of my life, and, like other 
great travellers, communicate my obferwations for the 
good of my country. 



THE END. 
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